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TWO YEARS AGO. 


INTEODUCTOEy. 


It may seem a somewhat Irish method of beginning the storj 
of “ Two Years Ago ” by a scene which happened but a month 
since. And yet, will not the story be on that very account a 
better type of many a man’s own experiences ? llow few of iis 
had learnt the meaning of “ Two years ago,” until this late quiet 
autumn time ; and till Christmas, too, with its gaps in the old 
ring of friendly faces, never to be filled up again on earth, began 
to itjach us somewhat of its lesson. 

Two years ago, Avliile pestilence was hovering over us and ours ; 
wliile the battle-roar was ringing in our ears ; who had time to 
think, to ask what all that meant ; to seek for the deep lesson 
which we knew must lie beneath 1 Two years ago was the time 
for work; for men to do with all their might whatsoever their 
hands found to do. But now, the storm has lulled once more ; 
the air has cleared awhile, and we can taD? calmly over all the 

wonders of that sudden, strange, and sad “ Two years ago.” 

So felt, at least, two friends who went do'wn, just one week 
before Christmas-day, to Whitbury, in Berkshire. Two years 
ago had come to one of them, as to thousands more, the crisis of 
his life ; and he was talking of it with his companion ; and was 
on his way, too, to learn more of that story, which this book 
contains, and in which he had home his part. 

They were both of them men who would at first sight interest 
a stranger. The shorter of the two he might have seen do fore 
at picture sales, Boyal Academy meetings, dinner parties, evening 
parties, anywhere and everywhere in toum ; for Claude IMcllot 
is a general favourite, and a general guest. 

He is a tiny, delicate-featui’ed man, with a look of half-lazy 
enthusiasm about his beautiful face, which reminds you much of 
Slmlley s portrait ; oidy he has what Shelley had not, clusterin 
auburn curls, and a rich brown beard, soft as silk. You set him 
down at onco as a man of delicate susceptibility, sweetness, 
thoughtfulness ; probably (as he actually is) an artist. 


ft 
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His companion is a man of statelier stamp, tall, dark, and 
handsome, with a very large forehead : if the face has a fault, it 
is that the mouth is too small ; that, and the expression of face 
too, and the tone of voice, seem to indicate over-refinement. 

He is dressed like a 


Aris- 


possibly a too aristocratic exclusiveness, 
very fine gentleman indeed, and looks and talks like 
tocrat, however, in the common sense of the word, he is not , 
for he is a native of the Model Kepublic, and sleeping-partner in 

a great ^Tew York merchant firm. 

He is chatting away to Claude Mellot, the artist, about Fre- 
mont’s election ; and on that point seems to bo earnest enough, 
though patient and moderate. 

“ My dear Claude, oui- loss is gain. The delay of the next four 
years was really necessary, that we might consolidate our party. 
And I leave you to judge, if it has grown to its present size in 
but a few months, Avhat dimensions it will liavo attained before 
the next election. We require the delay, too, to discover who 
are our really best men ; not merely as orators, but as workers ; 
and you English ought to know, better than any nation, that the 
latter class of men are those whom the world most needs — tliat 
though Aaron may be an altogether inspired preacher, yet it is 
only slow-tongued practical IMoses, whose spokesman he is, who 
can deliver Israel from their taskmasters. Besides, my dear 

—‘tell it not in Gath’ 


fellow, we really want the next four years 

to look about us, and see what is to be done. 


Your wisest 


9 

Englishmen justly complain of us, that our ‘ platform’ is as yet 
a merely negative one ; that we define what the South shall not 
do, but not Avhat the North shall. Ere four years bo over, we 
will have a ‘ positive platform,’ at which you shall have no cause 


to grumble.” 


nings of Sinai. 


“ I still think with Marie, that your ‘ positive platform’ is 
already made for you, plain as the sun in heaven, as the light- 

Free those slaves at once and utterly 1” 

“ Impatient idealist ! By what means ? By law, or by force ? 
Leave us to draw a cordon sanitaire round the tainted states, and 
leave the system to die a natural death, as it rapidly will if it be 
prevented from enlarging its field. Don’t fancy that a dream of 
mine. None know it better than the Southerners themselves. 
What makes them ready just now to risk honour, justice, even 
the common law of nations and humanity, in the struggle for 
new slave territory 1 ^^’’hat but the consciousness that without 

virgin soil, which will yield rapid and enormous profit to slave 
labour, they and their institution must be ruined ! ” 

“ The more reason for accelerating so desirable a consumma- 
tion, by freeing the slaves at once.” 

“ Humph !” said Stan m-ave, with a smile. “Who so cruel at 
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times as your too-benevolent philanthropist 1 Bid you ever count 
moauiug of those words 1 Disruption of the Union, an inva- 
sion of the South hy the North; and an internecine war, aggra- 
vated by the horrors of a general rising of the slaves, and such 
scenes as Hayti beheld sixty years ago. If you have ever read 
them, you will pause ere you determine to repeat them on a vaster 

scale.” 

“ It is dreadful. Heaven knows, even in thought ! But, Stan- 
grave, can any moderation on your part ward it off? Where 
there is crime, there i& vengeance; and without shedding of blood 

is no remission of sin.” 

“ God knows ! It may be true : but God forbid that I should 
ever do aught to hasten what may come. Oh Claude, do you 
fancy that I, of all men, do not feel at moments the thirst for 

brute vengeance ? ” 


Claude was silent. 


‘ ‘ J udge for yourself, you who know all — what man among us 
Northerners can feel, as I do, what those hapless men may haye 
deserved ? — I who have day and night before me the brand of 
their cruelty, filling my heart with fire ? I need all my strength, 
all my reason, at times to say to myself, as I say to others — ‘ Are 
not these slaveholders men of like passions with yourself ? What 
have they done which you would not have done in their place ? ’ 
I have never read that Hey to Uncle Tom’s Cabin. I will not 
even read this Dred, admirable as I believe it to be.” 

“ Why should you 1” said Claude. “ Have you not a key to 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin, more pathetic than any word of man’s or 
woman’s ? ” 

“ But I do not mean that ! I will not read them, because I 
have the key to them in my own heart, Claude : because con- 
science has taught me to feel for the Southerner as a brother, 
who is but what I might have been ; and to sigh over his mis- 
directed courage and energy, not with hatred, not with contempt : 
but with pity, all the more intense the more he scorns that pity ; 
to long, not merely for the slaves’ sake, but for the masters’ sake, 
to see them — ^the once chivalrous gentlemen of the South — 
delivered from the meshes of a net which they did not spread 
for themselves, but which was round their feet, and round tlieir 
fathers’, from the day that they were born. You ask mo to destroy 
these men. I long to save them from their certain doom ! ” 

“ You are right, and a better Christian than I am, I believe. 
Certainly they do need pity, if any sinners do ; for slavery sol ms 
to be — to judge from Mr. Brooks’s triumph — a great morrd curse, 
and a heavier degradation to the slaveholder himself, ihan it can 
ever be to the slave. 

“ Then I would free them from that curse, that degradation. 
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If the negro asks, ‘ Am I not a man and a brother 1 ’ have they 
no right to ask it also 1 Shall I, pretending to love my country, 
* enture on any rash step which may shut out the whole Southern 
white population from their share in my country’s future glory 1 
No ; have but patience with us, you comfortable liberals of the 
Old World, who find freedom 
will pay you all. Remember 
are the sins of youth, — greediness, intemperance, petulance, self- 
conceit. When we are purged from our youthful sins, England 
will not be ashamed of her cliild.” 

“ Ashamed of you ? I often wish I could make Americans 
understand the feeling of England to you — the honest pride, as 
of a mother who has brought into the world the biggest baby 
that ever this earth beheld, and is rather proud of its stamping 
about and beating lier in its pretty pets. Only the old lady 
does get a little cross when she hears you talk of the VTongs 
which you have endured from her, and teaching your children to 
hate us as their ancient oppressors, on the ground of a foolish 
war, of which every Enghshman is utterly ashamed, and in the 
tesnlt of which he glories really as much as you do.” 

“ Don’t talk of ‘ you,’ Claude ! You know well what I think 
on that point. Never did one nation make the amende honorable 
to another more fully and nobly than j'ou have to us ; and those 
who try to keep up the quarrel are — I won’t say what. Rut the 
truth is, Claude, we have had no real sorrows ; and therefore we 
can afford to play with imaginary ones. God grant that we may 
not have our real ones — that we may not have to drinl^ of the 
cup of winch our great mother drank two years ago ! ” 

“ It was a wholesome bitter for us ; and it may be so for you 
lilcewise : but we will have no sad forebodmgs on the i iQ of the 
blessed Christmas-tide. He lives. He loves, He reigm. ; and all 
is well, for we are His, and He is ours.” 

“ Ah,” said Stangrave, “ when Emerson sneered at you English 
for believing your Old Testament, he little thought that that was 
the lesson wliich it had taught you; and that, that same lesson 
was the root of all your greatness. That that belief in God’s 
being, in some mysterious way, the living King of England and 
of Christendom, has been the very idea which has kept you in 
peace and safety, now for many a hundred years, moving slowly 
on from good to better, not without many backslidings and many 
shortcomings, but still finding out, quickly enough, when you 
were on the wrong road, and not ashamed to retrace your stejis, 
and to reform, as brave strong men should dare to do ; a people 
who have been for many an age in the vanguard of aU the nations, 
and the champions of sure and solid progress throughout the 
wond ; because what is new among you is not patched artificially 


ready made to your hands, and we 
, we are but cliildren yet ; our sins 
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on to the old, but grows organicaUy out of it, with a ^o^h like 
that of your own EngHsh oak, whose every new-ye^ s leaf-crop 
is fed by roots which burrow deep in many a buried generation, 

and the rich soil of full a thousand years.” ^ 

“ Stay!” said the little artist. “ We are quite conceited enough 
already, without your eloquent adulation. Sir ! But there is a 
truth in your words. There is a better spirit roused among us, 
and that not merely of two years ago. I knew this part of the 
country well in 1846-7-^^, and since then, I can bear witness, a 
spirit of self-reform has been awakened round here, many a 
heart which I thought once utterly frivolous. I find, m every 
circle of every class, men and women asking to be taught their 
duty, that they may go and do it ; I find everywhere schools 
libraries, and mechanics’ institutes springing up : and rich ^d 
poor meeting together more and more in the faith that (xod has 
made them all. As for the outward and material improvements 

you know as well as I, that since free trade and emigration, 

the labourers confess themselves better off than they have been 
for fifty years ; and though you will not see in the chalk counties 
that rapid and enormous agricultural improvement which you will 
in Lincolnshire, Yorkshire, or the Lothians, yet you shall see 
enough to-day to settle for you the question whether we old- 
countty folk are in a state of decadence and decay. Pai 

to — ^ ^ 

And Claude pointed to the clean large fields, with their neat 
close-clipt hedge-rows, among which here and there stood cottages, 

more than three-fourths of them new. 

“ Those well-drained fallow fields, ten years ago, were poor clay 

pastures, fetlock deep in mire six months in the year, and accursed 

in the eyes of my poor dear old friend. Squire Lavington i because’ 

they were so full of old moles’-nests, that they threw all horses 

down. I am no farmer: but they seem surely to be somewha^ 

altered since then.” 

As he spoke, they turned off the main line of the rolling clays 
toward the foot of the chalk hills, and began to brush through short 
cuttings of blue gault and “green sand,” so called by geologists, be- 
cause its usual colours are bright brown, snow-white, and crimson. 

Soon they get glimpses of broad silver Whit, as she slides, 
with divided streams, through bright water-meadows, and statelj 
groves of poplar, and abele, and pine ; while, far aloft upon thf 
left, the downs rise steep, crowned with black fir spiniiies, and 

dotted vdth dark box and juniper. 

Soon they pass old Whitford Priory, with its numberless gables 
nestling amid mighty elms, and the Nunpool fiashiiig and roaring 
as of old, and the broad shallow below sparkling and laiigliing in 

the low, but bright December sun. 
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“ So slides on the noble river, for ever changing, and yet for 
ever the same — always fulfilling its errand, which yet is never 
fulfilled,” said Stangrave, — he was given to half-mystic utterances, 
and hankerings after Pagan mythology, learnt in the days when 
he worshipped Emerson, and tried (but unsuccessfully) to worship 
Margaret Puller Ossoli, — “ Those old Greeks had a deep insight 
into natui-e, when they gave to each river not merely a name, but 
a semi-human personality, a river-god of its own. It may be bn 
a collection of ever-changing atoms of water ; — what is your body 
but a similar collection of atoms, decaying and renewing every 
moment? Yet you are a person; and is not the river, too, a 
person — a live thing ? It has an individual countenance which 
you love, which you would recognise again, meet it where you 
will ; it marks the whole landscape ; it determines probably the 
geography and the society of a whole district. It draws you, too, 
to itself by an indefinable mesmeric attraction. If you stop in a 
strange place, the first instinct of your idle lialf-hour is, to lounge 
by the river. It is a person to you ; you call it — Scotchmen do, 
at least — she, and not it. How do you know that you are not 
philosophically correct, and that the river has a spirit as well as 
you 1 ’ 

“ Humph ! ” said Claude, who talks mysticism himself by the 
hour, but snubs it in every one else. “ It has trout, at least ; 
and they stand, I suppose, for its soul, as the raisins did for those 
of Jean Paul’s gingerbread bride and bridegroom and perad- 
venture baby.” 

“ Oh you materialist English ! sporting-mad all of you, from 
the duke who shooteth stags to the clod who poacheth rabl 3 its ! ” 

“ And Avho therefore can fight Russians at Inkermann, duke 
and clod alike, and side by side ; never better (says the chronicler 
o f old) than in their first battle. I can neither fight nor fish, and 
on the whole agree with you : but I think it proper to be as 
English as I can in the presence of an American.” 

A whistle — a creak — a jar ; and they stop at the little Whit- 
ford station, where a cicerone for the vale, far better than Claude 
was, made Iris appearance, in the person of Mark Armsworth, 
banker, railway director, and de facto king of Whitbury town, 
long since elected by universal snffrage (his ovm vote included) 
as permanent locum tenens of her gracious I\Iajesty. 

He hails Claude cheerfully from the platform, as he w^addles 
about, with a face as of the rising sun, radiant with good fun, 
good humour, good deeds, good news, and good living. His coat 
was scarlet once ; but purple now. His leathers and boots were 
doubtless clean this morning ; but are now afflicted, with elephan- 
tiasis, being tlii'ee inches deep in solid mud, which his old groom 
is scraiiing off as fast as he can. llis ca]) is duntled in : his bacli 
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bears ftesh stains of peat; a gentle rain distils from the few anghj 
rf^s person, and bedews the platform ; for Mark Armsworth 

has l[)6Gn in AVTnt to-day. . 

AH porters and guards touch their hats to him ; 

raaste/rushes up and down franticaUy, shouting, ‘ Where axe 

those horse-hoxes 1 Now then, look alive ! ” for M^k is chairman 

oi the line, and everybody’s friend beside ; and as he stands there 

beincr scraped, he finds time to inquire after every one of the 

officials by turns, and after their mves, children, and sweethearts 

« What a fine specimen of your English squire ! ” says Stangrave. 
“ He is no squire j he is the ^¥hitbury banker, of whom I told 


you, 


)) 


Armsworth 


interest. ... - v, 

“ Mark ArmsAvorth himself. He is acting as squire, though, 

now ; for he has hunted the 'Whitford Priors ever since poor old 

LaArington’s death.” 

“Now then — those horse-boxes ! ” . . . 

“ Very sorry, Sir ; I telegraphed up, but we could get but one 


down.” , , , . - I 

“ Put the horses into that, then ; and there s an empty carriage ! 

Jack, put the hounds into it, and they shall all go second class, 

as sure as I’m chairman ! ” • i -i 

The grinning porters hand the strange passengers in, Avhile 

Mark counts the couples vdth his whip-point, 

“ Eavager — Eoysterer; Melody — Gay-lass ; all right. ^^Hly, 

where’s that old thief of a Goodman ? ” ^ 

“ Went over a gate as soon as he saAV the couples j and Avouldn i 

come in at any price. Sir,” says the huntsman. “ Gone home by 
himself, I expect.” 

“Goodman, Goodman, boy!” And forthAvith out of the 
station-room slips the noble old hound, grey-nosed, grey-eyc- 
broAved, Avho has hidden, for purposes of his OAvn, till he sees aU 

the rest safe locked in. 

Up he goes to Mark, and begins Avriggling against his knees, 
and looking up as only dogs can. “ Oh, want to go first-class 
Avith me, eh ? Jump in, then ! ” And in jumps the hound, and 
Mark struggles after him. 

“ Hillo, Sir I Come out 1 Here are your betters here before 
you,” as he sees Stangrave, and a fat old lady in the opposite corner 
“ Oh, no ; let the dog stay 1 ” says Stangrave. 

“ I shall Avet you. Sir, I’m afraid.” 

“ Oh, no.” 

And Mark settles himself, puffing, with the hound’s head on 
his knees, and begins talking fast and loud. 
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“ Well, Mr. Mellot, you’re a stranger here. Haven’t seen you 
eince poor Miss Honcrur died. Ah, sweet angel she was ! Thought 
my Mary would never get over it. She’s just such another, though 
I say it, barring the beauty. Goodman, boy ! You recollect old 
Goodman, son of Galloper, that the old squire gave our old 


squire 

Claude, of course, knows 


as all do who know those parts — 


who The Old Squho is ; long n>ay he live, patriarch of the chase ! 
The genealogy he docs not. 

“ Ah, well — IMiss Honour took to the pup, and used to walk 
liim out ; and a prince of a hound he is ; so now he’s old we let 
iiim have liis own way, for her sake ; and nobody ’ll ever bully 
you, will they, Goodman, my boy ? ” 

“ I want to introduce ^’’ou to a friend of mine.” 

“ Proud to know any friend of yours. Sir.” 

“ ]\Ir. StauCTave — Mr. Armsworth. Mr. 


Stangrave is an 


American gentleman, who is anxious to see Wliitbury and the 


neighbourhood. ” 


“ Well, I shall be happy to shov it him, then — can’t have a 
better guide, though I say it — know everything by this time, 
and everybody, man, woman, and child, as I hope Mr. Stan- 
grave ’ll find when he gets to loiow old IMark.” 


“ You must not speak of getting to know you, my dear Sir ; 1 
know you intimately already, I assm-e you ; and more, am under 
very deep obligations to you, wliich, I regret to sa}'", I can only 
repay by thanks.” 

“ Obligation to me, my dear Sir 1 ” 

“ Indeed I am : I will tell you aU when we are alone.” And 
Stangrave glanced at the fat old woman, who seemed to be 


listening intently. 

“ Oh, never mind her,” says Armsworth ; “ deaf as a post : 
very good woman, but so deaf — ought to speak to her, though ” 
— and, reaching across, to the infinite amusement of his com- 
panions, he roared in the fat v'oman’s face, with a voice as of a 
speaking-trumpet — “ Glad to see you, IMrs. Grove ! Got those 
dividends ready for you next time you come into town.” 

“ Yah ! ” screamed the hapless woman, who (as the rest saAv) 
heard perfectly well “ AYhat do you moan, frightening a lady 
in that way 1 Deaf, indeed ! ” 

“ ^Yhy,” roared Mark again, “ ain’t you IMrs. Grove, of Dry- 
town Dirty^vater ? ” 

“Ho, nor no acc^uaintance ! YMiat business is it of your’n. 
Sir, to go hollering in ladies’ faces at your age 1 ” 

“ Well : — but I’ll swear if you ain’t her, you’re somebody else. 
£ know you as well as the to-wn clock.” 

“ Me 1 If you must know. Sir, I’m IMrs. Pettigrew’s n?'^ther, 
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the Linendraper’s establishment, Sir ; a-going down for Christmas, 

-Sir ! ” 

“ Humph ! ” says Mark ; “ you see— was sure I knew her— 
know everybody here. As I said, if she wasn’t Mrs. Grove, she 

was somebody else. Ever in these parts before ? ” 

‘‘ Nev 0 r : but I havG heard a good deal of them y and very 
much charmed with them I am. I have seldom seen a more 

distinctive specimen of English scenery.” 

“ And how you are improving round here ! ” said Claude, who 
knew Mark’s weak points, and wanted to draw him out. \ our 
homesteads seem all new ^ three fields have been tlirown into 


“ I believe 


one, I fancy, over half the farms.” 

Mark broke out at once on his favourite topic, 
you ! I’m making the mare go here in Whitford, witliout me 
money too, sometimes. I’m steward now, bailiff — na ! ha ! these 
four years past — to Mrs. Lavington’s Irish husband; I wanted 
him to have a regular agent, a canny Scot, or Yorkshireman. 
Faith, the poor man couldn’t afford it, and so fell back on old 
Mark. Paddy loves a job, you know. So I’ve the votes and 
the fishing, and send him his rents, and manage all the rest 
pretty much my oum way.” 

When the name of Lavington was mentioned, Mark observed 
Stangrave start ; and an expression passed over his face diHicult 
to be defined — it seemed to ]\Iark mingled pride and shame. 
He turned to Claude, and said, in a low voice, but loud enough 
for Mark to hear, — 

“ Lavington ? Is tliis their country also 1 
visit the graves of my ancestors, I suppose I ought to visit those 

of hers.” 

Mark caught the words which he was not intended to. 

“ Eh 1 Sir, do you belong to these parts 1 ” 

“ My family, I believe, lived in the neighbourhood of Whit- 
bury, at a place called Stangrave-end.” 

“To be sure ! Old farm-house now ; fine old oak carving in 
it, though ; fine old family it must have been ; church full of 

monuments. Hum, — ha ! Well ! that’s pleasant, now ! 
^’ve often heard there were good old families away there in New 
ngland ; never thought that there were Wliitbury people among 
them. Hum — weU ! the world’s not so big as people thinly, 
after all. And you spoke of the Lavingtons ? They 


As I am going to 



s here 


or were " — He was going to rattle on : but he saw 

a pkined expression on both the travellers’ faces, and Stangrave 
stouped him, somewhat. drily — 


know 


Your 


country here is certainly charming, and shows little of tliose 
signs of decay wliich some people in America impute to it. 
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“ Decay ! ” Mark went off at score. “ Decay be banged 1 
There’s life in tbe old dog yet, Sir ! and dead pigs are looking 
up since free trade and emigi’ation. Cheap bread and high 
wages now j and instead of lands going out of cultivation, ao 
they threatened — bosh ! there’s a greater breadth down in wheat 
in the vale now than there ever was ; and look at the roots, 
r armors must farm now, or sink ; and, by George ! they are 
fanning, like sensible fellows ; and a fig for that old turnip 
ghost of Protection ! There was a fellow came down from the 
Carlton — you know what that is?” Stangi-ave bowed, and smiled 
assent. “ Prom the Carlton, Sir, two years since, and tried it 
on, till he fell in with old Mark. I told him a thing or two ; 
among the rest, told him to his face that he was a liar ; for he 
wanted to make farmers believe they were ruined, when he 
Ecnew they were not; and that he’d get ’em back Protection, 
when he knew that he couldn’t — and, what’s more, he didn’t 

mean to. So he cut up rough, and wanted to call me 
out.” 


mean 


“Did you go?” asked Stangrave, who was fast becoming 
amused with his man. 

“ I told him that that wasn’t my line, unless he’d try Eley’s 
greens at forty yards ; and then I was his man : but if he laid 
a finger on me, I’d give him as sound a horsewliipping, old as I 
am, as ever man had in his life. And so I would.” Ajid Mark 
looked complacently at his own broad shoulders. “ And since 
then, my lord and I have had it all our own way ; and Min- 
champstead & Co. is the only firm in the vale.” 

“ AVhat’s become of a Lord Vieuxbois, who used to live some- 
where hereabouts ? I used to meet him at Eome.” 

“ Eome ?” said Mark solemnly. “ Yes; he was too fond of 
Eome, awhile back : can t see Avhat people want running into 
foreign parts to look at those poor idolators, and then- Punch 
and Judy plays. Pray for ’em, and keep clear of them, is the 
best rule : — but he has married my lord’s youngest daughter ; 
and three pretty childi-en he has,— ducks of children, iflways 

comes to see me in my shop, when he drives into to^vn. Oh ! 

he’s doing pretty well.— One of these new between-the-stools, 
Peehtes they call them hope they’ll be as good as the name 
However, he’s a free-trader, because he can’t help it. So wo 
have his votes ; and as to Iris Conservatism, let him conserve 
hips and haws if he chooses, like a ’pothecary. After ad, why 
pud down anything, before it’s tumbling on your head ? Ey 
the bye, Sir-, as you’re a man of money, there’s that Stangrave- 
end farm in the market now. Pretty little investment,— I’d 
see that you got it cheap ; and my lord wouldn’t bid against 
you, of course, as you’re a liberal— all Americans are, I suppose 
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And so yon’d oblige us, as well as yourself, for it would give ua 
another vote for the county.” 

“ Upon my word, you tempt me ; but I do not think that 
this is just the moment for an American to desert liis own 
country, and settle in England. I should not be hei« now, had 
I not this autumn done all I could for America in America, and 
so crossed the sea to serve her, if possible, in England.” 

“ Well, perhaps not ; especially if you’re a Eremonter.” 

“ I am, I assure you.” 

“ Thought as much, by your looks. Don’t see what else an 
honest man can be just now.” 

Stangrave laughed. “I hope every one thinks so in England.” 

“Trust us for that, Sir ! We know a man when we see him 
here ; I hope they’ll do the same across the water.” 

There was silence for a minute or two; and then Mark began 


again. 

“ Look ! — there’s the farm ; that’s my lord’s. I should like 
to show you the short-horns there, Sir ! — all my Lord Ducie’s 
and Sir Edward Knightley’s stock ; bought a bull-calf of him 
the other day myself for a cool hundred, old fool that I am. 
Never mind, spreads the breed. And here are mills — four pair 
of new stones. Old Whit don’t know herself again. But I 
dare say they look small enough to you. Sir, after your American 
water-power.” 

“ What of that ? It is just as honourable in you to make the 
most of a small river, as in us to make the most of a lai^e 
one.” 


You speak like a book. Sir. By the bye, if you tliink of 
taking home a calf or two, to improve your New England breed 
— there are a good many gone across the sea in the last few 
years — I think we could find you three or four beauties, not so 
very dear, considering the blood.” 

“Thanks ; but I really am no farmer.” 

“Well — no offence, I hope : but I am like your Yankees iu 
one thing, you see ; — always have an eye to a bit of business. 
If I didn’t, I shouldn’t be here now.” 


“ How very tasteful ! — our own American slirubs ! what a 
pity that they are not in flower ! Wliat is this,” asked Stan- 
grave, — “ one of your noblemen’s parks ? ” 

And they began to run through the cutting iu INIinchamj^^lead 
Park, where the owner has concealed the banks of the rail for 
nearly half a mile, in a thicket of azaleas, rhododendrons, and 
clambering roses. 

“ Ah ! — isn’t it pretty ? His lordship let 'US nave the land 
for a song ; only bargained that we should keep lo^Y, not to spoil 
hie view ; and so we did ; and he’s planted our cutting for us. 
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1 call that a present to the county, and a very pretty one too ! 

All, give me these new brooms that sAveep clean 1 ' 

“Your old brooms, like Lord Vieiixbois, were new brooms 

once, and swept well enough five hundred years ago, said St^- 
grave, who had that filial reverence for Lnglish antiej^uity \a hich 
sits so gracefully upon many highly educated and lar-sighted 

Americans. 

“ AVorn to the stumps, now, too many of them. Sir; and Avant 
ncAv-hcthing, as our broom-squires Avould say; and. I doubt 
whether most of them arc Avortli the cost of a fresh bind. Lot 
that I can say that of the young lord, lie’s foremost in all that’s 
good, if he had but money ; and Avhen he hasn’t, he gives brains. 
Gave a lectine, in our institute at hitford, last Avinter, on the 
four great Poets. Shot o\"cr my head a little, and other people s 
too : but my INIary — my daughter, Sir, thought it beautiful ; 

and tliere’s nothing that she don’t knoAV.” 

“It is very hopeful, to sec your aristocracy joining in tlie 
general movement, and bringing their taste and knowledge to 
bear on tlie loAver classes.” 

“ Yes, Sir ! YA’re going all right now, in the ohl country. 
Only luive to steer straight, and not put on too much steam. 
Put giA^e 1110 the ncw-coniers, after all. d'hey nia}^ he close men 
of business; — Iioav else could one liA'e'? Put Avhen it conies to 
;iviiig, I’ll back them against the old ones for generosit}’’, or taste 
either. They’ve their proper pride, when they get hold of tlie 
land ; and tlicy like to sliOAV it, and quite right they. You mu.'^t 
see my little place too. It’s not in such bad order, though 1 
say it, and am but a country banker : but I’ll back my flowers 
against half the squires round — my IMary’s, that is— and my fruit, 
too. — See, there ! There’s my lord’s ncAV schools, and his model 
cottages, Avith more comforts in them, saving the size, than niy 
father’s house had; and there’s his barrack, as he calls it, for the 
unmarried men — reading-room, and dining-room, in common ; 
and a lilirary of books, and a sleeping-room for each.” 

“ It seems strange to complain of pia)sperity,” said StangraA^e ; 
“ but I sometimes regret that in America there is so little room 
for the very highest virtues; all are so Ai’ell oil, that one never 
needs to give ; and Avhat a man eloes here for others, they do for 
themselves.” 


(> 

n 


“ So much the l.)eiter for them. There are other AvaA’-s of 

V 

being generous besides pulling your hand in your pocket. Sir ! 
Py Jove ! there’ll be room enough (if you’ll excuse me) for an 

American to do line things, as lung as tliose })oor negro slaves ” 

“ 1 know it ; I kiioAV it,” said Slangrave, in the tone of a man 
who had aheady made up his mind on a i)ainful subject, and 
wi.^lied to hear no more of it, “\ou will excuse me; but I am 
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come here to learn what I can of England. Of my own country 
I know enough, I trust, to do my duty in it when I return.” 

Mark was silent, seeing that he had touched a tender place j 
and pointed out one object of interest after another, as they 
ran through the flat park, past the great house with its Doric 
fa9ade, wMch the eighteenth century had raised above the quiet 
cell of the Minchampstead recluses. 

“ It is very ugly,” said Stangrave ; and truly. 

“ Comfortable enough, though , and, as somebody said, people 
live inside their houses, and not outside 'em. You shoiild see 
the pictures there, though, while you’re in the country. I can 
show you one or two, too, I hope. Never grudge money for 
good pictures. The pleasantest furniture in the world, as long 
as you keep them ; and if you’re tired of them, always fetch 
double their price.” 

After klinchampstead, the rail leaves the sands and clays, and 
turns up between the chalk hills, along the barge river, which 
it has rendered useless, save as a supernumerary trout-stream ; 
and then along Whit, now flowing clearer and clearer, as we 
approach its springs amid the lofty do'UTis. On through more 
water-meadows, and rows of pollard vdllow, and peat-pits crested 
with tall golden reeds, and still dykes, — each in summer a 
floating flower-bed; while Stangrave looks out of the window, 
his face lighting up with cuiiosity. 

, “How perfectly English ! At least, how perfectly un-American ! 
Ct is just Tennyson’s beautiful dream — 

‘ On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rye, 

\Vliich clothe tJie wold and meet the sky, 

And through the field the stream runs by. 

To many-towered Camelot.’ 

what is this ?” as they stop again at a station, where 
the board bears, in large letters, “ Shalott.” 

. “ Shalott ? \Vhere are the 

‘ F our grey walls, and four grey towers, ' 

which overlook a space of flowers ?” 

There, upon the little island, are the castle-ruins, now con- 
verted into a useful bone-mill. “ And the lady ?— is that she ?” 

It was only the miller’s daughter, fresh from a boarding-school, 
gardening in a broad straw-hat. 

“At least," said Claude, “she is tending far prettier flowers 
than ever the lady saw ; while the lady herself, instead of weaving 
and dreaming, is reading Miss Yonge’s novels, and becoming aU 
the ^viser thereby, and teaching poor children in Hommelford 

National School” 
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And where is her fairy knight,” asked Stangrave, “ who 
one half hopes to see riding down from that grand old house 
which sulks there above among the beech-woods, as if frowning 
on all the change and civilisation below?” 

“ You do old Sidricstone injustice. Vieuxbois descends from 
thence, nov/-a-days, to lecture at mechanics’ institutes, instead of 
the fairy knight, toiling along in the blazing summer weather, 
sweating in burning metal, lilco poor Perillus in his own bull.” 

“ Then the fairy knight is extinct in England ? ” asked Stan- 
grave, smiling. 

“No man less; only he (not Vieuxbois, but his younger 
brother) has found a wide-awake cooler than an iron kettle, and 
travels by rail when he is at home ; and when he was in the 
Crimea, rode a shaggy pony, and smoked cavendish all through 
the battle of Inkermann.” 

“ He showed himself the old Sir Lancelot there,” said Stan- 
grave. 

“ He did. Wlierefore the lady married him when the Guards 
came home ; and he will breed prize pigs ; and sit at the board 
of guardians ; and take in The Times ; clothed, and in his right 
mind ; for the old Berserk spirit is gone out of him ; and he is 
become respectable, in a respectable age, and is nevertheless just 
as brave a fellow as ever.” 

“ And so all things are changed, except the river ; where 
still— 

‘ Willows whiten, aspens quiver. 

Little breezes dash and shiver 
On the stream that ininncth ever.’” 


“ And,” said Claude, smiling, “ the descendants of mediaeval 
trout snap at the descendants of medimval flies, spinning about 
upon just the same sized and coloured wings on which their fore- 
fathers spun a thousand j^ears ago ; having become, in all that 
while, neither bigger nor Aviser.” 

“ But is it not a grand thought,” asked Stangrave, — “ the 
silence and permanence of nature amid the perpetual flux and 
noise of human life 1 — a grand thought that one generation goeth, 
and another cometh, and the earth abideth for OA^er ? ” 

“ At least it is so much the Avorse for the poor old earth, if 
her doom is to stand still, Avhile man improA^es and progresst?:; 
from age to age.” 

“ May I ask one question, Sh ? ” said Stangrave, Avho saAv th it 
their conversation was puzzling tlicir jolly companion. Have 
you heaKl any news yet of luv. Tliurnall ? ” 

Mark looked him full in the face. 

“Do 5 'on know him ? ” 

“ I did, in past years, most iutimatelY.” 
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“ Then you knew the finest fellow, Sir, that ever walked 
mortal earth.” 

“I have discovered that, Sir, as well as you. I am under 
obligations to that man which my heart’s blood will not repay. 
T Hbflll make no secret of telling you what they are at a fit 

tSme.” , 

Mark held out his broad red hand, and grasped Stangrave s till 

the joints cracked : his face grew as red as a turkey-cock s j his 
eyes filled with tears. 

“ His father must hear that ! Hang it ; his father must hear 
that ! And Grace too ! ” 

“ Grace ! ” said Claude : “ and is she ivith you ? ” 

“With the old man, the angel ! tending him night and day.” 

“ And as beautiful as ever 1 ” 

“ Sir ! ” said Mark solemnly, “ when any one’s soul is as beau* 
tiful as hers is, one never thinks about her face.” 

“ Who is Grace ? ” asked Stangrave. 

“ A saint and a heroine ! ” said Claude. “You shall know 


And !^^a^k began blo^ving 


all j for you ought to know. But you have no news of Tom ; 
and I have none either. I am losing aU hope now.” 

“ I’m not. Sir ! ” said Mark fiercely. “ Sir, that boy’s not 
dead ; he can’t be. He has more lives than a cat, and if you 
know anything of him, you ought to know that.” 

“ I have good reason to know it, none more : but — ” 

“ But, Sir ! But what 1 Harm come to him. Sir ] The Lord 
wouldn’t harm him, for his father’s sake ; and as for the devil ! 
— I tell you. Sir, if he tried to fly away vdth him, he’d have to 
drop him before he’d gone a mile ! ” 
his nose violently, and getting so red that he seemed on the point 
of going into a fit. 

“ Tell you what it is, gentlemen,” said he at last, “ you come 
and stay with me, and see his father. It will comfort the old 
man — and — and comfort me too ; for I get down-hearted about 
him at times.” 

“ Strange attraction there was about that man,” says Stangrave 
wtio wee, to Claude. 

“ He was like a son to him 

“How, gentlemen. Mr. Mellot, you don’t hunt ? ” 

“Ho, thanlc you,” said Claude. 

“ Mr. Stangrave does, I’U warrant.” 

“ I have at various times, both in England and in Virginia.” 

“ Ah ! Do they keep up the real sport there, eh ^ Well, that’s 
the best tiling I’ve heard of them. Sir ! — ]\Iy horses are yours ' 
— A friend of that boy, Sir, is welcome to bmo the whole lofi 
and I won’t grumble. Thi’ee days a weclc, Sir. Breakfast at 
eight, dinner at 6.30 — none of your late London lu'Uis for me, 
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Sir ; and after it tlie best bottle of port, though I say it, short 

my friend S ’s, at Keading.” 

“You must accept,” wliispered Claude, “ or he will be angry.” 

So Stangrave accepted ; and all the more readily because he 
wanted to hear from the good banher many tilings about the lost 
Tom Thurnall. 

* * * » * 

“Herew'e are,” cries Mark. “ Nowg you must excuse me: 
see to yourselves. 1 see to the pupjiies. Dinner at 5.30, mind ! 
Come along, Goodman, boy ! ” 

“ Is this ‘\Vliitbiiry,” asks Stangrave. 

It wuas M^iitbury, indeed. Pleasant old towui, wdiich slopes 
dowTi the Idll-side to the old church, — just “ restored,” though, 
by Lords Minchampstcad and Vieuxbois, not without INIark 
Armswmrth’s help, to its ancient beauty of grey flint and white 
cluncli chequer- wmrk, and quaint wmoden spire. Pleasant church- 
yard round it, where the dead lie looking up to the bright 
southern sun, among huge black ^'■ew's, upon their knoll of white 
chalk above the ancient stream. Pleasant wdiite wooden bridge, 
with its row' of urchins dropping flints upon the noses of elephan- 
tine trout, or fishing over the rail wdtli crooked pins, wdiile 
hapless gudgeon come dangling upward between stream and sky, 
w'ith a look of sheepish surprise and shame, as of a schoolboy 
caught stealing apples, in their foolish visages. Pleasant new 
national schools at the bridge end, whither the urchins scamper 
at the sound of the tw'o o'clock beU. Though it be an ugly pile 
enough of bright red brick, it is doing its work, as Whitbury folk 
knoAv well by now. Pleasant, too, though still more ugly, those 
long red arms of now houses which Whitbury is stretching out 
along its fine turnpikes, — esjiecially up to the raihvay station 
beyond the bridge, and to the smart new hotel, wdiich hopes (but 
hopes in vain) to outrival the ancient “ Angler’s Rest.” Away 
thither, and not to the Raihvay Hotel, the}'’ trundle in a fly 
leaving IMark Armsw'oiih all but angry because they wdll not 
sleep, as w'cll as breakfast, lunch, and dme wdth him dail^q — and 
settle in the good old inn, w'ith its thi’ce w'hite gables overhanging 
the pavement, and its long lattice w'indow buried deep beneath 
them, like — so Stangrave says 
bland rvliite forehead. 

bio, good old inn ; not such shall be thy fate, as long as trout 
are trout, and men have wit to catch them. Por art thou not a 
sacred house ] Art tlnju not consecrate to the Whitbury brother- 
hood of anglers 1 Is not tlio wainscot of that long Ioav parlour 
inscribed with many a famous name 1 Are not its wadis hung 
with many a famous countenance? Has not its oak-ribbed 


to a shrcAvd kindly eye under a 


ceiling i 


'ung, for now a bundled ycar.i, to the laughter of painters 
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sculptors, grave divines (unbending at least there), great lawyers, 
statesmen, wits, even of Foote and Quin themselves ; while the 
sleek landlord "wiped the cobwebs off another magnum of ^ that 
grand old port, and took in all the wisdom with a quiet twinkle 
of his sleepy eye ? Ke rests now, good old man, among the yews 
beside his forefathers ; and on his tomb his lengthy epitaph, writ 

by himself ^ for Barker was a poet in his way. 

Some people hold the same epitaph to be irreverent, because in 
a list of Barker’s many blessings occurs the profane word “ trout 
but those trout, and the custom which they brought him, had 
made the old man’s life comfortable, and enabled him to leave a 
competence for his children j and why should not a man honestly 
thank Heaven for that which he knows has done him good, even 
though it be but fish 1 

He is gone ; but the Whit is not, nor the Whitbury club ; nor 
will, while old Mark Armsworth is king in Whitbury, and sits 
every evening in the May-fly season at the table head, retailing 
good stories of the great anglers of his youth, — names which you, 
reader, have heard many a time, — and who could do many things 
besides handling a blow-line. But though the club is not what 
it was fifty years ago, — before Norway and Scotland became easy 
of access, — ^yet it is stiU an important institution of the town, to 
the members whereof all good subjects touch their hats ;^for does 
not the club bring into the to'wn good money, and take out again 
only fish 

present the Town-hall with a portrait of the renowned fishing 
Sculptor 1 and did it not (only stipulating that the school should 
be built beyond the bridge to avoid noise) give fifty pounds to 
the said school but five years ago, in addition to Mark’s own 
hundred! 

But enough of this : — only may the Whitbury club, in recom- 
pense for my thus handing them down to immortality, give me 
another day next year, as they gave me this : and may the May- 
fly be strong on, and a south-west gale blowing ! 

In the course of the next week, in many a conversation, the 
three men compared notes as to the events of two years ago ; 
and each supplied the other wdth new facts, which shall be 
duly set forth in this tale, sa^ving and excepting, of course, the 
real reason why everybody did everything. For — as everybody 
knows who has watched life — the true springs of all human 
action are generally those which fools will not see, which -wise 
men "will not mention ; so that, in order to present a readable 
tragedy of Hamlet, you must always “ omit the part of Hamlet, ' 
— and probably the ghost and the queen into the bargain. 




, which cost nothing in the breeding 1 Did not the club 
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POETRY AND PROSE, 


Now, to tell my story— if not as it ought to be told, at least 
as I can tell it, — I must go back sixteen years, — to the days 
when AVliitbury boasted of forty coaches per diem, instead of 
one railway, — and set forth how, in its southern subui’b, there 
stood two pleasant houses side by side, with their gardens sloping 
doA\Ti to the AVhit, and parted from each other only by the high 
brick fruit-wall, through which there used to be a door of com- 


munication ; for the two occupiers were fast friends In one of 
these two houses, sixteen years ago, lived our friend Mark Arms- 
worth, banker, solicitor, land-agent, chiu’ch warden, guardian of 
the poor, justice of the peace, — in a Avord, viceroy of ^AHiitbury 
toAATi, and far more potent therein than her gracious majesty 
Queen Victoria. In the other, liA'^ed Edward Thurnall, esquire, 
doctor of medicine, and consulting physician of all the country 
round. These two men Avere as brothers ; and had been as 
brothers for now tAA’'enty years, though no tA^o men could be 
more diCorent, save in the tAvo common virtues Avhich bound 
them to each other j and that Avas, that they both Avere honest 
and kind-hearted men. VHiat Mark’s character Avas, and is, I 
have already shoAvn, and enough of it, I hope, to make my 
readers like the good old banker : as for Doctor Thurnall, a 
piner or gentler soul never entered a sick-room, AAuth patient 
Ansdom in his brain, and patient tenderness in his heart. Be- 
loved and trusted by rich and poor, he had made to himself a 
practice large enough to enable him to settle tAVo sons Avell in his 
oAvn profession ; the tliird and youngest was still in VTiitbury. 
He Avas something of a geologist, too, and a botanist, and an 
antiquarian ; and Mark ArmsAvorth, aa4o kneAv, and knows still, 
nothing of science, looked up to the Doctor as an insphed sage, 
quoted him, defended his opinion, right or A\uong, and thrust hun 

forAA^rd at public meetings, and in all places and seasons, much 
to tHe inodGst Doctor^s discomfituro. 

Xlie good Doctor was sitting in his study on the inornin<^ on 

which my tale begins ; haying j ust fiuislied his breakfast, “an d 

settled to his microscope in the bay-ivindoiv opening on the 
lawn. 

A beautiful October morning it AA’^as ’ one of those in AAdiich 
Dame Mature, healthily tired with the revelry of summer is 
composing herself, Avith a quiet satisfied smile, for her AAunter’s 
sleep. Sheets of dappled cloud Avere sliding sloAvly from the 
«^est ; long bars of hazy blue hung over the southern chalk 
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downs which gleamed pearly grey beneath the low south-eastern 
sun. In the vale below, soft white flakes of mist still hung over 
the water meadows, and barred the dark trunks of the huge elms 
0 and poplars, whose fast-yeUowing leaves came showering down 
at the very rustle of the western breeze, spotting the grass below . 
The river swirled along, glassy no more, but dingy grey with 
autumn rains and rotting leaves. AH beyond the garden told 
of autumn ; bright and peaceful, even in decay : but up the 
sunny slope of the garden itself, and to the very ^vindow sill, 
summer still lingered. The beds of red verbena and geranium 
were still brilliant, though choked with fallen leaves of acacia 
and plane ; the canary plant, stiQ untouched by frost, twined its 
dehcate green leaves, and more delicate yeUow blossoms, through 
the crimson lacework of the Virgmia-creeper ; and the great 
yellow noisette swung its long canes across the window, filling 

aU the air with fruity fl-agrance. 

And the good Doctor, lifting his eyes from his microscope, 
looked out upon it all with a quiet satisfaction, and though liis 
lips did not move, his eyes seemed to be thanking God for it all ; 
and thanking Him, too, perhaps, that he was stiH permitted to 
gaze upon that fair wodd outside. For as he gazed, he started, as 
if -with sudden pain, and passed his hand across his eyes, with some 
thing like a sigh, and then looked at the microscope no more, but 
sat, seemingly absorbed in thought, while upon his delicate toil- 
worn features, and high, bland, unwrinkled forehead, and the few 
soft grey locks which not time — for he was scarcely fifty-five — but 
long labour of brain, had spared to him, there lay a hopeful calm, 
as of a ma n who had nigh done his wmrk, and felt that he had not 
altogether done it ill ; — an autumnal cahn, resigned, yet full of 
cheerfulness, which harmonized fitly ^Yith the quiet beauty of the 
decajdng landscape before him. 

“ I say, Daddy, you must drop that microscope, and put on your 
shade. You are ruining those dear old eyes of yours again, in 
spite of what Alexander told you.” 

The Doctor took up the green shade which lay beside him, and 
replaced it with a sigh and a smile. 

“ I must use the old things now and then, till you can take my 
place at the microscope, Tom; or till we have, as we ougnt to 
have, a first-rate analytical chemist settled in every county- to'wn, 
and paid, in part at least, out of the county rates.” 

The “ Tom” who had spoken was one of two youths of eighteen, 
who stood in opposite corners of the bay-^vindow, gazing out upon 
the landscape, but evidently with thoughts as different as were 
their complexions. 

Tom was of that buU-Jfcerrier type so common in England; 
sturdy, and yet not coarse.; middle-sized, deep-chested, broad- 
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shouldered ; with small, well-knit hands and feet, large jaw, 
bright grey eyes, crisp brown hair, a heavy projecting brow ; his 
face full of shrewdness and good-nature, and of humour withal, 
which might be at whiles a little saucy and sarcastic, to judge from 
the glances wliich he sent forth from the corners of his wicked 
eyes at his companion on the other side of the window. He was 
evidently prepared for a day’s shooting, in velveteen jacket and 
leather gaiters, and stood feeling about in his pockets to see 
whether he had forgotten any of his tackle, and muttering to him- 
self amid his whistling, — “ Capital day. How the birds will lie. 
Where on earth is old Mark 1 AYhy must he wait to smoke his 
cigar after breakfast ? Couldn’t he have had it in the trap, the 
blessed old chimney that he is ? ” 

The other lad was somewhat taller than Tom, awkwardly and 
plainly dressed, but with a highly-developed Byronic turn-down 
collar, and long black cirrling locks. He was certainly handsome, 
as far as the form of his features and brow ; and would have been 
very handsome, but for the bad complexion which at his age so 
often accompanies a sedentary life, and a melancholic temper. 
One glance at his face was sufficient to tell that he was moody, 
shy, restless, perhaps discontented, perhaps ambitious and vain. 
He held in his hand a volume of Percy’s Eeliques, wliich he had 
just taken down from Tliurnall’s shelves ; yet he was looking not 
at it, but at the landscape. E’evertheless, as he looked, one might 
have seen that he was thinking not so much of it as of his own 
thoughts about it. His eye, which was very large, dark, and 
beautiful, with heavy lids and long lashes, had that dreamy look 
so common among men of the poetic temperament ; conscious of 
thought, if not conscious of self ; and as his face kindled, and his 
lips moved more and more earnestly, he began muttering to him- 
self half-aloud, till Tom Thurnall burst into an open laugh. 

“ There’s Jack at it again ! making poetry. I’ll bet my head to 
a China orange.” 

“And why not?” said his father, looking up quietly, but re- 
provingly, as Jack winced and blushed, and a dark shade of 
impatience passed across his face. 

“ Oh ! it’s no concern of mine. Let everybody please them- 
selves. The country looks very pretty, no doubt, I can tell that ; 
only my notion is, that a wise man ouglit to go out and enjoy it 
— as I am going to do — with a gun on his shoulder, instead of 
poking at home like a yard-dog, and beJiowling oneself in po-o- 
oetry ;” and Tom lifted up his voice into a doleful mastiff’s howl. 

“ Then be as good as your word, Tom, and let every one please 
themselves,” said the Doctor ; but the dark youth broke out in 
sudden passion. 

“ Thomas Thurnall ! I will not endure this 1 
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you always making me your butt, — insulting me, fair, even in your 
father’s house 1 You do not understand me ; and I do not care 
to understand you If my presence is disagreeable to you, I cap 
easily relieve you of it ! ” and the dark youth turned to go away 


think it would be the 
mi of his Dresence. Go 


like Naaman, in a rage 
“ Stop, John 

more courteous . i -n • 

and find Mark, Tom ; and please to remember that J olm Bnggs 

is my guest, and that I will not allow any rudeness to him in my 
house.” 

I’U so. Daddy, to the world’s end, if you like, provided you 

But Jack takes offence so soou 


I meant no harm, and you 


won’t ask me to write poetry. 

Give us your hand, old tinder-box ! 
know it.” 

J ohn Briggs took the proffered hand sulkily enough ; and Tom 
went out of the glass door, whistling as merry as a cricket. 

“ My dear boy,” said the Doctor, when they were alone, “ yen 
must try to curb this temper of yours. Don’t be angry with me, 

but — ” 

“ I should be an ungrateful brute if I was. Sir. I can bear any- 
thing from you. I ought to, for I owe everything to you j but — ” 

“ But, my dear boy — ‘ better is he that ruleth his spirit, than 

he that taketh a city.’ ” 

John Briggs tapped his foot on the ground impatiently. “ I 
cannot help it, Sir. It will drive me mad, I think at times, — 
this contrast between what I might be, and what I am. I can 
bear it no longer — mixing medicines here, when I might bo 
educating myself, distinguishing myself — for I can do it ; have 
you not said as much yourself to me again and again ? ” 

“ I have, of course ; but — ” 

“ But, Sir, only hear me. It is in vain to ask me to command 
my temper while I stay here. I am not fit for this work ; not fit 
for the dull country. I am not appreciated, not understood ; and 
I shall never be, till I can get to London, — till I can find con- 
genial spirits, and take my rightful place in the great parliament 
of mind. I am Pegasus in harness, here ! ” cried the vain, dis- 
contented youth. “ Let me but once get there, — amid art, civi- 
lization, intellect, and the company of men like that old Mermaid 
Club, to hear and to answer — 

‘ words. 

So nimble, and so full of subtle flame, 

As one had put his whole soul in a jest ; ' — 

and then you shall see whether Pegasus has not wings, and can 
use them too ! ” And he stopped suddenly, choking with emotion, 
his nostril and chest dilating, his foot stamping impatiently on 
the ground. 
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other priest of the beautiful 


angels charge over thee ? 

“ I do ; but Avhat has that to do with me 1 ” 

“ Throw away the safe station in which God has certainly put 
you, to seek, by some desperate venture, a new, and, as you fancy, 
a gi-ander one for yourself ? Look out of that window, lad ; is 
there not poetry enough, beauty and glory enough, in that sky, 
those fields, — ay, in every fallen leaf, — to employ all your powers, 
considerable as I believe them to be? Why spurn the pure, 

quiet, country life, in wliich such men as Wordsworth have been 
content to live and grow old ? ” 

The boy shook his head like an impatient horse. “ Too slow 
too slow for me, to wait and wait, as Wordsworth did, through 
long j^ears of obscurity, misconception, ridicule. ISTo. What I 
have, I must have at once ; and, if it must be, die like Chatterton 
if only, like Chatterton, I can have my little day of success, 
and make the world confess that 
ha 

iN^ow, it can scarcely be denied, that the good Doctor was guilty 
of a certain amount of vi^eakness in listening patiently to all this 
rant, hlot that tlio rant was very blamcable in a lad of eighteen ,' 
for have we not all, while wo are going through our course of 
Shelley, talked very much the same abominable stuff, and thought 
ourselves the grandest fellows u])on earth on account of that very 
length of ear which was patent to all the world save our precious 
selves y blinded by our self-conceit, and wondering in wrath why 
everybody was laughing at us ? P,ut the truth is, the Doctor was 
easy and indulgent to a fault, and dreaded nothing so much, save 
telling a lie, as hurting people’s feelings; beside, as the acknow- 
ledged wise man of Whitbiny, ho was a little proud of playing 
the hhccenas ; and he hail, and not unjustly, a high opinion of 
John Briggs’ powers. So Im had lent him books, corrected his 
taste in many mattei’S, and, by dint of petting and humouring, 
had kept the wayward youtli lialfa-dozcn times from running 
away iiom his father, who vras an apothecary in the town, and 
from the ge.neral practitioner, hlr. Bolus, under whom John Briggs 
fulfilled the office of cc)-assistant with Tom Thurna.il. Blenty of 
trouble had both the lads given the Doctor in the last five years, 
but of very different kinds, iom, though he was in everlasting 
hot water, as the most incorrigible scapegrace for ten miles rounch 
contrived to confine his naughtiness strictly to play-hours, while 
he^ learnt everything which was to bo learnt with marvellous 
quickness, and so utterly fulfilled the ideal of a bottle-boy (for of 
him, too, ns of all things, I presume, an ideal exists eternalfV in 
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the supra-sensual Platonic universe), that Bolus told his father,— 
“ In hoius, sir, he takes care of my business as well as I could 
myself j but ou^ of hours, sir, I believe ho is possessed by seven 


devils.” 

John Briggs, on the other hand, sinned in the very opposite 
direction. Too proud to learn his business, and too proud also 
to play the scapegrace as Tom did, he neglected alike work and 
amusement, for lazy mooning over books, and the dreams which 
books called up. He made perpetual mistakes in the shop ; and 
then considered himself insulted by an “ inferior spirit,” if poor 
Bolus called bim to account for it. Indeed, had it not been for 
many applications of that “ precious oil of unity,” with which the 
good Doctor daily anointed the creaking wheels of Whitbury 
society, John Briggs and his master would have long ago “ broken 
out of gear,” and parted company in mutual wrath and fury. 
And now, indeed, the critical moment seemed come at last ; for 
the lad began afresh to declare his deliberate intention of going 
to London to seek his fortune, in spite of parents and all the 


world. 

“ To live on here, and never to rise, perhaps, above the post 
of correspondent to a country newspaper ! — To publish a volume 
of poems by subscription and have to go round, hat in hand, 
begging five shillings’ worth of patronage from every stupid 
country squire — intolerable ! I must go ! Shakspeare was never 
Shakspeare till he fled from miserable Stratford, to become at 
once the friend of Sidney and Southampton.” 

“ But John Briggs will be John Briggs stUl, if he went to the 
moon,” shouted Tom Thurnall, who had just come up to the 
window. “ I advise you to change that name of yours, Jack, to 
Sidney, or Percy, or Walker if you like ] anything but the illus- 
trious surname of Briggs the poisoner ! ” 

“ What do you mean, Sirl” thundered John, while the Doctor 
himself jumped up ; for Tom was red with rage. 

“ What is this, Tom 1 ” 

“ 'What’s that 1 ” screamed Tom, bursting, in spite of his pas- 
sion, into roars of laughter. “ What’s that ^ ” — and he held out 
a phial “ Smell it ! taste it ! Oh, if I had but a gallon of it 
to pour down your throat ! That’s what you brought Mark 
Armsworth last night, instead of his cough mixture, while your 
brains were wool-gathering after poetry ! ” 

“ 'What is it 1 ” gasped John Briggs. 

“ Miss Twiddle’s black dose ; — strong enough to rive the giz- 
zard out of an old cock ! ” 

« It’s not ! ” 


“ It is ! ” roared Mark Armsworth from behind, as he rushed 
in, in shooting-jacket and gaiters, his red face redder with fury, 
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his red wliiskers standing on end with ^vi-ath lilce a tiger’.s, hL 
left hand upon his hapless hypogastric region, liis right brandish- 
ing an empty glass, whicli smelt strongly of brandy and water. 
“ It is ! And you’ve given me the cholera, and spoilt my day’s 

shooting : and if I don’t serve you out for it there’s no law in 
England !” 

^ “And spoilt my day’s shooting, too ; the last I shall get before 
Im off to Paris ! io have a day in Lord Minchampstead’s pre- 
serves, and to be baulked of it in this way j ” 

John Briggs stood as one astonied. 

“ If I don’t serve you out for this ! ” shouted Mark. 

“ If I don’t serve you out for it ! You shall never hear the 
last of it ! ” shouted Tom. “ I’ll take to writing, after aU. I’ll 

put it in the papers. I’ll make the name of Briggs the poisoner 
an abomination in the land.” 

John Briggs tm'ned and fled. 

“Well !” said Mark, “I must spend my morning at home i 

So I shall just sit and chat with you, Dod;or.” 

And I shaU no and play with Molly,” said Tom, and walked 


suppose 


off to Armsworth’s garden. 

“ I don’t care for myself so much,” said INIark ; “ but I’m 
sorry the boy’s lost his last day’s shooting.” 

“ Oh, you win bo well enough by noon, and can go then ; 
and as for the boy, it is just as well for him not to grow toe 
fond of sports in which he can never induh’-e.” 

“ A^ever indulge ? MTiy not ? He vowslie’ll go to the Pocky 
Mountains, and shoot a grizzly bear ; and he’ll do it.” 

“ He has a great deal to do before that, poor fellow ; and a 
great deal to learn.” ^ 

“ And lie’ll learn it. You’re always doivn-hearted about the 
boy. Doctor.” 


“ I can’t help fcelmg the parting with him ; and for Paris, 
I'OO . such a scat of temptation. But it is his own choice 
and, after all, he must see temptation, wherever he goes.” 

“ Bless the man ! if a boy means to go to the bad, he’ll o-q 
just as easily in Whitbury as in Paris. Give the lad his head, 
and never fear , lie 11 fall on his legs like a cat, I’ll warrant h i m 
whatever happens. He’s as steady as old Time, I tell you 
there’s a grey head on green shoulders there.” 

“ Steady ? ” said the Doctor, with a smile and a shing. 

Steady, I tell you at heait ^ as prudent as you or I j and 
fie\ ei lost you a farthing, tliat you know. Hang good boys ! 
give me one who_ Ivnows how to be naughty in the right place • 
I wouldn t give sixnence for a good boy : I never was one myself 
and have no faitli ni them. Give me the lad who has more steam 
up thar lie knows ivhat to do with, and must needs blow off a 
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little in larks. When once he settles down on the rail, it’ll send 
him along as steady as a luggage- train. Did you never hear a 
locomotive puffing and roaring before it gets under way 1 well, 
r- that’s what your hoy is doing. Look at him now, with my poor 
^ little MoUy.” 

Tom was canteriiig about the garden with a little weakly child 
of eight in his arms. The little thing was looking up in his face 
with delight, screaming at his jokes. 

“ You are right, Mark ; the boy’s heart cannot be in the wrong 
place while he is so fond of little children.” 

“ Poor Molly ! How she’ll miss him ! Do you think she’ll 
ever walk, Doctor ?” 

“I do indeed.” 

“ Hum ! ah ! well ! if she grows up, Doctor, and don’t go to 
join her poor dear mother up there, I don’t know that I’d -wish 
her a better husband than your boy.” 

“ It would be a poor enough match for her.” 

“ Tut ! she’ll have the money, and he the brains. Mark my 
words. Doctor, that boy’ll be a credit to you ; he’ll make a noise 
in the world, or I know nothing. And if liis fancy holds seven 
years hence, and he wants still to turn traveller, let him. If 
he’s minded to go round the world. I’ll back him to go, somehow 
or other, or I’ll eat my head, Hed Thurnall ! ” 

The Doctor acquiesced in this hopeful theory, partly to save 
an argument ; for Mark’s reverence for his opinion was confined 
to scientific matters ; and he made up to his own self-respect by 
patronising the Doctor, and, indeed, taking him sometimes pretty 
sharply to task on practical matters. 

“Best fellow alive is Thurnall; but not a man of business, 
poor fellow. Hone of your geniuses are. Don’t Imow what 
he’d do without me.” 

So Tom carried Mary about all the morning, and went to 
Minchampstead in the afternoon, and got three hours’ good 
shooting j but in the evening he vanished ; and his father went 
into Arms worth’s to look for him 

“ Why do you want to know where he is ? ” replied Mark, 

looking sly. “ However, as you can’t stop him now. I’ll tell 

you. He is just about tins time sewing up Briggs’ coat-sleeves, 

putting copperas into his water jug and powdered galls on his 

towel, and making various other little returns for this morning’s 
favour.” 

“ I dislike practical jokes.” 

“So do I ; especi^ly when they come in tlie form of a 

black dose. Sit down, old boy, and we’ll have a game at 
cribbage.” 

“ In a few minutes Tom came in — “ Here’s a good riddance 
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poisoner has fabricated his pilgrim’s staff, to speak scien 
tifically, and perambulated his calcareous strata.” 

« What ! ” 

“ Cut his stick, and walked his chalks ; and is oflf to London.” 

“ Poor boy,” said the Doctor, much distressed. 

“ Don’t cry, Daddy ; you can’t bring him back again. He s 

been gone these four hours. I went to his room, at Bolus’s, 

about a little business, and saw at once that he had packed up, 

and carried off all he could. And, looking about, I found a 

letter directed to his father. So to his father I took it ; and 

really I was sorry for the poor people. I left them all cryinf^ in 
chorus.” ° 


“ I must go to them at once ; ” and up rose the Doctor. 

“ He’s not worth the trouble you take for him — the addle- 
headed, ill-tempered coxcomb,” said Mark. “ But it’s just like 

your soft-heartedness. Tom, sit down, and finish the game \\dth 
me,” 


8o vanished from Whitbury, with all liis aspirations, poor 
'’ohn Briggs ; and save an occasional letter to his parents, telling 
diem that he was alive and well, no one heard anything of him 
lor many a year. The Doctor tried to find him out in London, 
again and again ; but without success. His letters had no address 
upon them, and no clue to his whereabouts could be found. 

And Tom Thurnall went to Paris, and became the best pistol- 
shot and billmrd-player in the Quartier Latin ; and then went 
to 8t. Mumpsimus’s Hospital in London, and became the best 
boxer therein, and captain of the eight-oar, besides ivinning 
prizes and certificates without end, and becoming in due time the 
most popular house-surgeon in the hospital : but nothing could 
keep him permanently at home. Stay drudging in London he 
would not. Settle down in a country practice he would not. 
Cost his father a farthing ho would not. So he started forth 
into the wide world with nothing but his wits and his science, as 
anatomical professor to a new college in some South American 
republic. Unfortunately, when he got there, he found that the 
annual revolution had just taken place, and that the party who 
h^ founded the coUege had been all shot the week before. 

V hereat he wliistlcd, and started off again, no man knew whither. 

u got round half the world, Daddy,” he ™te home, 

it s hard if I don t get round the other half. So don’t expect 
me tiU you^seo me ; and take care of your dear old eyes.” 

With which he vanished into infinite space, and was only 
heard of by occasional letters dated from the Kocky IMountains 

^ Srizzly bear), the Spanish West Indies, 
Otahit], Singapore, the Falkland Islands, and all manner of 

unexpected places; sending home valuable notes (sometimes 
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accompanied by valuable specimens), zoological and botanical ; 
and iitforming bis father that he was doing very well ; that work 
was plentiful, and that he always found two fresh jobs before he 
had finished one old one. 

His eldest brother, John, died meanwhile. His second brother, 
William, was in good general practice in Manchester. His 
father’s connexions supported him comfortably; and if the old 
Doctor ever longed for Tom to come home, he never hinted it to 
the wanderer, but bade him go on and prosper, and become 
(which he gave high promise of becoming) a distinguished man 
of science. Nevertheless the old man’s heart sunk at last, when 
month after month, and at last two full years, had passed without 
any letter from Tom. 

At last, when full four years were passed and gone since Tom 
started for South America, he descended from the box of the day- 
mail, with a serene and healthful countenance ; and with no 
more look of interest in his face than if he had been away on a 
two days’ visit, shouldered his carpet-bag, and started for his 
father’s house. He stopped, however ; as there appeared from 
the inside of the mail a face which he must surely laiow. A 
second look told him that it was none other than John Briggs. 
But how altered ! He had grown up mto a very handsome man, 
— tall and delicate-featured, with long black curls, and a black 
moustache. There was a slight stoop about his shoulders, as of 
a man accustomed to too much sitting and writing : and he 

^ - o o ^ 

earned an eye-glass, whether for fashion’s sake, or for his eyes’ 
sake, was uncertain. He was wrapt in a long Spanish cloak, 
new and good ; wore well-cut trowsers, and (what Tom, of course, 
examined carefully) French boots, very neat, and very tliin. 
Moreover, he had lavender kid-gloves on. Tom looked and 
wondered, and walked half romid him, sniffing lilce a dog when 
he examines into the character of a fellow dog. 

“Hum ! — his mark seems to be at present P. P. — prosperous 

party : so there can be no harm in renewing our acquaintance. 

\Vliat trade on earth does he live by, though? Editor of a 

newspaper 1 or keeper of a gambling-table ? Begging his pardon, 

he looks a good deal more like the latter than the former. 
However — ” 

^d he wallred up and offered his hand, with “ How de’ do, 
Briggs 1 Who woidd have thought of our falling from tlie skies 
against each other in this fashion 1 ” 

]\Ir. Briggs hesitated a moment, and then took coldly the 
offered hand. 

“ Excuse me ; but the circumstances of my visit here are top 
painful to allow me to wish for society.” 

And Mr. Briggs withdrew, evidently glad to escape. 
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“ Has ho vampoGSod with the contents of a till, that he wishes 
so for solitude r’ asked Tom; and, shouldering his carpet-hag a 
second time, with a grim inward laugh, he went to his father s 
house, and hung up his hat in the hall, just as if he had come m 
from a walk, and walked into the study ; and not finding the 
old man, stepped through the garden to Mark Arms worth s, and 
in at the drawing-room window, frightening out of her mts a 
short, pale, ugly girl of seventeen, whom he discovered to he his 
old play-fellow, Mary. However, she soon recovered her equa- 
nimity : he certainly never lost his. 

“ How de’ do, darling 1 How you are grown ! and how well 

you look ! How’s your father? I hadn’t anything particular to do, 
so I thought I’d come home and see you all, and get some fishing. 

And Mary, who had longed to throw her arms round his neck, 
as of old, and was restrained hy the thought that she was grown 
a great girl now, called in her father, and all the household , and 
after a while the old Doctor came home, and the tatted calf was 
killed, and all made merry over the return of this altogether un- 
repentant prodigal son, who, whether from affectation, or from 
that blunted sensibility which often comes by continual change 
and wandering, took all their affection and delight with the most 

provoking coolness. 

Nevertheless, though his feelings were not “ demonstrative,” as 
fine ladies say now-a-days, he evidently had some left in some 
corner of his heart ; for after the fatted calf was eaten, and they 
were all settled in the Doctor’s study, it came out that his carpet- 
bag contained little but presents,’ and those valuable ones-— rare 
minerals from the Ural for his father ; a pair of Circassian pistols 
for Mark ; and for little Mary, to her astonishment, a Hussian 
malachite bracelet, at which Mary’s eyes opened wide, and old 

l>Iark said — 

“ Pretty fellow you are, to go fooling your money away like 

that. What did that gimcrack cost, pray. Sir ?” 

“ That is no concern of yours, Sir, or mine either ; for I didn’t 

pay for it.” 

“ Oh!” said Mary, doubtingly. 

“ No, Mary. I killed a giant, who was carrjdng off a beautiful 
princess ; and this, you see, he wore as a ring on one of his 
fingers : so I thought it would just suit j'-oiu? wrist.” 

“ Oh, Tom — Mr. Thurnall — what nonsense ! ” 

“ Come, come,” said his father ; “ instead of telling us these 
sort of stories, you ought to give an account of yourself, as you 
seem quite to forget that we have not heard from you for more 
than two vears.” 

“Whew I I wrote,” said Tom, “whenever I could. However, 
you can have all my letters in one now.” 
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roimd the fire 


account of himself 


while his father marked with pride that the young man nan 
Ktoto and strengthened in body and in mind ; and tba‘ ““ler 
that nonchalant, almost cynical outside, the heart still heat 
honest and kindly. For before Tom began, he wo^d needs 
draw his chair closer to his fathen’s, and half-whispered to hm,— 
“This is very jolly. I can’t he sentimental, you know. 
Knocking about the world has heat all that out of me : hut 
it is very comfortable, after^ aU, to find oneself with a dear old 

daddy, and a good coal fire.” 

“ Which of the two could you best do without 1 ^ 

“Well one takes things as one finds them. It dont do to 

look too deeply into one’s feelings. Like chemicals, the more 

you analyse them, the worse they smell.” 

So Tom began his story. 

“You heard from me at Bombay ; after Id been up to the 
Himalaya with an old Mumpsimus friend ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ WeU, I worlced my way to Suez on board a ship whose doctor 
had faUeii iU ; and then I must needs see a little of Egypt ; and 
there robbed was I, and nearly murdered, too ; but I take a good 


deal of killing.” 

“ I’ll warrant you do,” said Mark, looking at him with pride. 

“So I begged my way to Cairo ; and there I picked up a 
Yankee — a New Yorker, made of money, who had a yacht at 
Alexandria, and travelled en prince ; and nothing would serve 
him but I must go with him to Constantinople j but there he 
and I quarrelled — more fools, both of us ! I wrote to you from 

Constantinople.” 

“We never got the letter.” 

“ I can’t help that ; I wrote. But there I was on the wide 
world again. So I took up with a Russian prince, whom I met 
at a gambling-table in Pera, — a mere boy, but such a plucky 
one, — and went with bim to Circassia, and up to Astrakhan, and 
on to the Kirghis steppes ; and there i did see snakes.” 

“ Snakes 1 ” says Mary. “ I should have thought you had 
seen plenty in India already.” 

“Yes, Mary ! but these were snakes spiritual and metaphorical. 
Pir, poking about where we had no business, T^Iary, the Tartais 
caught us, and tied us to their horses’ tails, after giving me this 
scar across the cheek, and taught us to drink mares’ niillt, and 
to do a good deal of dirty work beside. So there we stayed 
with them six months, and observed their manners, which were 
none, and their customs, which were disgusting, as the midship- 
man said in his diary ; and had the honour of visiting a pleasant 
little place in No-man’s Land, called Khiva, which you may 
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lind in your atlas, Mary ; and of very nearly being sold foi 
slaves into Persia, wliicb would not have been pleasant , and at 
last, Mary, we ran away — or rather, rode away, on .two razor- 
backed Calmuc ponies, and got back to Eussia, via Orenberg, — 
for which consult your atlas again ; so the young prince was 
restored to the bosom of his afflicted family ; and a good deal of 
trouble I had to get him safe there, for the poor boy’s health 
gave way. They wanted me to stay with them, and offered to 

make my fortune.” 

“ I’m so glad you didn’t,” said Mary. 

u^Yell — I wanted to see little Mary again, and two worthy 
old gentlemen beside, you see. However, those Eussians are 
generous enough. They filled my pockets, and heaped me with 
presents ; that bracelet among them. Meat’s more, Mary, I’v© 
been introduced to old Hick himself, and can testify, from per- 
sonal experience, to the correctness of Shakspeare s opinion that 

the prince of darlmess is a gentleman.” 

“ And now you are going to stay at home V’ asked the Doctor. 

“ AYell, if you’ll take me in. Daddy, I’ll send for my traps 

from London, and stay a month or so.” 

“ A month ! ” cried the forlorn father. 

“ Well, Daddy, you see, there is a chance of more fighting in 
T\Iexico, and I shaU see such practice there ; beside meeting old 
friends who were with me in Texas. And — and I’ve got a little 
commission, too, down in Georgia, that I should like to go 

and do.” 

“ mat is that 1 ” 

“ Well, — it’s a long story and a sad one : — but there was a pool 
Yankee surgeon Avith the army in Circassia — a Southerner, and 
a A^ery good felloAV j and he had taken a fancy to some coloured 
gill at home — poor felloAV, he used to go half mad about her 
sometimes, Avhen he AA'^as talking to me, for fear she should haA'^e 
been sold — sent to the HeAV Orleans market, or some other 
devilry j and Avhat could I say to comfort him? AYell, he got 
his mittimus by one of Schamyl’s bullets ; and Avhen he Avas 
dying, he made me promise (I hadn’t the heart to refuse) to take 
all his savings, AAdiich he had been hoarding for years for no 
other purpose, and see if I couldn’t buy the ghl, and get her 
aAvay to Canada. I Avas a fool for promising. It Avas no concern 
of mine ; but the poor felloAV Avouldn’t die in peace else. So 
what must be, must.” 

“ Oh, go ! go ! ” said Mary. “ Y'ou Avill let him go. Doctor 
Thurnall, and see the poor girl free? Think hoAV dreadful it 
must be to be a slave.” 

“ I Avill, my httle Miss Mary ; and for more reasons than you 
ihink of. Little do you knoAV hoAV dreadful it is to be a slave.” 
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“ Hiim ! ” said Mark Armsworth. “ That’s a queer story. 
Tom, have you got the poor fellow’s money? Didn’t lose it 

when you were taken hy those Tartars ? 

“ Not I. I wasn’t so green as to carry it with me. It ought 

to have been in England six months ago. My only fear is, it’s 
not enough.” 

“ Hum ! ” said Mark. “ How much more do you think you 11 


want?” 1 

“Heaven knows. There is a thousand dollars; hut if she 

be half as beautiful as poor Wyse used to swear she was, I may 
want more than double that.” 

“ If you do, pay it, and I’ll pay you again. No, by George ! ” 
said Mark, ‘ ‘ no one shall say that Avhile Marie Armsworth had 
a balance at his bankers’ he let a poor girl — ” and, recollecting 
Mary’s presence, he finished his sentence by sundry stamps and 
thumps on the table. 

“ You would soon exhaust your balance, if you set to work 
to free all poor girls who are in the same case in Georgia,” said 
the Doctor. 

“ Well, what of that ? Them I don’t know of, and so I ain’t 
responsible for them ; but this one I do know of, and so — there, 
I can’t argue ; but, Tom, if you want the money, you know 
where to find it.” 


“ Very good. 


By the bye — I forgot it till this moment — woe 
should come down in the coach vdth me but the lost John 
Briggs. ” ^ 

“ He is come too late, then,” said the Doctor, 
father died this morning.” 


“ His poor 


“ Ah ! then Briggs knew that he Avas ill? That explains tho 
Manfredic mystery and gloom with which he greeted me.” 

“ I cannot tell. He has written fi’om time to time, but he 
has never given any address ; so that no one could write in 
return. ” 

“ He may have known. He looked A'ery dovmcast. Perhaps 
that explains his cuttmg me dead.” 

“ Cut you ? ” cried Mark. “ I dare say he’s been doing some- 
tliing he’s ashamed of, and don’t want to be recognised. That 
fellow has been after no good all this Avhile, I’U warrant. I 
always say he’s connected Avith the SAvell mob, or croupier at a 
gambling-table, or something of that kind. Don’t you thinlc it’s 
likely, now ? ” 

Mark was in the habit of so saying for the purpose of torment- 
ing the Doctor, who held stoutly to his old belief, that John 
Briggs was a very clever man, and Avould turn up some day as i 
distinguished literary character. 

“ Well,” said Tom, “honest or not, he’s thriving; came down 
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inside the coach, dressed in the distinguished foreigner style, with 
lavender kid-gloves, and French boots/’ 

“ Just like a swell pickpocket,” said Mark. “ I always told 
you so, Thurnall.” 

“ He had the old Eyron collar, and Eaphael hair, though.” 

“ Hasty, effeminate, un-English foppery,” grumbled Mark ; “so 
he may be in the scribbling line after all.” 

“ 111 go and see if I can find him,” quoth the Doctor. 

“ Bother you,” said Mark, “ always running out o’nights after 

evening. You 

stay, Tom, like a sensible fellow, and tell me and Mary some more 
travellers’ lies. Had much sporting, boy 1 ” 

“ Hum ! I’ve shot and hunted every beast, I think, shootable 


somebody else’s business, instead of having a jolly 


and huntable, from a humming-bird to an elephant j and I had 
some splendid fishing in Canada ; but, after all, give me a MTiit- 
bury trout, on a single-handed Chevalier. We’U at them to- 


morrow, Mr. Armsworth.” 


“ We will, my boy ! never so many fish in the river as this 
year, or in season so early.” 

The good Doctor returned; but with no new's which could 

throw light on the history of the now mysterious Mr. John Briggs. 

He had locked himself into the room with his father’s corpse, 

evidently in great excitement and grief ; spent several hours in 

walking up and down there alone ; and had then gone to an 

attorney in the town, and settled everything about the funeral 

“ in the handsomest way,” said the man of law ; “ and was quite 

the gentlemen in liis manner, but not much of a man of business ; 

never had even thought of looking for his father’s will ; and was 

quite surprised when I told him that there ought to be a fair sum 

— eight hundred or a thousand, perhaps, to come in to him, if the 

stock and business were properly disposed of. So he went off to 

London by the evening mail, and told me to address him at the 

post-ofiQce in some street off the Strand. Queer business. Sir 
isn’t it 


John Briggs did not reappear till a few minutes before liis 
fathers funeral, witnessed the ceremony evidently with great 
sorrow, bowed off silently all who attempted to speak to him, and 
returned to London by the next co;u:h — leaving matter for much 
babble among all Whitbury gossips. One tiling at least was 
plain, that he wished to be forgotten hi his native town ; and 
forgotten he was, in due course of time. 

Tom Thurnall staid his month at home, and then went to 
America ; whence ho wrote home, in about six months, a letter, 
of whicli only one paragraph need interest us. 

Tell Mark I have no need for his dollars. I have done the 
deed , and, thanks to the underground railway, done it nearly 
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gratis ; whicli was both cheaper than buying her, and infinitely 
better for me ; so that she has all poor Wyse’s dollars to start 
with afresh in Canada, I write this from New York. I could 
y accompany her no further ; for I must get back to the South in 
time for the Mexican expedition.” 

Then came a long and anxious silence ; and then a letter, not 
from Mexico, but from California, — one out of several which had 
been posted; and then letters, more regularly from Australia. 
Sickened with Californian life, he had crossed the Pacific once 
more, and was hard at work in the diggings, doctoring and gold- 
finding by turns. 

“ A rolling stone gathers no moss,” said his father. 

“ He has the pluck of a hound, and the cunning of a fox,” said 
Mark ; and he’ll be a credit to you yet.” 

And Mary prayed every morning and night for her old play- 
fellow; and so the years slipped on till the autumn of 1853. 

As no one has heard of Tom now for eight months and more 
(the pulse of Australian postage being of a somewhat intermittent 
type), we may as well go and look for him. 

A sheet of dark roUmg ground, quarried into a gigantic rabbit 
burrow, with hundreds of tents and huts dotted about among the 
heaps of rubbish ; dark evergreen forests in the distance, and, 
above all, the great volcanic mountain of Buninyong towering far 
aloft — these are the “ Black Hills of Ballarat ;” and that vdndlasa 
at that shaft’s mouth belongs in part to Thomas Thurnall. 

At the windlass are staisding two men, whom we may have seen 
in past years, self-satisfied in countenance, and spotless in array, 
sauntering down Piccadilly any July afternoon, or lounging in 
Haggis s stable-yard at Cambridge any autumn morning. Alas ! 
how changed from the fast young .">iergraduates, with powers of 
enjoyment only equalled by their powers of running into debt, are 
those two black-bearded and mud-bespattered ruffians, who once 
were Smith and Brown of Trinity. Yet who need pity them, as 
long as they have stouter limbs, healthier stomachs, and clearer 
consciences, than they have had since they left Eton at seventeen 1 
\Yould Smith have been a happier man as a briefless barrister in 
a dingy Inn of Law, peeping now and then into third-rate London 
society, and scribbling for the daily press ? Would Brown have 
been a happier man had he been forced into those holy orders for 
which he never felt the least vocation, to pay off his coUege debts 
out of ^ curate’s income, and settle down on his lees, at last, in 

^ j living of Nomansland-cum-Clayhole, and support a wife 

five children on five hundred a-year, exclusive of rates and 
taxes ? Let them dig, and be men. 

Th® windlass rattles, and the rope goes down. A shout from 
tne^ bottom ot the shaft proclaims all right ; and in due time, 

D 
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sitting in the noose of the rope, up comes Thomas Thumall, 
bare-footed and bare-headed, in flannel trousers and red jersey, 
begrimed with slush and mud ; with a mahogany face, a brick-red 
neck, and a huge brown beard, looking, to use his own expression, 
“ as jolly as a sandboy.” 

“ A letter for you, Doctor, from Europe.” 

Tom takes it, and his countenance falls ; for it is black-edged 
and black-sealed. The handwiting is Mary Armsworth’s. 

“ I suppose the old lady who is going to leave me a fortune is 
dead,” says he, drilj’', and turns away to read. 

“ Bad luck, I suppose,” he says to himself. “ I have not had 
any for full six months, so I suppose it is time for Dame Fortune 
to give me a sly stab again. I only hope it is not my father ; 
for, begging the Dame’s pardon, I can bear any trick of hers but 
that.” And he sets his teeth doggedly, and reads. 

“My dear Mr. Thurnall, — My father would have written 
himself, but he thought, I don’t know why, that I could tell you 
better than he. Your father is quite well in health,” — Thuiiiall 
breathes freely again — ‘ ‘ but he has had heavy trials since your 
poor brother William’s death.” 

Tom opens his eyes and sets his teeth more firmly. “ Willy 
dead 1 I suppose there is a letter lost : better so ; better to have 
the whole list of troubles together, and so get them sooner over. 
Poor Will ! ” 

“ Your father caught the scarlet fever from him, while he was 
attending him, and was very ill after he came back. He is quite 
well again now ; but if I must tell you the truth, the disease has 
affectec his eyes. You know how weak they always were, and 
how much worse they have grovm of late years ; and the doctors 
are afraid that he has little chance of recovering the sight, at 
least of the left eye.” 

“ Eecovering 1 He’s blind, then.” And Tom set his teeth 
more tightly than ever. He felt a sob rise in his tliroat, but 
choked it down, shaking his head like an impatient bull. 

“Wait a bit, Tom,” said he to himself, “before j'ou have it 
out with Dame Fortune. There’s more behind. I’ll warrant. 
Hews like this lies in pockets, and not in single nuggets.” And 
he read on — 


“ And — for it is better you should know all — sometliing has 
happened to the railroad in which he had invested so much. 
My father has lost money in it also ; but not much : but I fear 
that your poor dear father is very much straitened. My father 
is dreadfully vexed about it, and thinks it all his fault in not 


having watched the matter more closely, and made your father 
sell out in time : and he wants your* father to come and live udth 


us ; but ho will not hear of it. So he has given up the old 
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house, and taken one in Water-street, and, oh ! I need not teU 

you that we are there every day, and that I am trying to make 

him as happy as I can — hut what can I do 1 ” And then followed 

kind womanly common-places, which Tom hurried over with 
fierce impatience. 

^ “ He wants you to come home ; hut my father has entreated 

him to let you stay. You know, while we are here, he is safe ; 

and my father hegs you not to come home, if you are succeeding 
as well as you have been doing.” 

There was much more in the letter, wliich I need not repeat j 

and, after all, a short postscript, hy Mark himself, followed : — 

“ Stay where you are, hoy, and keep up heart ; while I have a 

pound, your father shall have half of it ; and you know Mark 
Arms worth.” 

He walked away slowly into the forest. He felt that the crisis 
of his life was come i that he must turn his hand henceforth to 
quite new work; and as he went he “took stock,” as it were, of his 
own soul, to see what point he had attained — wliat he could do. 

Fifteen years of adventure had hardened into "wrought metal a 
character never very ductile. Tom was now, in his o'wm way, an 
altogether accomplished man of the w’^orld, who knew (at least in 
all companies and places where he was likely to find himself' 
exact^ what to say, to do, -to make, to seek, and to avoid. Shifty 
and thrifty as old Greek, or modern Scot, there were few tliin^rs 

CT invent, and perhaps nothing he could not endui^. 

He had watched human nature under every disguise, from the 

P onihassador to the W'^ar-paint of the savage, and 

formed his own clear, hard, shallow, practical estimate thereof. 
He looked on it as his raw material, which he had to work 
up mto subsistence and comfort for himself He did not wish 
to live on men, hut live hy them he must ; and for that purpose 
he m^t study them, and especially their weaknesses. He would 
not cheat them ; for there was in him an innate vein of honesty 
so surly and explosive, at times, as to give him much trouble! 
ihe severest part of his self-education had been the repression 
01 his dangerous inclination to call a sham a sham on the spot, 
and to a^wer fools according to their folly. That youthful 
^^ess, however, was now weU-nigh subdued, and Tom could 
^tter and buUy also, when it served his turn— as who cannot ? 
i^t him that is -without sin among my readers, cast the first 
stone. Seh-conscious he was, therefore, in every word and 
action; not from morbid vanity, but a necessary consequence 
of his mode of life. He had to use men, and therefore to 
watch now he used them ; to watch every word, gesture, tone of 
vowe, and, m all times and places, do the fitting thing. It was 
hard work ; but necessary for a man who stood alone and smf. 
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poised in the midst of the universe ; fasliioning for himself 
everywhere, just as far as his arm could reach, some not intoler- 
able condition ; depending on nothing but himself, and caring 
for little but himself and the father whom, to do him justice, he 
never forgot. If I wished to define Tom Thurnall by one 
epithet, I should call him specially an ungodly man — were it not 
that scriptural epithets have, now-a-days, such altogether conven- 
tional and official meanings, that one fears to convey, in using 
them, some notion quite foreign to the truth. Tom was certainly 
not one of those ungodly whom David had to deal with of old, 
who robbed the widow, and put the fatherless to death. His 
morality was as high as that of the average ; his sense of honour 
far higher. He was generous and kind-hearted. Ho one ever 
heard him tell a lie ; and he had a blunt honesty about him, half 
real, because he Kked to be honest, and yet half affected too, 
because he found it pay in the long run, and because it threw off 
their guard the people whom he intended to make his tools. 
But of godliness in its true sense — of belief that any Being above 
cared for him, and was helping him in the daily business of life 
— that it was worth while asking that Being’s advice, or that 
any advice would be given if asked for ; of any practical notion 
of a Heavenly Father, or a Divine education — Tom was as igno- 
rant as thousands of respectable people who go to church every 
Sunday, and read good books, and believe firmly that the Pope is 
Anticlirist. He ought to have learnt it, no doubt ; for his father 
was a religious man : but ho had not learnt it — any more than 
thousands learn it, who have likewise religious parents. He had 
been taught, of course, the common doctrines and duties of 
religion ; but early remembrances had been rubbed out, as off a 
schoolboy’s slate, by the mere current of new thoughts and 
objects, in his continual wanderings. Disappointments he had 
had, and dangers in plenty ; but only such as rouse a brave and 
cheerful spirit to bolder self-reliance and invention not those 
deep sorrows of the heart which leave a man helpless in the 
lowest pit, crying for help from without, for there is none within. 
He had seen men of all creeds, and had found in all alike (so he 
held) the many rogues, and the few honest men. All religions 
were, in his eyes, equally true and equally false. Superior 
morality was owing principally to the influences of race and 
climate ; and devotional experiences (to judge, at least, from 
American camp-meetings and popish cities) the results of a diseased 
nervous system. 

Upon a man so hard and strong this fearful blow had fallen, 
and, to do him justice, he took it Idee a man. He wandered on 
and on for an hour or more, up the hills, and into the foT^ast; 
talking to himself. 
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“ Poor old Willy ! I should have liked to nave looked into 
h is honest face before he went, if only to make sure that we were 
good friends. I used to plague him sadly with my tricks. But 
what is the use of wishing for what cannot be ? I recollect I 
had just the same feeling when John died ; and yet I got over it 
after a time, and was as cheerful as if he were alive again, or had 
never lived at all. And so I shall get over this. Why should 
I give way to what I know ■will pass, and is meant to pass ? It 
is my father I feel for. But I couldn’t be there ; and it is no 
fault of mine that I was not there. No one told me what was 
going to happen ; and no one could know ; so again, — why 
grieve over what can’t be helped ? ” 

And then, to give the lie to all his cool arguments, he sat 
do'wn among the fern, and burst into a violent fit of crying. 
“ Oh, my poor dear old daddy ! ” 

Yes ; beneath aU the hard crust of years, that fountain of life 
stdl lay pure as when it came down from heaven — love for his 
father. 

“ Come, come, this won’t do ; this is not the way to take 
stock of my goods, either mental or worldly. I can’t cry the 
dear old man out of this scrape.” 

He looked up. The sun was setting. Beneath the dark roof 
of evergreens the eucalyptus boles stood out, like basalt pillars, 
black against a background of burning flame. The flying foxes 
shot from tree to tree, and motlis as big as sparrows wliirred 
about the trunks, one moment black against the glare beyond, 
and vanishing the next, lOie imps of darkness, into their native 
gloom. Ther^ was no sound of living thing around, save the 
ghastly rattle the dead bark-tassels which swung from every 
tree, and far away, the faint clicking of the diggers at their 
work, like the rustle of a gigantic ant-hill . Was there one 
among them aU who cared for him ? who would not forget him 
in a week with — “ AYell, he was pleasant company, poor fellow,” 
and go on digging without a sigh ? What, if it were Iiis fate to 
die, as he had seen many a stronger man, there in that londy 
wilderness, and sleep for ever, unhonoured and unknown, beneath 
that awful forest roof, while Ids father looked for bread to others’ 
hands 1 

No man was less sentimental, no man less superstitious than 
Tliomas Thurnall ; but crushed and softened — all but terrified (as 
who would not have been?) — by that day’s news, he could not 
struggle against the weight of. loneliness which fell upon him. 
For the first and last time, perhaps, in his life, he felt fear ; a 
vague, awful dread of unseen and inevitable possibilities. Why 
should not calamity fall on him, wave after wave ? Was it not 
faUinv on him already ? Why should he not grow sick to-morrow 
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break his leg, his neck — why not 1 What guarantee had he in 
earth or heaven that he might not ho “ snuffed out silently,” as 
he had seen hundreds already, and die and leave no sign ? And 
there sprung up in him at once the intensest yearning after his 
father and the haunts of his boyhood, and the wildest dread that 
he should never see them. Might not his father be dead ere he 
could return? — if ever he did return. That twelve thousand 
miles of sea looked to him a gulf impassable. Oh, that he were 
safe at home 1 that he could start that moment ! And for one 
minute a helplessness, as of a lost child, came over him. 

Perhaps it had been well for him had he given that feeling 
vent, and, confessing himself a lost child, cried out of the dark- 
ness to a Father ; but the next minute he had dashed it proudly 
away. 

“ Pretty baby I am, to get frightened, at my time of life, 
because I find myself in a dark wood — and the sun shining all 
the while as jollily as ever away there in the west ! It is morning 
somewhere or other now, and it will be morning hero again 
to-morrow. ‘ Good times and bad times, and all times pass 
over — I learnt that lesson out of old Bewick’s vignettes, and 
it has stood mo in good stead this many a year, and shall now. 
Die? Nonsense. I take more killing than that comes to. So 

o 

for one more bout with old Dame Fortune. If she throws mo 
again, why, I’ll get up again, as I have any time these fifteen 
years. Mark’s right. I’ll stay here and worlc till I make a hit, 
or luck runs dry, and then home and settle ; and, meanwhile. 
I’ll go doAvn to IMelbourne to-morrow, and send the dear old 
man two hundred pounds ; and then back again ^ere, and to it 
again.” 

o 

And with a fate-defiant smile, half bitter and half cheerful, 
Tom rose and went down again to his mates, and stopped their 
inquiries by — “ What’s done can’t be mended, and needn’t be 
mentioned ; whining won’t make me work the harder, and harder 
than ever I must work.” 

Strange it is, how mortal man, “who cometh up and is cut 
down like the flower,” can thus harden himself into stoical 
dccmity, and count on the morrow, Avliich may never come. Yet 
so it is ; and, perhaps, if it were not so, no work would get done 
on earth, — at least by tn« many who know not that God is 
guiding them, while they fiincy tliat they are guiding themselves. 
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I MUST now, if I am. to bring you to “ Two years ago,” and to 
my story, as it was told to me, ask you to follow me into tbe 
good old West Country, and set you down at the back of an old 
harbour pier; thirty feet of grey and brown boulders, spotted 
aloft with bright yellow lichens, and black drops of tar, polished 
lower down by the surge of centuries, and towards the foot of 
the wall roughened with crusts of barnacles, and mussel-nests in 
crack and cranny, and festoons of coarse dripping weed. 

On a low rock at its foot, her back resting against the Cyclo- 
pean wall, sits a young woman of eight-and-twenty, soberly, 
almost primly dressed, with three or four tiny children clustering 
round her. In front of them, on a narow spit of sand between 
the rocks, a dozen little girls are laughing, romping, and patter- 
ing, about, turning the stones for “ shannies ” and “ bullies,” and 
other luckless fish left by the tide ; while the party beneath the 
pier waU look steadfastly down into a little rock-pool at their 
feet, — full of the pink and green and purple cut- work of delicate 
weeds and coralline, and starred with great sea-dahlias, crimson 
and brown and grey, and with the waving snake-locks of the 
Cereus, pale blue, and rose-tipped like the fingers of the dawn. 
One delicate Medusa is slidiug across the pool, by slow pantings 
of its crystal bell ; and on it the eyes of the whole group are 
fixed, — ^for it seems to be the subject of some story which the 

village schoolmistress is finishing in a sweet, half-abstracted 
voice, — 


“ And so the cruel soldier was changed into a great rou^h red 

starfish, who goes about killing the poor mussels, while nobody 

loves him, or cares to take his part ; and the poor little girl was 

changed into a beautiful bright jelly-fish, like that one, who 

swims about all day in the pleasant sunshine, with a red cross 
stamped on its heart.” 


Let 


istress, what a pretty story ! ” cry the little ones, with 
s. “And what shall we be changed to when we die?” 
wiU only be good we shall go up to Jesus, and be 
ngels, and sing hymns. Would that it might be soon, 
rou and mo, and all !”^ And she draws the children to 
^ks upward, as if longing to bear them with her aloft. 


young 


ry ot cieatu tliat it has groTvii 
taU, graceful, and slight, the 
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lines suiting well with the severity of her dress, with the brown 
stuff gown and plain grey whittle. Her neck is long, almost too 
long : but all defects are forgotten in the first look at her face. 
We can see it fully, for her bonnet lies beside her on the rock. 

The masque, though thin, is perfect. The brow, like that of 
Greek statue, looks lower than it really is, for the hair springs 
from below the bend of the forehead. Tlie brain is very long, 
and sweeps backward and upward in grand curves, till it attains 
above the ears a great expanse and height. She should be a 
character more able to feel than i6 argue ; full of all a woman’s 
veneration, devotion, love of children, — perhaps, too, of a woman’s 
anxiety. 

The nose is slightly aquiline ; the sharp-cut nostrils indicate a 
reserve of compressed strength and passion; the mouth is delicate; 
the lips, which are full and somewhat heavy, not from coarseness, 
l)ut rather from languor, show somewhat of both the upper and 
the under teeth. Her e^'^es are bent on the pool at her feet ; so 
that we can see nothing of them but the large sleepy lids, fringed 
with lashes so long and dark that the eye look as if it had been 
painted, in the Eastern fashion, with antimony ; the dark lashes, 
dark eyebrows, dark hair, crisped (as AYest-country hair so often 
is) to its very roots, increase the almost ghost-like paleness of 
the face, not sallow, not snow-white, but of a clear, bloodless, 
waxen hue. 

And now she lifts her eyes, — dark eyes, of preternatural large- 
ness ; brilliant, too, but not with the sparkle of the diamond ; 
brilliant as deep clear wells are, in which the mellow moonlight 
sleeps fathom-deep between black Avails of rock ; and round them, 
and round the Avide-opened lips, and arching eyebroAV, and slightly 
AA'i’inkled forehead, hangs an air of melancholy thought, A^ague 
doubt, almost of startled fear ; then that expression passes, and 
the whole face collapses into a languor of patient sadness, AAEich 
seems to say, — “ I cannot solve tlie mystery. Let Him solve it 
as seems good to Him.” 

The })icr has, as usual, tAvo stages ; tlie upper and narroAver 
for a public promenade, the loAver and broader one for business. 
Tavo rough collier-lads, strangers to the ])laco, are lounging on 
the Avail above, and begin, out of mere mischief, dropping pebbles 
on the group beloAv. 

“ Hillo ! you young rascals,” calls an old man lounging like 
them on the Avail ; “ if you don’t di’op that, you’re likely to get 
your heads broken,” 

“ AVill you do it ? ” 

“ I would thirty years ago ; but I’ll find a dozen in five minutes 
who Avill do it noAv. Here, lads ! here’s tAvo AVelsh A'^agabonds 
pelting our schoolmistress.” 
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This is spoken to a group of Sea-Titans, who are sitting about 
on the pier-way behind him, in red caps, blue jackets, striped 
jerseys, bright brown trousers, and all the picturesque comfort 
of a fisherman’s costume, superintending the mending of a boat. 

Up jump half-a-dozen off the logs and baulkings, where they 
have been squatting, doubled up Imee to nose, after the fashion 
of their class, and a volley of execrations, like a storm of grape, 
almost blows the two offenders off the wall. The bolder, how- 
ever, lingers, anathematizing in turn ; whereon a black-bearded 
youth, some six feet four in height, catches up an oar, makes a 
sweep at the shins of the lad above his head, and brings him 
writhing down upon the upper pier- way, whence he walks off 
howling, and muttering threats of “ taking the law.” In vain ; 
— ^there is not a magistrate within ten miles ; and custom, Lynch- 
law, and the coast-guard lieutenant, settle all matters in Aberalva 
town, and do so easily enough ; for the petty crimes which fill 
our gaols are all unknown among those honest Vikings’ sons ; 
and any man who covets his neighbour’s goods, instead of stealing 
them has only to go and borrow them, on condition, of course, 
of lending in his turn. 

“ What’s that collier-lad hollering about. Captain Willis ?” aslcs 
Mr. Tardrew, steward to Lord Scoutbush, landlord of Aberalva, 
as he comes up to the old man. 

“ Gentleman Jan cut him over, for pelting the schoolmistress 
below here.” 

“ Serve him right j he’U have to cut over that curate next, I 
reckon.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Tardrew, don’t you talk so ; the young gentleman 
is as kind a man as I ever saw, and comes in and out of our house 
like a lamb.” 

“Wolf in sheep’s clothing,” growls Tardrew. “What d’ye 
think he says to mo last week 1 Wanted to turn the school- 
mistress out of her place because she w’ent to chapel sometimes.” 

“ I know, I know,” replied Willis, in the tone of a man who 
wished to avoid a painful subject. “ And what did you answer, 
then, Mr. Tardi’ew V’ 

“ I told him he might if he liked ; but he’d make the place 
too hot to hold him, if he hadn’t done it already, with his bow- 
ings and his crossings, and his chantings, and his Popish Gre- 
gories, — and tells one he’s no Papist ; called him Pope Gregory 
himself. Wliat do we want with popes’ tunes here, instead of 
the Old Hundredth and Martyrdom? I should like to see any 
Pope of the lot make a tune like them.” 

Captain Willis listened wnth a face half sad, half sUly amused. 
He and Tardrew were old friends ; being the two most notable 
persons in the parish, save Jones the lieutenant, Heale the doctor. 
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and another gentleman, of whom we shall speak presently. Both 
of them too, ‘were thorough-going Protestants, and, though 
Churchmen, walked sometimes into the Brianite Chapel of an 
afternoon, and thought it no sin. But each took the curate’s 
“Puseyism” in a different way, being two men as unlik e each 

other as one could well find. 

Tardrew, — steward to Lord Scouthush, the absentee landlord, 
— was a shrewd, hard-bitten, choleric old fellow, of the shape, 
colour, and consistence of a red brick ; one of those English 
types which Mr. Emerson has so well hit off in his rather 
confused and contradictory “ Traits : ” — 

“He hides virtues under vices, or, rather, under the semblance 
of them. It is the misshapen, hairy, Scandinavian Troll again 
who lifts the cart out of the mire, or threshes the corn which 
ten day-labourers could not end : but it is done in the dark, and 
with muttered maledictions. Ho is a churl vdth a soft place in 
his heart, whose speech is a brash of bitter waters, but who 
loves to help you at a pinch. He says, ISTo ; and serves you, 
and his thanlcs disgust you.” Such -was Tardrew, — a true 
British bull-dog, who lived pretty faitlifully up to his Old 
Testament, but had, somehow, forgotten the existence of the Hew. 

Wdlis was a very different and a very much nobler person ; the 
most perfect specimen which I ever have met (for I knew him 
well, and loved him) of that type of British sailor which good 
Captain Marry at has painted in his Masterman Peady, and 
painted far better than I can, even though I do so from life. A 
tall and graceful old man, though stooping much from lumbago 
and old ■wounds ; 'vdth snow-'white air and whiskers, delicate 
aquiline features, the manners of a nobleman, and the heart of a 
child. All children knew that latter fact, and clung to him 
instinctively. Even “the Boys,” that terrible Berserk-tribe, self- 
organized, self-dependent, and bound together in common ini- 
quities and the dread of common retribution, Avho were in 
Abcralva, as all fishing towns, the torment and terror of all 
douce fogies, male and female, — even the Boys, I say, respected 
Captain Willis, so potent was the influence of his gentleness ; 
nailed not up Ids shutters, nor tied li shing-iines across his door- 
way j tail-piped, cot his dog, nor sent his cat to sea on a barrel- 
stave ; put not live crabs into his pocket, nor dead dog-fish into 
Ms well ; yea, even when judgment, too long provoked, made 
bare her red rigiit hand, and the lieutenant vowed by Ms com- 
mission that he would send half-a-dozen of them to the treadmill, 
they would send up a deputation to “beg Captain Willis to beg 
the schoolmistress to beg them off.” For between Willis and 

up, easily to be 

understood. Willis was one of those rare natures upon whose 


that fair young creature a friendship had grown 
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purity no mire can cling ; who pass through the furnace, and yet 
not even the smell of fire has passed upon them. Bred, almost 
horn, on board a smuggling cutter, in the old war-times ; then 
hunting, in the old coast-blockade service, the smugglers among 
whom he had been trained ; watching the slow horrors of the 
Walcheren ; fighting under Collingwood and iN'elson, and many 
another valiant Captain ; lounging away years of temptation on 
the West-Indian station, as sailing-master of a ship-of-the-line ; 
pensioned comfortably now for many a year in his native town, 
he had been always the same gentle, valiant, righteous man ; 
sober in life, strict in duty, and simple in word ; a soul as 
transparent as crystal, and as pure. He was the oracle of 
Aberalva now; and even Lieutenant Brown would ask his 
opinion, — non-commissioned officer though he was, — in a tone 
which was all the more patronising, because he stood a little in 
awe of the old man. 

But why, when the boys wanted to be begged off, was the 
schoolmistress to be their advocate ? Because Grace Harvey 
exercised, without intending anything of the kind, an almost 
mesmeric influence on everyone in the little town. Goodness 
rather than talent had given her wisdom, and goodness rather 
than courage a power of using that wisdom, which, to those 
simple, superstitious folk, seemed altogether an inspiration. 
There was a mystery about her, too, which worked strongly on 
the hearts of the West-country people. She was supposed to be 
at times “ not right ; ” and wandering intellect is with them, as 
with many primitive peoples, an object more of awe than of pity. 
Her deep melancholy alternated with bursts of wild eloquence, 
with fantastic fables, with entreaties and warnings against sin, 
full of such pity and pathos that they melted, at times, the 
hardest hearts. A whole world of strange tales, half false, half 
true, had grown up around her as she grew. She was believed 
to spend whole nights in prayer ; to speak with visitors from 
the other world ; even to have the power of seeing into futurity. 
The intensity of her imagination gave rise to the belief that she 
had only to will, and she could see whom she would, and all that 
they were doing, even across the seas ; her exquisite sensibility, 
it was whispered, made her feel every bodily suffering she wit- 
nessed, as acutely as the sufferer’s self, and in the very limb in 
which he suffered. Her deep melancholy was believed to be 
caused by some dark fate — by some agonizing sympathy with 
evil-doers ; and it was sometimes said in Aberalva, — “ Don’t do 
that, for poor Grace’s sake. She bears the sins of all the parish.” 

So it befell that Grace Harvey governed, she knew not how or 
why,^ all hearts in that wild simple fishing-town. Bough men, 
fighting on the quay, shook hands at Grace’s bidding. Wives 
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who could not lure their husbands from the beer-shop, sent 
Grace in to fetch them homo, sobered by shame : and woe to the 
stranger who fancied that lier entrance into that noisy den gave 
liim a right to say a rough word to the fair girl ! The maidens, 
instead of envying her beauty, made her the confidant of all 
their loves ; for though many a man would gladly have married 
her, to woo her was more than any dared ; and Gentleman Jan 
himself, the rightful bully of the quay, as being the handsomest 
and biggest man for many a mile, beside owning a tidy trawler 
and two good mackerel-boats, had said openly, that if any man 
had a right to her, he supposed he had ; hut that he should as 
soon think of asking her to marry him, as of asking the moon. 

Eut it was in the school, in the duty which lay nearest to her, 
that Grace’s inward loveliness shone most lovely. AVliatever dark 
cloud of melancholy lay upon her own heart, slie took care that 


it should never overshadow one of those young innocents, whom 
she taught by love and ruled by love, always tender, always 
cheerful, even gay and playful ; punishing, when slie rarely 
punished, with tears and kisses. To make them as liappy as 
she could in a world where there was nothing hut temptation, 
and disappointment, and misery; to make them “ fit for heaven,” 


and then to pray that they might go thither as speedily as possible, 
tills had been her work for now seven years ; and that Mani- 
chaiism which has driven darker and harder natures to destroy 
young children, that they might go straight to bliss, took in her 
the form of outpourings of gi-atitude (when the first natural 
tears were dried), as often as one of her little lambs was “ de- 
livered out of the miseries of this sinful world.” But as long as 
they were in the world, she was their guardian angel ; and there 
was hardly a mother in Aberalva who did not confess her debt 
to Grace, not merely for her children’s scholarship, hut for their 
characters. 


Trank Headley the cui’ate, therefore, had touched altogether the 
wrong chord when he spoke of displacing Grace. And when, 
that same afternoon, he sauntered down to the pier-head, wearied 
with his parish Avork, not only did Tardrew stump aAvay in 
silence as soon as he appeared, but Captain Willis’s face assumed 
a graA^e and severe look, Avliich Avas not often to he seen on it. 

“ Well, Captain Willis?” said Frank, solitary and sad ; long- 
ing for a talk Avith some one, and not quite sure Avhether he Avas 
Avelcome. 


“Well, Sir?” and the old man lifted his hat, and made one 
of his princely hoAvs. “ You look tired, Sfi ; I am afraid you’re 
doing too much.” 

“ I shall have more to do, soon,” said the Curate, Ids eye 
glancing toAAwds the schoolmistress, Avho, disturbed by the noise 
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above, was walking slowly up the beach, with a child holding to 

every finger, and every fold of her dress. 

Willis saw the direction of his eye, and came at once to the 

point, in his gentle, straightforward fashion. 

“ I hear you have thoughts of taking the school from her. Sir ? 

« Why— indeed— I shall be very sorry ; but if she will persist 
in going to the chapel, I cannot overlook the sin of schism. 

“ She takes the children to church twice a Sunday, don’t she 1 

And teaches them all that you tell her — ” 

“ Why yes — I have taken the religious instruction almost 

mto my own hands now.” 

Willis smiled quietly. 

“You’ll excuse an old sailor, Sir ; but I think that’s more 
than mortal man can do. There’s no hour of the day but what 
she’s teaching them something. She’s telling them Bible stories 
now, I’ll warrant, if you could hoar her.” 

Frank made no answer. 

“You wouldn’t stop her doing that? Oh, Sir,” and the old 
man spoke with a quiet earnestness which was not without its 
effect, “just look at her now, like the Good Shepherd with His 
lambs about His feet, and think whether that’s not much too 
pretty a sight to put an end to, in a poor sinful world like this.” 

“ It is my duty,” said Franlc, hardening himself. “ It pains 
me exceedingly, Willis ; — I hope I need not tell you that.” 

“ If I know aught of Mr. Headley’s heart by Ms ways, you 
needn’t indeed. Sir.” 

“ But I cannot allow it. — Her mother a class leader among 
these Dissenters, and one of the most active of them, too. — The 
school next door, to her house. The preacher, of course, has 
influence there, and must have. How am I to instil Church 
principles into them, if he is counteracting me the moment my 
back is turned ? I have made up my mind, Willis, to do nothing 
in a hurry. Lady-day is past, and she must go on till Mid- 
summer; then I shall take the school into my own hands, and 
teach them myself, for I can pay no mistress or master ; and 
Mr. St. Just — ” 

Frank checked himself as he was going to speak the truth ; 
namely, that his sleepy old absentee rector. Lord Scoutbush’s 
uncle, would yawn and grumble at the move, and wondering 
why Frank “ had not the sense to leave ill alone,” would give 
him no manner of assistance beyond his pittance of eighty pounds 
a-year, and five pounds at Christmas to spend on the poor. 

“ Excuse me. Sir, I don’t doubt that you’ll do your best in 
teaching, as you ‘always do : but I tell you honestly, you’ll get no 
children to teach.” 

“Ho children 1 ” 
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“Their mothers know the worth of Grace too well, and the 
children too, Sir ; and they’ll go to her all the same, do what 

you will ; and never a one wUl enter the church door from that 
day forth.” 

“ On their own heads be it ! ” said Frank, a little testily ; 
“ but I should not have fancied Miss Harvey the sort of person 
to set up herself in defiance of me.” 

“ The more reason, Sir, if you’ll forgive me, for your not 
putting upon her.” 

“ I do not want to put upon her or any one. I will do every 

I will — I do — work day and night for these people, 
Mr. A^^illis. I tell you, as I M’-ould my own father. I don’t think 
I have another object on earth — if 1 have, I hope I shall forget 
it — than the parish : but Church principles I must carry out.” 

“ Well, Sir, certainly no man ever worked here as you do. If 
all had been like you. Sir, there would not be a Dissenter here 
now ; but excuse me. Sir, the Church is a very good thing, and I 
keep to mine, having served under her Majesty, and her Majesty’s 
forefatliers, and learnt to obey orders, I hope; but don’t you think, 
Sir, you’re taking it as the Pharisees took the Sabbath-day ? ” 

“ How then 'i ” 

“ AAHiy, as if man was made for the Churcli, and not the 
Church for man.'’ 


up 


“ Tliat is a shrewd thought, at least. 
1 ” 


AVhere 


“ ’Tis none of my own. Sir ; a bit of wisdom that my maid let 
fall ; and it has stuck to me strangely ever since.” 

“ Your maid 1 ” 


“ Yes, Grace there. I always call her. my maid ; having no 

father, poor thing, she looks up to me as one, pretty much, — the 

dear soul. Oh, Sir ! I hope you’ll think over this again, before 

you do anything. It’s done in a day : but years won’t undo it 
again.” 

So Grace’s sayings were quoted against him. Her power 

formidable enougli, if she dare use it. He was silent awliile, and 
th en — ■ 


“Do you think she has heard of this — of my — ” 

“ Honesty’s the best policy. Sir : she has ; and that’s the truth. 
You know how things got round.” 

“ W ell ; and what did she say ? ” 

“111 tell you her very words, Sii' ; and they were these, if 
you 11 excuse me. ‘ Poor dear gentleman,’ says she, Gf he thinks 
chapel-going so vT’ong, why does he dare drive folks to chapel 1 
I wonder, every time he looks at tliat deep sea, he don’t remem- 
ber what the Lord said about it, and those who cause his little 
ones to ofi'end.’ ” 
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Frank was somewhat awed. The thought was new ; tiie appli- 
cation of the text, as his own scholarship taught him, even more 
exact than Grace had fancied. 

“ Then she was not angry ? ” 

“ She, Sir ! You couldn’t anger her if you tore her in pieces 
with hot pincers, as they did those old martyrs she’s always 

telling about.” 

“ Good-bye, Willis,” said Frank, in a hopeless tone of voice, 
and sauntered to- the pier-end, down the steps, and along the 
lower pier-way, burdened with many thoughts. He came up 
to the knot of chatting sailors. Hot one of them touched his 
cap, or moved out of the way for him. The boat lay almost 
across the whole pier-way ; and he stopped, awkwardly enough, 

for there was not room to get by. 

“ Will you be so kind as to let me pass 1 ” asked he, meekly 

enough. But no one stirred. 

“ Why don’t you get up, Tom ? ” asked one. 

“ I be lame.” 


“So be I.” 

“ The gentleman can step over me, if he likes,” said big J an 
a proposition the impossibility whereof raised a horse-laugh. 

“ Ain’t you ashamed of yourselves, lads 1 ” said the severe 
voice of Willis, from above. The men rose sulkily ; and Frank 


hastened on, as ready to cry as ever he had been in his life. Poor 
fellow ! he had been labouring among these people for now 
twelve months, as no man had ever laboured before, and he felt 
that he had not won the confidence of a single human being, — 
not even of the old women, who took his teaching for the sake of 
his charity, and who scented popery, all the wHle, in words in 
which there was no popery, and in doctrines which were just the 
same, on the whole, as those of the dissenting preacher, simply 
because he would sprinkle among them certain words and phrases 
which had become “ suspect,” as party badges. His church was 
all but empty ; the general excuse was, that it was a mile from 
the town : but Frank knew that that was not the true reason ; 
that all the parish had got it into their heads that he had a lean- 


ing to popery ; that he was going over to Kome ; that ho was 


dissruise 


Frank Headley was a good 
He had nothing, save the out- 


man, in every sense of the word. He had nothing, save the out- 
side, in common with those undesirable coxcombs, who have not 
been bred by. the High Church movement, but have taken refuge 
in its cracks, as they would have done forty years ago in those of 
the Evangelical, — ^youths who hide their crass ignorance and 
dulness under the cloak of Church infallibility, and having 
neither wit, manners, learning, humanity, or any other dignity 
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whereon to stand, talk loud, pour aZZer, about the dignity of 
the priesthood. Such men Frank had met at neighbouring 
clerical meetings, overbearing and out-talking the elder and the 
wiser members j and finding that he got no good from them, 
had withdrawn into his parish- work, to eat his own heart, like 
Bollerophon of old. For Frank was a gentleman, and a Chris- 
tian, if ever one there was. Delicate in person, all but consump- 


tive ; graceful and refined in all his works and wa3's ; a scholar, 
elegant rather than deep, yet a scholar still ; full of all love for 


painting, architecture, and poetry, he had come down to bury 


himself in this remote curacy, in the honest desire of doing good. 


He had been a curate in a fashionable London church : but find- 


ing the atmosphere thereof not over wholesome to his soul, he had 
had the courage to throw off St. Hcpomuc’s, its brotherhoods, 
sisterhoods, and all its gorgeous and highly-organized appliances 
for enabling five thousand rich to take tolerable care of five 
hundred poor: and had fled from “the holy virgins” (as certain 
old ladies, who do twice their work with half their noise, call 


them) into the wilderness q,. 


cen. But six months’ 


gallant work there, with gallant men, (for there are High Church- 
men there who arc an lionour to England,) brought him to death’s 
door. The doctors commanded some soft western air. Frank, 
as chivalrous as a kniglit-errant of old, would fain have died at 
his post, but his mother interferetl ; and he could do no less than 
obe}^ her. So he liad taken this remote west country curacy ; all 
the more willingly because he knew that nine-tenths of the 
people were Dissenters. To recover that place to the Church 
would be something worth living for. So he had come, and 

O O ' 

laboured late and early ; and behold, he had failed iitterl}^ ; and 
seemed further than ever from success. He had opened, too 
hastil}", a crusade against the Dissenters, and denounced where 
he should have conciliated. He had overlooked — indeed he 


hardly knew — the sad truth, that the mere fact of his being a 
clergyman was no passport to the licarts of his people. For the 
curate who preceded him had been an old man, mean, ignorant, 
incapalde, remaining there simply because nobody else would 
have him, and given to brand^^-and-water as much as his flock. 


The rector for the last fifteen years. Lord Scoutbush’s uncle, was 


a cypher. The rector before him had notoriously earned the living 
by a marriage with a lad}’’ who stood in some cjucstionablo relation 
to Lord Scoutbush’s father, and who had never had a thought 
above his dinner and his tithes ; and all that the Aberalva hsher- 


men knew of God or righteousness, they had learnt from the soi- 
disant disciples of John Wesley. So Frank Headley had to make 
up, at starting, the arrears of half-a-century of base neglect ; but 
instead of doing so, he had contrived to awaken against himself 
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that dogged hatted of popery which lies inarticulate and con- 
fused, hut deep and firm, in the heart of the English people. 
Poor fellow ! if he made a mistake, he suffered for it. There 
was hardly a sadder soul than poor Frank, as he went listlessly 
up the yillage street that afternoon, to his lodging at Captain 
Willis’s, which he had taken because he nreferred Uvinsr in 

die 


village itself to occupying 
3f town. 


cannot 


himself, 


after all, every man 
So the best thing we can 


do, as we landed, naturally, at the pier-head, is to wall 
after him, and see what sort of a place Aberalva is. 

Beneath us, to the left hand, is the quay-pool, now lying dry, 
in which a dozen trawlers are -lopping over on their sides, thoir 
red sails drying in the sun, the tails of the trawls hauled up to 
the topmast heads ; while the more handy of their owners are 
getting on board by ladders, to pack away the said red sails ; for 


it will blow to night. 


g fuiTow 


have ieit, and in the shallow muddy pools, he innumerable frag- 
ments of exenterated maids (not human ones, pitiful reader, but 
belonging to the order Pisces, and the family Eaia), and some 
twenty non-exenterated ray-dogs and picked dogs (Ajiglice, dog- 
fish), together with a fine baskinsr shark, at least nine feet Inner 


out of which the kneeling Mr. George Thomas, clothed in pilot 
cloth patches of every hue, bright scarlet, blue, and browm (not to 
mention a large square of white canvas which has been let into 
that part of his trousers which is now uppermost), is dissecting 
the hver, for the purpose of greasing his “ sheaves ” with the 
fragrant oil thereof. The pools in general are bedded mtli black 
mud, and creamed over with oily flakes which may proceed horn 
the tar on the vessels’ sides, and may also from “ decomposing 
animal matter,” as we euphemize it now-a-days. The hot pebbles, 
at high tide mark, — cro wned with a long black row of herring and 
mackerel boats, laid up in ordinary for the present, — are beauti- 
fully variegated with mackerel’s heads, gurnets’ fins, old hag, lob- 
worm, and mussel-baits, and the inwards of a whole ichthyo- 
logical museum j save at one spot where the Cloaca maxima and 
Port Esquiline of Aberalva town (small enough, considering the 
place holds fifteen hundred souls) murmurs from beneath a grey 
stone arch toward the sea, not unfraught with dead rats and cats, 
who, their ancient feud forgotten, combine lovingly at last in 
mcreasing the health of the blue-trousered urchins who are sail- 
ing upon that Acherontic stream bits of board with a feather 
stuck in it, or of their tiny sisters, who are dancing about in the 
dirtiest pool among the trawlers in a way which (if your respect- 
&ble black coat be seen upon the pier) will elicit from one of the 
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balconied windows above, decked with reeking shirts and linen, 
some such shriek as — 

— a ! You nasty, 
dirty, little ondecent hussy — a ! What be playing in the quay- 
pool for — a ! A pulling up your pesticoats before the quality — a ! ” 
Each exclamation being follow’^ed with that droning grunt, with 
which the West-country folk, after having screamed their limgs 
empty through their noses, recover their breath for a fresh burst. 


“ Patience Penberthy, Patience Penberthy 


Never mind ; it is no nosegay, certainly, as a whole : but did 
you ever see sturdier, rosier, nobler-looking children, — rounder 
faces, raven hair, bright grey eyes, full of fun and tenderness f 
As for the dirt, that cannot harm them ; poor people’s children 
must be dirty — why not 1 Look on fifty yards to the left. 
Between two ridges of high pebble bank, some twenty yards 
apart, comes Alva river rushing to the sea. On the opposite 
ridge, a low white house, with three or four white canvas-covered 
boats, and a flag-stafif with sloping cross-yard, betokens the coast- 
guard station. Beyond it rise black jagged cliffs ; milo^after mile 
of iron-bound wall : and here and there, at the glens’ mouths, 
great banks and denes of shifting sand. In front of it, upon the 
beach, are half-a-dozen gi'eat green and grey heaps of Welsh lime- 
stone ; behind it, at the cliff foot, is the lime-kiln, "with its white 
dusty heaps, and brown dusty men, its quivering mirage of hot 
air, its strings of patient hay-nibbling donkeys, which look as if 
they had just awakened out of a flour bin. Above, a green down 
stretches up to bright yellow furze-crofts far aloft. Behind, a 
reedy marsh, covered with red cattle, paves the valley till it 
closes in ; the steep sides of the hills are clothed in oak and ash 
covert, in which, three months ago, you could nave shot more 
cocks in one day than you would in Berkshire in a year. Pleasant 
little glimpses there are, too, of grey stone farm-houses, nestling 
among sycamore and beech ; bright-gi*een meadows, alder-fringed ; 
squares of rich red fallow-field, parted by lines of golden furze ; 
all cut out with a peculiar blackness, and clearness, soft and tender 
withal, which betokens a climate surcharged with rain. Only, 
in the very bosom of the valley, a soft mist hangs, increasing the 
sense of distance, and softening back one hill and wood beliind 
another, till the great brown moor which backs it all seems to 
rise out of the empty air. For a thousand feet it ranges up, in 
rude slieets of brown heather, and grey cairns and screes of granite, 
all sharp and black-edged against the pale blue sky; and all 
suddenly cut off above by one long horizontal line of dark grey 
cloud, which seems to hang there motionless, and yet is growing 
to windward, and dying to leeward, for ever rushing out cf the 
invisible into sight, and into the invisible again, at railroad speed. 
Out of nothing the moor rises, and into nothing it ascends,— a 
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great daii phantom between earth and sky, boding rain and 
howling tempest, and perhaps fearful wreck — ^for the groundswell 
moans and thimders on the beach behind us, louder and louder 
every moment. 

Let us go on, and up the street, after we have scrambled 

through the usual labyrinth of timber-baulks, rusty anchors, 

boats which have been dragged, for the purpose of mending and 

tarring, into the very middle of the road, and old spars stowed 

under walls, in the vain hope that they may be of some use for 

something some day, and have stood the stares and welcomes of 

the lazy giants who are sitting about upon them, black-locked, 

black-bearded, with ruddy, wholesome faces, and eyes as bright 

as diamonds ; men who are on their own ground, and know it ; 

who wiU not touch their caps to you, or pull the short black 

pipe from between their lips as you pass, but expect you to prove 

yourself a gentleman, by speaking respectfully to them ; which, 

if you do, you will find them as hearty, intelligent, brave fellows 

as ever walked this earth, capable of anything, from working the 

naval-brigade guns at Sevastopol, down to running up to * * * 

a hundred miles in a cockleshell lugger, to forestall the early 

mackarel market. God be with you, my brave lads, and with 

your children after you ; for as long as you are what I have 

known you, Old England will rule the seas, and many a land 
beside ! 

But in going up Aberalva-street, you remark several things ; 
first, that the houses wnie all whitewashed yesterday, except 
where the snowy white is picked out by buttresses of pink and 
blue ; next, that they all have bright green palings in front, and 
bright green window-sills and frames ; next, that they are all 
roofed with shining grey slate, and the space between the window 
and the pales flagged with the same ; next, that where such 
space is not flagged, it is full of flowers and shrubs which stand 
the wmter only in our greenhouses. The fuchsias are ten feet 
high, laden with ripe purple berries running over (for there are 
no birds to pick them off) ; and there in the front of the coast- 
guard lieutenant s house, is Cobaea scandens, covered with purple 
claret-glasses, as it has been ever since Christmas : for Aberalva 
knows no winter : and there are grown-up men in it who never 
put on a skate, or made a snow-baU in their lives. A most 
cleanly, bright-coloured, foreign-looking street, is that long strag- 
g mg one which runs up the hill towards Penalva Court : oniy 
> f cleanliness is gained by making tlie gutter in 
the imddle street the common sewer of the town, and tread clear 
01 cabbage-leaves, pflchard bones, et id genus omne. For Aberalva 
IS like Fans (if the answer of a celebrated sanitary reformer to 
the emperor be truly reported), “fair without but foul within,” 
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However, the wind is blowing dull and hollow from south- 

the Atlantic; 


west ; the clouds are rolling faster and faster up fro: 
the sky to westward is brassy green ; the glass is falling fast ; and 
there will be wind and rain enough to-night to sweep even Abe- 
ralva clean for the next week. 


Grace Harvey sees the coming storm, as she goes slowly home- 
^^ards, dismissing her little flock ; and she lingers long and sadly 
outside her cottage door, looking out over the fast blackening 
sea, and listening to the hollow thunder of the groimdswell, 
against the back of the point wliich shelters Aberalva Cove. 

Far away on the horizon, the masts of stately ships stand out 
against the sky, driving fast to the eastward with shortened sail, 
d'hey, too, know what is coming ; and Grace prays for them as 
she stands, in her wild way, with half outspoken words. 

“ All those gallant ships, dear Lord ! and so many beautiful 
men in' them, and so few of them ready to die ; and all those 
gallant soldiers going to the war ; — Lord, wilt thou not have 

— . Is not that 


mercy ? Spare them for a little time before 


cruel, man-devouring sea full enough. Lord; and brave men’s 
bones enough, strewn up and doTvn. all rocks and sands ? And 


is not that dark place full enough, O Lord, of poor souls cut off 


ill a moment, as my tAvo were? Oh, not to-night, dear Lord ! 
Do not call any one to-night — give them a day more, one chance 


more, poor fellows — they have had so few, and so many tempta- 
tions, and, perhaps, no schooling. They go to sea so early, and 


young things will he young tlLUigs, Lord. Spare them but one 


night more 


and yet He did not spare my two — they had no 


7 } 


time to repent, and have no time for eA'-er, evermore ! 

And she stands looking out over the sea ; but she has lost 


sight of everything, saA^e her oAvn sad imaginations. Her eyes 
open wider and Avider, as if before some unseen horror ; the eye- 


broAvs contract upwards ; the cheeks sharpen ; the mouth parts ; 
the lips draAv back, showing the white teeth, as if in intensest 
agony. Thus she stands long, motionless, aAve-frozen, save when 
a shudder runs through every limb, AAdth such a countenance as 
that “ fair terror” of which Shelley sang — 


“ Its hoiTor and its beauty are divine; 

Upon its lips and eyelids seem to lie 
Loveliness like a shadow, from wliich shine, 
Fiery and lucid, sti’ugghng 'underneath, 

The agonies of anguish and of death. ” 


Her mother comes out from the cottage door behind, and lays 
her hand upon the girl’s shoulder. The spell is broken ; and 
hiding her face in her hands, Grace bursts into Auoient Aveeping. 

“ What are you doing, my poor child, here, in the cold night 
air 1” 
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“ My two, mother, my two ! ” said she ; “ and all the poc* 
souls at sea to-night !” 

“ You mustn't think of it. Haven’t I told you not to thinlc 
of it ? One would lose one’s wits if one did too often.” 

“If it is all true, mother, what else is there worth thinking 
of in heaven or earth 1” 

And Grace goes in with a dull, heavy look of utter exhaustion, 
bodily and mental, and quietly sets the things for supper, and 
goes about her cottage work, as one who bears a heavy chain, 
but has borne it too long to let it hinder the daily drudgery of 
life. 

Grace had reason to pray at least, for the soldiers who were 
going to the war. For as she prayed, the Orinoco, Kipon, and 
Manilla, were steaming down Southampton Water, with tho 
Guards on board ; and but that morning little Lord Scoutbush, 
left behind at the d^pot, had bid farewell to his best friend, 
opposite Buckingham Palace, while the bearskins were on the 
bayonet-points, with — 

“Well, old fellow, you have the fun, after all, and I the work;” 
and had been answered with — 

“ Fun ? there will be no fighting ; and I shall only have lost 
my season m town.” 

Was there, then, no man among them that day, who 

“ As the trees began to whisper, and the wind began to roll, 

Heard in the wild March morning the angels call his soul ? ” 

^ HI « « « 

Verily they are gone down to Hades, even many stalwart souls 
of heroes. 


CHAPTER IIL 

ANYTHING BUT STILL LIFE. 

Penalva Court, about half a mile from the quay, is “ like a 

house in a story ;” — a house of seven gables, and those very 

shaky ones ; a house of useless long passages, useless turrets, vast 

lumber attics where maids see ghosts, lofty garden and yard walls 

of grey stone, round which the wind and rain are lashing through 

the dreary darkness ; low oak-ribbed ceilings ; windows which 

once were muUioned with stone, but now with wood painted 

-white; walls which were once oak-wainscot, but have been 

painted like the mullions, to the disgust of Elsley Vavasoui, 

poet, its occupant in March, 1854, who forgot that, while the 

oak was left dark, no man could have seen to read in the rooms 
a yard from the window. 
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fire is bui'iiing on tlie hearth. 


A bright log- 


lie has, however, little reason to complain of the one drawing- 
room, where he and his wife are sitting, so pleasant has she made 
it look, in spite of tlie plainness of the furniture. 

There are a few good books too, 
and a few handsome prints ; while some really valuable knick- 
knacks are set out, with i)ardonable ostentation, on a little table 
covered with crimson velvet. It is only cotton velvet, if you 
look close at it ; but the things are pretty enough to catch the 
eye of all visitors ; and Mrs. Heale, the Doctor’s wife (who always 
calls Mrs. Vavasour “my lady,” though she does not love her), 
and ISIrs. Trebooze, of Trebooze, always linger them over when 
they have any opportunity, and whisper to each other, half con- 

“ Ah, poor thing ! there’s a sign that she has 


I am 


temptuousl^g— 
seen better days.” 

And better daj'-s, in one sense, Mrs. VaAnsom has seen, 
afraid, indeed, that she has more than once regretted the morning 
when she ran aAvay in a hack-cab from her brother Lord Scout- 
bush’s house in Eaton Square, to be married to Elsley Vavasour, 
the gifted author of “ A Soul’s Agonies, and other Poems.” He 
was a lion tlicn, with foolish women running after him, and 
turning his liead once and for all ; and Lucia St. Just was a wild 
Irish girl, now to London society, all feeling and romance, and 
literally all j for there Avas little real intellect underlying her 
passionate sensibility. So Avhen the sensibility burnt itself out, 
as it generally does ; and Avhen children, and the Aveak health 
which comes Avith them, and the cares of a household, and money 
dilliculties Avere absorbing her little ])OAvers, Elsley Vavasour 
began to fancy that his Avife Avas a very commonplace person, 
Avho Avas fast losing even her good looks and her good temper. 
So, on the Avhole, they Avere not happy. Elsley Avas an aifec- 
tionate man, and honourable to a fantastic nicety ; but he Avas 
vain, capricious, over-sensitive, craving for adniLation and dis- 
tinction ; and it Avas not enough for him that his Avife loved 
him, bore him children, ke})t his accounts, mended and moiled 
all day long for him and his; he Avanted her to a^’t the public 
for liiin exactly Avhen he Avas hungry for praise ; and that not 
the actual, but an altogether ideal, public ; to Avorship him as a 
deity, “live for him and him alone,” “realize” his poetic dreams 

- , U— cl tallv sentiment Avith him, or listen to him 
talking sentiment to her, Avheu she Avould much socnier be safe in 
ned burying all the petty cares of the da3g and the j)ain in her 
oack too, po(jr thing ! in sound sleep; and so it befell that they 
often quarrelled and A'rrangled, and tliat they Avere qiiarrellin 
and AAU-angling this Amry night. 

Who cai’os to knoAv Iioav it began ? Who cares to hear hoAA'^ it 
went on, the stupid, aimless skirmish ol bitter AA^irdij, betAA'een 


(f 
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two people who had forgotten themselves ? I believe it began 
with Elsley’s being vexed at her springing up two or three 
times, fancying that she heard the children cry, while he wanted 
to be quiet, and sentimentalize over the roaring of the wind 
outside Then— she thought of nothing but those children. 
Why did she not take a book and occupy her mind ? To which 
she had her pert, though just answer, about her mind having 
quite enough to do to keep clothes on the cliildren’s backs, and 
so forth, — ^let who list imagine the miserable Uttle squabble ; — 
till she says, — “I know what has put you out so to-night; 
nothing but the news of my sister’s coming.” He answers, — 
“ That her sister is as little to him as to any man ; as welcome to 
come now as she has been to stay away these three years.” 

“ Ah, it’s very weU to say that ; but you have been a different 
person ever since that letter came.” And so she torments him into 
an angry self- justification (which she takes triumphantly as a 
confession) that “it is very disagreeable to have his thoughts 
broken in on by one who has no sympathy with him and his 
pursuits — and who — ” and at that point he wisely stops short, 
for he was going to throw down a very ugly gage of battle. 

Thrown down or not, Lucia snatches at it. 

“ Ah, I understand ; poor Valentia ! You always hated her.” 

‘ ‘ I did not : but she is so brusque, and excited, and 

“ Be so kind as not to abuse my family. You may say what 
you will of me ; but- 

“ And what have your famil y done for me, pray 

“ Why, considering that we are now living rent-free in my 
brother’s house, and — ” She stops in her turn; for her pride 
and her prudence also wOI not let her tell him that Valentia has 






children 


He 


is just the man to forbid her on the spot to receive any more 
presents, and to sacrifice her comfort to his OAvn pride. But 
what she has said is quite enough to bring out a very angry 
answer, which she expecting, nips in the bud by — 

“ Eor goodness’ sake, don’t speak so loud ; I don’t want the 
servants to hear.” 

“ I am not speaking loud ” — (he has not yet opened his lips). 
“ Tnat is your old trick to prevent my defending myself, while 
you are driving one mad. How dare you taunt me with being a 
pensioner on your brother’s bounty ? I’ll go up to tovui again 
and take lodgings there. I need not be beholden to any aristo- 
crat of them all. I have my own station in the real world, — the 
world of intellect ; I have my own friends ; I have made myself 

a name \vithout his help ; and I can live without his help, he 
shall find ! ” 


name 


lookin 
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up at him, with all her native Irish humour flashing up for a 
moment in her naughty eyes. The next minute she would have 
given lier liand not' to have said it ; for, with a very terrible 
word, Elsley springs to his feet and dashes out of tlio room. 

She hears him catch up his hat and cloak, and liurry out into 
the rain, slamming the door behind him. She springs up to call 
him back, hut he is gone ; — and she dashes licrself on the floor, 
and bursts into an agony of ■weeping over “ yi>ung bliss never to 
return” ! Jl^^'ot in the least. Her principal fear is, lest he should 
catch cold in the rain. She takes up her work again, and stitches 
away in the comfortable certainty that in half an hour she will 
have recovered her temper, and he also ; that they will pass a 
sulky night ; and to-morroAv, by about mid-day, without expla- 
nation or formal reconciliation, liave become as good friends as 
ever. “ Perhaps,” says she to herself, ■udth a woman’s sense cf 
power, “ if he be very much ashamed and very wet. I’ll pity him 
and make friends to-night,” 


]\Iiserabl8 enough are these little squabbles. Why will two 
people, who have sworn to love and cherish each other utterly, 
and who, on the whole, do what they have sworn, behave to each 
other as they dare for very shame behave to no one else ? Is it 
that, as every bcautifid thing has its hideous antitype, tliis mutual 
shamelessness is the devil’s ape of mutual confidence ? Perhaps 
it cannot be otherwise with beings compact of good and evil. 
\\dien the veil of reserve is withdrawn from between two souls, 
it must be withdrawn for evil, as for good, till the tv^o natures, 
which ought to seek rest, each in the other’s inmost depths, may 
at last spring apart, confronting each other recklessly with, 

“ There, you see me as I am ; you know the wmrst of me, and I 
of you ; take me as you find me — what care I ? ” 

Elsley and Lucia have not yet arrived at that terrible crisis ; 
though they are on the path toward it, — the path of little care- 
lessnesses, rudenesses, ungoverned words and tempers, and, wmrst 
of all, of tliat half-confidence, which is certain to avenge itself by 
irritation and quarrelling-; for if two married people will not tell 
each other in love wliat they ought, they will be sure to tell eaidi 

It is plain enough already 
that Elsley has his weak point, wliich must not be touched ; 
something about “ a name,” which Lucia is to be expected to 
ignore, — as if anything which really exists could be ignored 
while two people live together night and day, for better for 
worse. Till the thorn is out, the wound will not heal ; and till 
the matter (whatever it may be) is set right, by confession and 
absolution, there will be no peace for them, for the}'- are living in 
a lie ; and, unless it be a vciy little one indeed, better, perhaps, 
that they should }?o on to of ooo^ defiance. 


other in anger what thev oueht not. 
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It may end in disgust, hatred, madness ; but it may, too, end in 
each falling again upon . the other’s bosom, and sobbing out 
through holy tears, — Yes, you do know the worst of me, and 
yet you love me still. This is happiness, to find oneseK most 
loved when one most hates oneself ! God, help us to confess 
our sins to Thee, as we have done to each other, and to begin 
life again like little children, struggling hand in hand out of 
this lowest pit, up the steep path which leads to life, and strength, 
and peace.” 

Heaven grant that it may so end ! But now Elsley has gone 
raging but into the raging darlcness ; trying to prove himself to 
himself the most injured of men, and to hate his wife as much 
as possible : though the fool Imows the whole time that he loves 
her better than anything on earth, even than that “ fame,” on 
which he tries to fatten his lean soul, snapping greedily at every 
scrap which falls in his way, and, in default, snapping at every- 
body and everything else. And little comfort it gives him. 
Why should it 1 What comfort, save in being wise and strong ? 
And is he the wiser or stronger for being told by a reviewer that 
he has written fine words, or has faded in writing them ; or to 
have silly women writing to ask for his autograph, or for leave 
to set his songs to music? Hay, — shocking as the question 
may seem, — is he the wiser and stronger man for being a poet 
at aU, and a genius ? — ^provided, of course, that the word genius 
is used in its modern meaning, of a person who can say prettier 
things than his neighbours. I think not. Be it as it may, away 
goes the poor genius; his long cloak, picturesque enough in 

about uncomfortably eno 

rain washes his long curls into swabs ; out tluough the old 
garden, between storm-swept laurels, beneath dark groaning 
pines, and through a door in the wall which opens into the lane. 

The lane leads downward, on the right, into the village. He 
is in no temper to meet liis fellow-creatures, — even to see the 
comfortable gleam through their windows, as the sailors cose 
round the fire with wife and child ; so he turns to the left, up 
the deep stone-banked lane, which leads towards the cliff, dark 

now as pitch, for it is overhung, right and left, with deep 
oak-wood. 

It is no easy matter to proceed, though, for the wind pours 
down the lane as through a funnel, and the road is of sb’ppcry 

bare slat*?, worn here and there into puddles of greasy claj, 
Elsley slips back half of eveiy step, while his wrath, as he tires, 
oozes out of his heels. Moreover, those dark trees above him, 
tossing ^ their heads impatiently against the scarcely less dark 
sky, strike an awe into him, — a sense of loneliness, almost of 
fear. Ad uncanny, bad night it is ; and he is out on a bad 


ugh, while the 


calm weather, fluttering 


68 


ANYTHING BUT STILL LIFE. 


might beg licrs. 


AVhat was that sound above the roar of tlie gale ? 


errand ; and he knows it, and wishes that he were home again; 
He does not believe, of course, in those “ spirits of the storm,” 
about whom he has so often vTitten, any more than he does in 
a great deal of his fine imagery ; but still, in such characters as 
his, the sympathy between the moods of nature and those of 
the mind is most real and unportant ; and Dame Nature’s 
equinoctial night- wrath is weird, grewsome, crushing, and can 
be faced (if it must be faced) in real comfort only when one 
is going on an errand of mercy, with a clear conscience, a light 
heart, a good cigar, and plenty of Mackintosh. 

So, ere Elsley had gone a quarter of a mile, he turned back, 
and resolved to go in, and take up his book once more. Per- 
haps Lucia might beg his pardon ; and if not, wliy, perhaps he 

The rain was washing the spirit out of him, as 
it does out of a thin-coated liorse. 

Stay ! 

a cannon ? 

He listened, turning his head right and left to escape the 
howling of the wind in his ears. A minute, and another boom 
rose and rang aloft. It was near, too. He almost fancied that 
he felt the concussion of the air. 

Another, and another; and then, in the village below, he 
could see lights hurrying to and fro. A vTeck at sea ? He 
tm’ned again up the lane. He had never seen a wreck. What 
an opportunity for a poet ; and on such a night too : it would 
be magnificent if the moon would but come out ! Just the 
scene, too, for his excited temper ! He vdll work on upward, 
let it blow and rain as it may. He is not disappointed. Ere 
he has gone a hundred yards, a mass of dripping oil-skins runs 
full butt against him, knocking him against the bank ; and, by 
the clank of weapons, he recognises the coast-guard watchman. 

“Hillo! — who’s that? Beg your pardon. Sir,” as the man 
recognises Elsley’s voice. 

“ 'VVhat is it ? — -what are the guns ? ” 

“ God knows, Sir ! Overright the Chough and Crow ; on 
’em, I’m afeard. There they go again ! — hard up, poor souls ! 
God help them ! ” and the man runs shouting down the lane. 

Another gun, and another ; but long ere Elsley reaches the 
clitf, they are silent ; and nothing is to be heard but the noise 
of the storm, which, loud as it was below among the wood, is 
almost intolerable now that he is on the open down. 

He struggles up the lane tov/ard the cliff, and there pauses, 
gasping, under the shelter of a wail, trying to analyse that enor- 
mous mass of sound which fills his ears and brain, and flows 
through his heart like maddening wine. He can bear the sight 
of the dead grass on the cliff-edge, weary, feeble, expostidating 
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with its old tormentor the gale ; then the fierce screams of the 
blasts as they rush up across the layers of rock below, like hounds 
leaping up at their prey ; and far beneath, the horrible confused 
battle-roar of that great leaguer of waves. He cannot see them, 
as he strains his eyes over the wall into the blank depth, — 
nothing but a confused welter and quiver of mingled air, and 
rain, and spray, as if the very atmosphere were writhing in the 
clutches of the gale : but he can hear, — what can he not hear ? 
It would have needed a less vivid brain than Elsley’s to fancy 
another Badajos beneath. There it all is : — the rush of columns 
to the breach, officers cheering them on, — pauses, breaks, wild 
retreats, upbraiding calls, whispering consultations, — fresh rush 
on rush, now here, now there, — fierce shouts above, below, behind, 
— shrielcs of agony, choked groans and gasps of dying men, 
— scaling-ladders hurled down with all then- rattling freight, — 
dull mine-explosions, ringing cannon-thunder, as the old fortress 
blasts back its besiegers pell-mell into the deep. It is all there : 
truly enough there, at least, to madden yet more Elsley’s wild 


angry brain, till he tries to add his shouts to the great battle- 


cries of land ap'^ sea, and finds them as little audible as an 


infant’c wail. 


Suddenly, far below him, a bright glimmer ; — and, in a mo- 
ment, a blue-light reveals the whole scene, in ghastly hues, — 
blue leaping breakers, blue weltering sheets of foam, blue rocks, 
crowded with blue figures, like ghosts, flitting to and fro upon 
the brink of that blue seething Phlegethon, and rushing up 
towards him through the air, a thousand flying blue foam- 
sponges, which dive over the brow of the hill and vanish, like 
delicate fairies fleeing before the •wrath of the gale : — but where 
is the "wreck? The blue-light cannot pierce the grey veil of 
mingled mist and spray which hangs to seaward ; and her guns 
have been silent for half an hour and more. 


Elsley hurries down, and finds half the village collected on 
the long sloping point of down below. Sailors wrapped in pHot- 
cloth, oil-skinned coast- guardsmen, women with their gowns 
turned over their heads, staggering restlessly up and down, and 
in and out, while every moment some fresh comer stumbles do\vn 
the slope, thrusting himself into his clothes as he goes, and asks, 
“ Where’s the wreck ! ” and gets no answer, but a surly ad\dce 
to “ hold his noise,” as if they had hope of hearing the wreck 
which they cannot see ; and kind women, with their hearts full 
of mothere’ instincts, declare that they can hear little children 
crying, and are pooh-poohed down by kind men, who, man’s 
fashion, don’t like to believe anything too paiiful, or, if they 
beUeve it, to talk of it. 

“ What were the guns from, then. Brown ? isks the Lieu- 
tenant of the head-boatman. 
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“ OUT the Chough and Crow, I thought, Sir. God grant not V* 

“ You thought, Sir !” says the great man, willing to vent nis 
vexation on some one. “ Why didn’t you make sure ?” 

“ Why, just look. Lieutenant,” says Brown, pointing into the 
“ blank height of tlie daik “ and I was on the pier too, and 
couldn’t see ; but the look-out man here says — ” A shift of 
wind, a drift of cloud, and the moon flashes out a moment. 

“ There she is. Sir !” 

Some three hundred yards out at sea lies a long curved black 
line, beautiful, severe, and still, amid those white wild leaping 
hills. A murmur from the crowd, which swells into a roar, 
as they surge aimlessly up and down. 

Another moment, and it is cut in two by a white line— 

— lost — all hold their breaths. No ; the sea passes on, and still 
the black curve is there ; enduring. 

“ A terrible big ship ! ” 

“ A Liverpool clipper, by the lines of her.” 

“ God help the poor passengers, then ! ” sobs a woman. 

“ They’re past our help : she’s on her beam ends.” 

“ And her deck upright toward us,” 

“ Silence ! Out of the way you loafing long-shores ! ” shouts 
the Lieutenant. “ Brown — the rockets ! ” 

What though the Lieutenant be somewhat given to strong 
liquors, and stronger language 1 He wears the Queen’s uniform ; 
and what is more, he knows his work, and can do it ; all make a 
silent ring while the fork is planted ; the Lieutenant, tlirowing 
away the end of his cigar, kneels and adjusts the stick ; Browm 
and his mates examine and shake out the coils of line. 

Another minute, and the magnificent creature rushes forth 
with a triumphant roar, and soars aloft over the waves in a long 
stream of fire, defiant of the gale. 

Is it over her 1 No ! A fierce gust, which all but hurls the 
spectators to the ground ; the fiery stream sweeps away to the 
left, in a grand curve of sparks, and drops into the sea. 

“Try it again!” shouts the Lieutenant, his blood now up. 

“ We’ll see which will beat, wind or powder.” 

Again a rocket is fixed, with more allowance for the wind ; but 
the black curve has disappeared, and he must wait awhile. 

“ There it is again ! Fly swift and sure,” cries Elsley, “ thou 
fiery angel of mercy, bearing the saviour-line ! It may not be 
too late yet.” 

Full and true the rocket went across her; and “ three cheers 
for the Lieutenant !” rose above the storm. 

“ Silence, lads ! Not so bad, though says he, rubbing 
his wet hands. “ Hold on by the line, and watch for a bite, 
lirown.” 
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Five minutes pass. Brown has the line in his hand, waiting 
for any signal touch fi'om the ship : but the line sways limp in 
the surge. 

Ten minutes. The Lieutenant lights a fresh cigar, and paces 
up and down, smoking fiercely. 

A quarter of an hour ; and yet no response. 

Rhim'-ng clearly now. They can see her hatchways, the stumps 
of her masts, great tangles of rigging swaying and lashing down 
across her deck ; but that delicate upper curve is becoming more 
ragged after every wave ; and the tide is rising fast. 

“ There’s a pull !” shouts Brown. . . . “ hTo, there ain’t ! . . . 
God have mercy. Sir ! She’s going ! ” 

The black curve boils up, as if a mine had been sprung on 
board, leaps into arches, jagged peaks, black bars crossed and 
tangled ; and then all melts away into the white seething waste ; 
while the line floats home helplessly, as if disappointed ; and 
the billows plunge more sullenly and sadly towards the shore, as 
if in remorse for their dark and reckless deed. 

All is over. "WTiat shall we do now ? Go home, and pray 
that God may have mercy on all drowning souls 1 Or think 
what a picturesque and tragical scene it was, and what a beautiful 
poem it will make, when we have thrown it into an artistic form, 
and bedizened it with conceits and analogies stolen from all 
heaven and earth by our own self-willed fancy 1 

Elsley Vavasour — tlirough whose spectacles, rather than with 
my own eyes, I have been looking at the wreck, and to whose 
account, not to mine, the metaphors and similes of the last two 
pages must be laid — took the latter course ; not that he was not 
awed, calmed, and even humbled, as he felt how poor and petty 
his own troubles were, compared with that great tragedy : but 
in his fatal habit of considering all matters in heaven and earth 
as bricks and mortar for the poet to build with, he considered 
that he had “ seen enough ; ” as if men were sent into the world 
to see, and not to act; and going home too excited to sleep, 
much more to go and kiss forgiveness to his sleeping wife, sat 
up all night, writing “ The Wreck,” which may be (as the 
reviewer in “ The Parthenon ” asserts) an exquisite poem ; but 
I cannot say that it is of much importance. 

So the delicate genius sate that night, scribbling verses by a 
warm fire, and the rough Lieutenant settled himself down in his 
Mackintoshes, to sit out those weary hours on the bare rock, 
having done all that he could do, and yet knowing that his duty 
was,** not to leave the place as long as there was a chance of 
saying — not a life, for that was past all hope 
clothes, or a stick of timber. 


but a chest of 


There he settled liimself, grum- 
yet faithful ; and filled up the time with sleepy inaledic- 
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fcions against some old admiral, who had — or had not — taken a 
spite to liim in the West Indies thirty years before, else lie 
would have been a post captain by now, comfortably in bed on 
board a crack frigate, instead of sitting all night out on a rock, 
like an old cormorant, &c. &c. Who knows not the woes of 
ancient coast-guard lieutenants ? 

But as it befell, Elsley Vavasour was justly punished for goinj 
home, by losing the most “poetical” incident of the whole night. 

For with the coast-guardsmen many sailors stayed. There 
was nothing to be earned by staying : but still, who knew but 
they might be Avanted ? And they hung on with the same 
feeling which tempts one to linger round a grave ere the earth is 
filled in, loth to give up the last sight, and with it the last hc>pe. 
The ship herself, over and above her lost creAv, was in their eyes 
a person to be loved and regretted. And Gentleman Jan spoke, 
like a true sailor — 

“ Ah, poor dear ! And she such a beauty, Mr. Brown ; as 
any one might see by her lines, even that Avay off. Ah, poor 
dear ! ” 

“ And so many brave souls on board ; and, perhaps, some of 
llicm not ready, ktr. Beer,” says the serious elderly chief boat- 
man. “ Ell, Captain Willis ? ” 

“The Lord has liad mercy on them, I don’t doubt,” ansAvers 
the old man, in his quiet SAveet voice. “One can’t but hope 
tliat He Avould giA"e them time for one prayer before all Avas 
OA'cr j and haAung been droAA'ned myself, Mr. BroAvn, tliree times, 
and taken up for dead — that is, once in Gibraltar bay, and once 
Avlien I was a total Avreck in tlie old Seahorse, that Avas in the 
hurrienne in the Indies ; after that, AA’hen I fell over quay-head 
here, lishing for bass, — AAdiy, I knoAV well hoAV quick the prayer 
Avill run tlirougli a man’s heart, when he’s a-drowning, and the 
light of conscience, too, all one’s life in one minute, like 

“ It arn’t tlie men I care for,” says Gentleman Jan ; “ they’re 
gone to licavcn, like all braA^e sailors do as dies by AATeck and 
battle : but the poor dear ship, d’ye see. Captain Willis, she 
ha’n’t no heaAmn to go to, and that’s why 1 feel for her so.” 

Both the old men shake their heads at Jan’s doctrine, and 
turn the subject off. 

“ You’d better go home, Captain, ’fear of the rheumatics. It’s 
a rough night for 3^our years ; and you’A'e no call, like me.” 

“ I Avould, but my maid there ; and I cais’t get her home ; and 
I can’t leave her,” And Willis ])oints to tlie schoolmistress, wdio 
sits upon the flat shqie of rocle, a little apart from the rest, AAuth 
her face resting on her hands, gazing intently out into the wild 
waste. 

“ Make her go ; it’s her duty — avc all have oiu' duties. 'Why 
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does her mother let her out at this time of night ? I keep 
my maids tighter than that, I warrant.” And disciplinarian 
Mr. Brown makes a step tovvards her. 

“ Ah, Mr. Brown, don’t now ! She’s not one of us. 
no saying what’s going on there in her. May-be she’s praying 
may-be she sees more than we do, over the sea there.” 

“ What do voii mean ? There’s no living body in those 


There’s 


thill: 


breakers, be sure ! ” 

There’s more living 

O W 

bodies to them, or than any but such as she can see. If any one 
ever talked with angels, that maid does ; and I’ve heard her, too ; 
I can say I have — certain of it. Those that like may call her an 
innocent : but I wish I were such an innocent, Mr. Brown. I’d 
be nearer heaven then, here on earth, than I fear sometimes I 
ever shall be, even after I’m dead and gone.” 

“ WeU, she’s a good girl, mazed or not ; but look at her now ! 
What’s she after ? ” 

The girl had raised her head, and was pointing, with one arm 
stretched stiffly out, toward the sea. 

Old Willis went down to her, and touched her gently on the 
shoulder. 


“ Come home, my maid, then, you’ll take cold, indeed j” but 
she did not move or lower her arm. 

The old man, accustomed to her fits of fixed melancholy, looked 
down under her bonnet, to see whether she was “ past,” as ho 
called it. By the moonlight he could see her great eyes steady 
and wide open. She motioned him away, half impatiently, and 
then sprang to her feet with a scream. 

“ A man ! A man ! Save him ! ” 

As she spoke, a huge wave rolled in, and shot up the sloping 
end of the point in a broad sheet of foam. And out of it struggled, 
on hands and knees, a human figure. He looked wildly up, and 
round, and then his head dropped again on his breast ; and he 
lay clinging with outspread arms, like Homer’s polypus in the 

Odyssey, as the wave drained back, in a thousand roaring cataracts, 
over the edge of the rock. 

“ Save him ! ” shrieked she again, as twenty men rushed forward 

and stopped short. The man was fully tliirty yards from them : 
but close to him, between them and liim, stretched a long ghastly 
crack, some ten feet wide, cutting the point across. All knew it : 
its slippery edge, its polished upright sides, the seething cauldrons 
within it ; and knew, too, that the next wave would boil up from 
it in a hundred jets, and suck in the strongest to his doom, to fall, 
with brains dashed out, into a chasm from which was no return. 

Ere they could neiwe themselves for action, the wave had come. 

Up the slope it went, one half of it buiwinp' tho marinoT. 
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nnd fell over into the chasm. The other half rushed up the chasxt 
itseK, and spouted forth again to the moonlight in columns of 
snow, in time to meet the wave from which it had just parted, as 
it fell from above ; and then the two boiled up, and round, and 
over, and svrirled along the smooth rock to theii* very feet. 

The schoolmistress took one long look; and as the wave retired, 


rushed after it to the very brink of the chasm, and flung herself 


on her knees. 


“ She’s mazed ! ” 


“ !No, she’s not !” almost screamed old Willis, in mingled pride 
and terror, as ho rushed after her. “ The wave has carried him 
across the crack and she’s got him !” And he sprang upon her, 
and caught her round the w list. 

“ Now, if you be men ! ” shouted he, as the rest hurried dovm. 

“ Now, if you be men ; before the next wave comes ! ” shouted 
Big Jan. “ Hands together, and make a line ! ” And he took a 
grip with one hand of the old man’s waistband, and held out the 
other for who would to seize. 

Who took it 1 Frank Headley, the curate, who had been 
watcliing all sadly apart, longing to do something wliich no one 
could mistake. 


“ Be you man enough 1 ” asked big Jan doubtfully. 

“ Try,” said Frank. 

“ lically, you ben’t, Sir,” said Jan, civilly enough. “ Means no 
offence, Sir ; your heart’s stout enough, I see; but you don’t know 
what it’ll be.” And he caught the hand of a huge fellow next 
him, while Frank shrank sadly back into the darkness. 

Strong hand after hand was clasped, and strong knee after knee 
dropped almost to the rock, to meet the coming rush of waier ; 
and all who knew their business took a long breath, — they mignt 
have need of one. 

It came, and surged over the man, and the girl, and up to old 
Willis’s throat, and round the knees of Jan and his neighbour ; 
and then followed the returning out-draught, and every limb 
quivered with the strain : but when the cataract had disappeared, 
the chain was still unbroken. 

^ “ Saved ! ” and a cheer broke from all lips, save those of the 
girl herself; she was as senseless as he whom she had saved. 
They hurried her and him up the rock ere another wave could 
come , but they had much ado to open her hands, so firmly 
clenched together were they round his waist. 

Gently they lifted each, and laid them on the rock : while old 
Willis, having recovered liis breath, set to work crying like a 
child, to restore breath to ‘ • liis maiden.” 

“ Run for Dr. Heale, some good Christian ! ” But Frank, 
longing to escape from a company who did not love him, and to 



PLOTSOM, JETSOM, AND LAGEND. 65 

b>e of some use ere the night was out, was already half-way to 

the village on that very errand. 

However, ere the Doctor could be stirred out of his boozy 

P 'f slumbers, and thrust into his clothes by his wife, the school- 
mistress was safe in bed at her mother’s house ; and the man, 
weak, but ahve, carried triumphantly up to Heale’s door j which 
having been kicked open, the sailors insisted in carrying him 
right upstairs, and depositing him on the best spare bed. 

“ If you won’t come to your patients. Doctor, your patients 
shall come to you. Why were you asleep in your liquors, instead 
of looking out for poor wratches, like a Christian 1 You see 
whether his bones be broke, and gi’un his medicines proper; 
and then go and see after the schoolmistress; she’m worth a 
dozen of any man, and a thousand of you ! We’ll pay for ’un 
like men; and if you don’t, we’ll break every bottle in your 
shop.” 

To which, what between bodily fear and real good-nature, old 
Heale assented ; and so ended that eventful night. 


CHAPTER IV. 

FLOTSOM, JETSOM, AND LAGEND. 

About nine o’clock the next morning. Gentleman Jan strolled 
into Dr. Heale’s surgery, pipe in mouth, with an attendant satel- 
lite; for every lion, poor as well as rich, — in country as in town, 
must needs have his jackal. 

Heale’s surgery — or, in plain English, shop — was a doleful 
f' hole enough ; in such dirt and confusion as might be expected 
^ from a drunken occupant, with a practice which was only not 
decaying because tliore was no rival in the field. But monopoly 
made the old man, as it makes most men, all the more lazy and 
careless ; and there was not a drug on his shelves wliich could 
be warranted to work the effect set forth in that sanguine and 
too trustful book, the Pharmacopoeia, which, like Mr. Pecksniff’s 
England, expects every man to do his duty, and is, accordingly 
(as the Lancet and Dr. Letheby know too well), grievously dis- 
appointed. 

In this kennel of evil savours, Heale was slowly trying to 
poke things into something like order ; and draggmg out a fe^^ 
old drugs with a shaky hand, to see if any one would buy them, 
in a vague expectation that something must needs have happened 
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to somebody the night before, which would require somewhat ol. 
his art. 

And he was not disappointed. Gentleman J an, without 
his pipe out of his mouth, dropped his huge elbows 
counter, and his black-fringod chin on his fists; took a look 
round the shop, as if to find something which would suit him j 
and then— 

“ I say, Doctor, gi’s some tackleum.’" 

“Some diachylum plaster, Mr, Beer?” 8a3'^s Heale, meekly, 
“ What for, then ? ” 

“ To tackle my shins. I barked ’em cruel against King 
Arthur’s nose last night. Hal’d in the bone ho is ; — Avish I was 
as hard.” 


taking 
on the 


“ How much diachylum will you want, then, IVIr. Beer 
“ Well, I don’t know. Let’s see !” and Jan pulls up his blue 
trousers, and pulls doAvn his grey rig and furrows, and considers 
his broad and shaggy shins. 

“ Matter of four pennies broad ; two to each leg and then 
replaces his elbows, and smokes on. 

“ I say, Doctor, that ’ere curate come out Avell last night. I 
shall go to church next Sunda3\” 

“ TNTiat,” asks the satellite, “ after 3"ou upset he that fashion 
3'esterday ?” 


“ I don’t care what you thinks 
bidlies his jackal, lilce most lions : 


says Jan, Avho, of course, 
“ but I goes to church. He’s 


a good ’un, say T, — little and good, like a Wd^shman’s cow; and 
clapped me on the hack Avhen we’d got the man and the maid 
safe, and says, — ‘ Well done oui’ side, old feUoAv 1 ’ and stands 
something hot all round, what’s more, in at the Mariner’s Best. 
— I say, Doctor, where’s he as we hauled ashore ? I’ll go up 
and see ’un.” 


“ Hot noAV, then, Mr. Beer ; not now, then. He’s sleeping, 
indeed he is, like any child.” 

“ So much the better. We Avain’t be bothered with his 

hollering. But go up I Avill. Do ye let me noAv ; I’ll be as still 
as a maid.” 


And Jan kicked off his shoes, and marched on tiptoe through 

the shop, Avhile Dr. Heale, moaning professional ejaculations, 
shoAved him the Avay. 

The shipAvrecked man Avas sleeping sAvcetly ; and little was to 

be seen of his face, so covered Avas it Avith dark tangled curls and 
thick beard. 


“All ! a Stralian digger, by the beard of him, and his red 
jersey, Avhispered Jan, as he bent tenderly over the poor fellow, 
and put his head on one side to listen to his breathing. “ Beau- 
tiful he sleeps, to be sure ) ” said Jan ; “ and a tidy-looking chap> 
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600. 'Tis a pity to wake 'nri, poor wratch ; and he, perhaps, with 
a sweetheart aboard, and drownded ; or else all his kit lost. — 
Let W sleep so long as he can : he’ll find all out soon enough, 
God help him ! 

And big Jan stole down the stairs gently and reverently, like 
a true sailor ; and took his diachylum, and went off to plaster 
Us shins. 

About ten minutes afterwards, Heale was made aware that his 
guest was awake, by sundry grunts and ejaculations, wUch ended 
in a series of long and doleful whistles, and then broke out into 
a song. So he went up, and found the stranger sitting upright 
in bed, combing his curls with his fingers, and chaunting unto 
Umself a cheerful ditty. 

“ Good morning, Doctor,” quoth he, as Us host entered. “ Very 
kind of you, tUs. Hope I havii’t turned a better man than myself 
out of his bed.” 

4 

“Delighted to see you so well. Very near drowned, though. 
We were pumping at your lungs for a full half hour.” 

‘ ‘ Ah ? nothing, though, for an experienced professional man 
like you ! ” 

“ Hum ! speaks well for your discrimination,” says Heale, 
flattered. “ Very well-spoken young person, though liis beard 
is a bit wild. — How did you know, then, that I was a doctor ? ” 

“ By the reverend looks of you, Sir. Besides, I smelt the 
rhubarb and senna aU the way up-stairs, and knew that I’d 
fallen among professional bretliren : — 


‘ Oh, then this valiant mariner, 

Which sailed across the sea, 

He came home to his o'wn sweetheart, 

With his heart so full of glee ; 

With his heart so full of glee. Sir, 

And his pockets full of gold, 

And his bag of drugget, with many a nugget, 
As heavy as he could hold. ’ 


Don’t you wish yours was. Doctor ^ ” 

“ Eh, eh, eh,” sniggered Heale. 

“Mine was last night. IIow, Doctor, let’s have a glass of 
brandy-and-water, hot with, and an hour’s more sleep ; and then 
kick me out, and into the workhouse. Was anybody else saved 
from the wreck last night ? ” 

“ Hobody, Sir,” said Heale ; and said “ Sir,” because, in spite 
of the stranger’s rough looks, his accent, — or rather, his no- 
accent, — showed him that he had fallen in with a very different, 
and probably a very superior stamp of man to himself; in the 

F 2 
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othing 

But she let the doctor take the glass upstairs, 


light of which conviction (and being Avithal a good-natured old 
soul), he went down and mixed him a stiff glass of brandv-and- 
water, answering his wife’s remonstrances by, 

“ The party up-stairs is a bit of a frantic party, certainly j 
but he is certainly a very superior party, and has the true gentle- 
man about him, any one can see. Besides, he’s shipwrecked, 

as you and I may be any day ; and what’s like brandy-and- 
water ? ” 

“ I should like to know w'hen I’m like to be shipwrecked, or 

you either; says Mrs. Heale, in a tone slightly savouring of 
indignation and contempt, 
and-water.” 
nevertheless. 

A few minutes afterwards, Frank came in, and inquired foi 
the shipwrecked man. 

“Well enough in body. Sir; and rather requires your skill 
than min e, said the old time-server. “ W^ on’t you walk up ? ” 
So up Frank was shown. 

The stranger was sitting up in bed. “ Capital, your brandy is. 
Doctor. Ah, Sir,” seeing Frank, “ it is very kind of you, I am 
sure, to call on me ! I presume you are the clergyman ? ” 

But before Frank could answer, Heale had broken forth into 
loud praises of him, setting fortli hoiv the stranger owed his life 
entirely to his superhuman strength and courage. 

“ ’Pon my word. Sir,” said the stranger, ° ^ 

over and over, through and through, as if to settle how inuch 
of all this he was to believe, — “ I am deeply indebted to you 

for your gallantry. I only wish it had been employed on a 
better subject.” 

good Sir, said Frank, blushing, “ you owe your life not 

to me. I would have helped if I could ; but was not thought 
worthy by our sons of Anak here. -- - 


looking them both 


young girl. 
And Fra 
“ Whew 


Your actual preserver Avas a 


ment. 


Handso won’t exy»ect me to marry her as pay- 

‘ ‘ Beautiful, ” said Frank. 

“ Money ? ” 

“The village schoolmistress.” 

“ Clever ? ” 

“ A sort of half-baked body,” said Heale. 
u puzzling intellect,” said Frank. 

^ decHning the honour. J 

etai^ just DoeSr 
‘ I, Sir 1 ” 



s 
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“ Yes, I heard ; no offence, though, my good Sir, — ^but I’ve 
the ears of a fox. I hope really, though, that she is none the 

worse for her heroic flights.” 

“ How is she this morning, Mr. Heale 1 ” 

‘<^ell— poor thing, a little light-headed last night: but 

kindly when I went in last.” 

“ Whew ! I hope she has not fallen in love with me. She 
may fancy me her property — a private waif and stray. Better 
send for the Coast-guard officer, and let him claim me as belong- 
ing to the Admiralty, as flotsom, jetsom, and lagend ; for I was 

all three last night.” 

“ You were, indeed, Sir,” said Frank, who began to be a little 
tired of this levity ; “ and very thankful to Heaven you ought 

to be.” 

Frank spake this in a somewhat professional tone of voice ; 
at which the stranger arched his eyebrows, screwed Ids lips up, 
and laid his ears back, like a horse when he meditates a kick. 

“You must be better acquainted with my affairs than I am, 
my dear Sir, if you are able to state that fact. — Doctor ! I hear 

a patient coming into the surgery.” 

“Extraordinary power of hearing, to be sure,” said Heale, 

toddling down stairs, while the stranger went on, looking Frank 
full in the face, 

“How that old fogy’s gone down stairs, my dear Sir, let us 
come to an understanding at the beginning of our acquaintance. 
Of course, you’re bound by your cloth to say that sort of thing 
to me, just as I am bound by it not to swear in your company : 
but you’ll allow me to remark, that it would be rather trying 
even to your faith, if you were to 'be thrown ashore with nothing 
in the world but an old jersey and a bag of tobacco, two hundred 
mdes short of the port where you hoped to land with fifteen 
hundred well-earned poimds in your pocket.” 

“ My dear Sir,” said Frank, after a pause, “ whatsoever comes 
from our Father’s hand must be meant in love. ‘The Lord 
gave, and the Lord hath taken away.’ ” 

A quaint wince passed over the stranger’s face. 

“ Father, Sir ? That fifteen hundred pounds was going to my 
father’s hand, from whosesoever hand it came, or the loss of it. 
And now what is to become of the poor old man, that hussy 
Dame Fortune only knows~if she knows her own mind an 
hour together, which I very much doubt. I worked early and 
late for that money, Sir; up to my knees in mud and water. 
Let it be enough for your lofty demands on poor humanity, that 
I take my loss Hke a man, with a whistle and a laugh, instead 
of howling and cursing over it like a baboon. Let’s talk of 
something else.; and lend me five pounds, and a suit of clothes. 
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I shan’t run away with them, for as I’ve been tlirown 
here, here I shall stay.” 


Trank almost laughed at the free and easy request, though he 
felt at once pained by the man’s irreligion, and abashed by his 
Stoicism ; — would he have behaved even as well in such a case ? 

“ I have not five pounds in the world.” 

“Good I we shall understand each other better.” 

“ But the suit of clothes you shall have at once.” 

“ Good again ! Let it be your oldest ; for I must do a little 
rock-scrambling here, for purposes of my own.” 

So oh went Frank to fetch the clothes, puzzling over his now 
parishioner. The man was not altogether well bred, either in 
voice or manner ‘ but there was an ease, a confidence, a sense of 
power, which made Fratvlc feel that he had fallen in with a very 
strong nature ; and one which had seen many men, and many 
lands, and profited by wli rt it had seen. 

When he returned, he fimnd the stranger busy at his ablutions, 
and gradually appearing as a somewhat dapper, handsome fellow, 
with a bright grey eye, a short nose, a firm, small mouth, a broad 
and upright forehead, across the left side of wliich ran a fearful 


scar. 


“ That’s a shrewd mark,” said he, as he caught Franlc’s eye 

fixed on it, while he sat coolly arranging himself on the bedside. 

“ I got it in fair fight, though, by a Crow’s tomahawk in the 

7?ocky Mountains. And here’s another token (lifting up his 

black curls), which a Greek robber gave me in the Morea, I’ve 

another under my head; for which I have to thank a Tartar, and 

one or two more little remembrances of flood and field up and 

down me. Perhaps they may explain to you why I take life 

and death so coolly. Ive looked too often at the little razor- 

bridge which jDarts them, to care much for either. Now, don’t 

let me trouble you any longer. You have your flock to see to, 

I don t doubt. You’ll find me at church on Sunday. I always 
do at Pome as Rome does.” 

“ Then you will stay away,” said Frank, with a sad smile. 

“ Ah 1 No, Church is respectable and aristocratic ; and 

there one don’t get sent to a place unmentionable, ten times an 

hour, by some inspired tinker. Beside, country people like the 

Doctor to go to church with their betters ; and the very fellows 

who go to the Methodist meeting themselves would think it 

infra dig. in me to walk in there. Now, good-bye — though I 

haven’t introduced myself — not knowing the name of my kind 
preserver.” 

“ My name is Frank Headley, Ciuate of the Parish,” said 
Frank, smiling : though he saw the man was rattling on for the 
purpose of preventing his talking on serious matters. 
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‘‘And mine is Tom Thumall, F.KC.S., Licentiate of the 
Universities of Paris, Glasgow, and whilome surgeon of the 
gfood clioDer Hesperus, which you saw wrecked last night. So, 

farewell ! ” 

“ Come over with me, and have some breakfast.” 

Ho, tbanks j you’ll be busy. I’ll screw some out ot old 

bottles here.” 

“ And now,” said Tom Thurnall to himself, as Frank left the 
room, “ to begin life again with an old pen-knife and a pound of 
honeydew. I wonder which of them got my girdle. I’ll stick 
here till I find out that one thing, and stop the notes by to- 
day’s post if I can but recollect them all ; — if I could but stop 
the nugget, too ! ” 

So saying, he walked down into the surgery, and looked 
round. Everything was in confusion. Cobwebs were over the 
bottles, and armies of mites played at bo-peep behind them. 
He tried a few drawers, and found that they stuck fast ; and 
when he at last opened one, its contents were two old dried-up 
horse-balls, and a dirty tobacco-pipe. He took down a jar 
marked Epsom salts, and found it full of Welsh snuff; the 
next, which was labelled cinnamon, contained blue vitriol. The 
spatula and pill-roller were crusted with deposits of every hue. 
The pill-box drawer had not a dozen whole boxes in it; and the 
counter was a quarter of an inch deep in deposit of every vege- 
table and mineral matter, including ends of string, tobacco ashes, 
and broken glass. 

Tom took up a dirty duster, and set to work coolly to clear 
up, whistling away so merrdy that he brought in Heale. 

“ I’m doing a little in the way of business, you see.” 

“ Then you ready are a professional practitioner, Sir, as Mr. 
Headley informs me ; though, of course, I don’t doubt the fact ? ” 
said Heale, summoning up aU. the little courage he had, to ask 
the question with. 

“F.R.C.S. London, Paris, and Glasgow, 
and ascertain the fact. Have been 


union, and to a Brazilian 


Easy enough to write 
edical officer to a poor-law 
an-of-war. Have seen three choleras, 
two army fevers, and yellow-jack without end. Have doctored 
gunshot wounds in the two Texan wars, in one Paris revolution, 
and in the Schleswig-Holstein row ; beside accident practice in 
every country from California to China, and round the world and 
back again. There’s a fine nest of Mr. W eekes’s friend (if not crea- 
tion), Acarus Horridus,” and Tom went on dusting and arranging. 

Heale had been fairly taken aback by the imposing list of 
acquirements, and looked at his guest awhile with considerable 
awe : suddenly a suspicion flashed across him, which caused him 
(not unseen by Tom) a start and a look of seU-congratulatory 
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wisdom. Hg iiGxt darted out of the shop, and returned ^ 

rapidly, rather redder about the eyes, and wiping his mouth with 
tlie back of liis liaiid. 

4 

But, Sir, though, though ” — began he — “ but, of course you 

will allow me, being a stranger — and as a man of business — all I 
have to say is, if — that is to say — ” 

You want to know why, if I’ve had all these good businesses 
why I haven’t kept them ? ” ’ 

“ Bx — actly,” stammered Heale, much relieved. 

“ A very sensible and business-like question : but you needn’t 

have been so delicate about asking it as to want a screw before 
beginning.” 

“iUi, you’re a wag, Sir,” keckled the old man. 

“ I’ll tell you frankly ; I have an old father. Sir,— a gentleman, 

and a scholar, and a man of science ; once in as good a country 

practice as man could have, till, God help him, he went blind. 

Sir — and I had to keep him, and have still. I went over the 

world to make my fortune, and never made it; and sent him 

home what I did make, and little enough too. At last, in my 

despair, I went to the diggings, and had a pretty haul — I needn’t 

say how much. That matters little now ; for I suppose it’s at 

the bottom of the sea. There’s my story. Sir, and a poor one 

enough it is,— for the dear old man, at least.” And Tom’s 

voice trembled so as he told it, that old Heale believed every 

word, and, what is more, being — like most hard drinkers — not 

unused to the melting mood,” wiped his eyes fervently, and 

went off for another drop of comfort ; while Tom dusted and 

arranged on, till the shop began to look quite smart and business- 
like. 

How, Sir ! when the old man came back — “business is 

business, and beggars must not be choosers. I don’t want to 

meddle with your practice ; I know the rules of the profession : 

but^ if you’ll let me sit here, and mix your medicines for you, 

you’ll have the more time to visit your patients, that’s clear,” — n 

and, perhaps (thought he), to drink your brandy-and- water, — 

“ and when any of them are poisoned by me, it will be time to kick 

me out. All I ask is, bed and board. Don’t be frightened for 

your spirit-bottle I can drink water ; I’ve done it many a time, 

for a week together, in the prairies, and been thankful for a 
half-pint in the day.” 

“ But, Sir, your dignity as a — ” 

^Fiddlesticks for dignity ; I must live, Sir. Only lend me a 
couple of sheets of paper and two queen’s heads, that I may tell 
my friends my whereabouts,— and go and talk it over with Mrs. 
Heale. We must never act without consulting the ladies.” 

That day Tom sent off the following epistle : — 
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Chaeleb Shuter, Esq., M.D. 

T .rvrkt1f\^Y 


« Dear Charley, — 

‘ 1 do adjure thee, by old pleasant days, 

Quaxtier Latin, and neatly-shod ^settes, 

By all our wanderings in quaint by-ways, ^ 

' By ancient frolics, and by ancient debts, ’ 

« Go to the United Bank of Australia forthwith, and stop the 
notes whose numbers — all, alas ! which I can recollect are 
enclosed. Next, lend me five pounds. Next, send me down, as 
quick as possible, five pounds’ worth of decent drugs, as per list ; 

and if you can borrow me one — a tolerable microscope, and a 

few natural history books, to astound the yokels here with : for 
I was shipwrecked here last night, after all, at a dirty little 
west-country port, and what’s worse, robbed of all I had made at 
the diggings, and start fair, once more, to run against cruel Dame 
Fortune, as Colson did against the Indians, without a shirt to my 
back. Don’t be a hospitable fellow, and ask me to come up and 
camp with you. Mumpsimus’s and all old faces would be a 
great temptation : but here I must stick till I hear of my money, 
and physic the natives for my daily bread.” 


To his father he wrote thus, not having the heart to tell the 
truth : — 


“ To Edward Thurnall, Esq., M.D., WhMmry. 


My Dearest old Father, — I hope to see you again in a few 
weeks, as soon as I have settled a Uttle business here, where I 
have found a capital opening for a medical man. Meanwhile 
let Mark or Mary write and tell me how you are — and for 
sending you every penny I can spare, trust me. I have not had 
all the luck I expected; but am as hearty as a bull, and as 
merry as a cricket, and fall on my legs, as of old, like a cat. 1 
long to come to you ; but I mustn’t yet. It is near three years 
since I had a sight of that blessed white head, which is the only 
thing I care for under the sun, except Mark and little Mary — 
big Mary I suppose she is now, and engaged to be married to 
some ‘bloated aristocrat.’ Best remembrances to old Mark 
Armsworth. 

“ Your affectionate son, 

u T T ” 


“ Mr. Heale,” said Tom next, “ are we Whigs or Tories here?” 
“ Why — ^ahem, Sir, my Lord Scoutbush, who owns most here- 
ftbouts, and my Lord Minchampstead, who has bought Carcarrow 
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ry old Wbiff non n P.vin-n a "k 


TVfv* rrn''i ’ uutu ui mem: DUl 

]VIr. Trebooze, of 1 rebooze, he, again, thorough-going Tory— verv 

man'I^Sh— ’’ of his health ; so you see as a medical 

“Wiich IS the liberal paper i Tliis one? Very frood ’■ 

nd Tom wrote off to the liberal paper that evening a letter 
wlHch bore fruit ere the week’s end, in the shap^e of 6^ 
columns, headed thus : ^ 

WRECK OP THE “ HESPERUS.” 

trnnllol . totalled account of tliis lamentable cataa- 

troplie has been kindly contributed by the graphic pen of the 

only survivor, Thomas Thurnall, Esquire, F.RC.S &c &c &c 

late surgeon on board the ill-fated vessel.” Which five columns 

not only jiiit a couple of guineas into Tom’s pocket, but as he 

11 tended they should, brought liim before the public’ as an 

interesting personage, and served as a very good advertisement 

to the practice which Tom had already estabUshed in fancy 

Lieutem^!fl"°tlT'-^‘^ lo“g, however, before the Coastguard 

H “gain to the shore. ® 

night /’’’ ® last 

I cim tlicit folloWj^^ snys Xoiii,- 

qmcJfenS.” 

^ occasion to learn Sir” sav^ Tmn 

Can I prescribe for you this morninc^ ? ” ’ ’ ‘ ^ 

at it Lieutenant, laugiiiiig. “ Catch me 

and IS blowing dead on ; and, with this tide, w^e slmll have 
a good deal on shore. So, if you’re strong enough-” 

strong enough to do my duty,” said Tom. 
enoimh for dilv ^ sentiment, young man. Always strong 

tell me about this business?” ’ 

It was a sad story; but no sadder than hundreds beside 

b^K^jrrhei^^^ ‘h" h^^ ^ 

a hdU but'iinmanageable'^ ha^tri^ed'^during 

burst on them with fresh finy from the south-Lst, with .^ry 




flotsom, jetsom, and laoend. 


76 


heavy rain and fog ; had passed a light in the night, wmcn tney 
took fox Scilly, but which must have been the Longships ; 
still fancied that they were safe, running up Channel witli a wide 
Wh. when, about sunset, the gale had chopped again to north 

-and Tom knew no more. “ I was standing on the poop 
\‘\£k /»nnf.Qi'n ahniif. tp.n o’clock. The last words he said to 


w 

west ; 


with the captain about ten o cIock. ^ 

me were,— ‘ If this lasts, we shall see Brest harbour to-morrow, 

when she struck, and stopped dead. I was chucked clean off 

the poop, and nearly overboard ; but brought up in the mizen 

rigging. Where the captain went, poor fellow. Heaven alone 

knows j for I never saw him after. The mainmast went like 

a carrot. The mizen stood. I ran round to the cabin-doors. 

There were four men steering ; the wheel had broke out of the 

poor fellows’ hands, and knocked them over, broken their 

limbs, I believe. I was stooping to pick them up, when a sea 

came , into the waist, and then att, w ashing me in through the 

saloon-doors, among the poor half-dressed women and children. 

Queer sight. Lieutenant ! I’ve seen a good many, but never 

worse than that. I bolted to my cabin, tied niy notes and gold 

round me, and out again.” 

“Didn’t desert the poor things?” 

“ Couldn’t if I’d tried ; they clung to me like a swarm of 
bees. ’Gad, Sir, that was hard lines ! to have all the pretty 
women one had waltzed with every evening through the Trades, 
and the little children one had been making playthings for, 
holding round one’s knees, and screaming to the doctor to save 
them. And how the * ^ * was I to save them. Sir ? ” cried 

Tom, with a sudden burst of feeling, which, as in so many 
Englishmen, exploded in anger to avoid melting in tears. 

“ Ought to be a law against it. Sir,” growled the Lieutenant ; 
“ against women-folk and children going to sea. It’s murder 
and cruelty. I’ve been wrecked, scores of times ; but it was 
with honest men, who could shift for themselves, and if they 
were drowned, drowned; but didn’t screech and catch hold — I 
couldn’t stand that ! Well ? ” 

“Well, there was a pretty little creature, an officer’s widow, 
and two children. I caught her under one arm, and one of the 
children under the other ; said — ‘ I can’t take you all at once ; 
I’ll come back for the rest, one by one.’ — Not that I believed 
it ; but anything to stop the screaming ; and I did hope to put 
some of them out of the reach of the sea, if I could get them 
forward. I knew the forecastle was dry, for the chief officer 
was firing there. You heard him ? ” 

“ Yes, five or six times ; and then he stopped suddenly.” 

“He had reason. — ^We got out. I could see her nose up in 
the air fortv feet above us. covered with fore-cabin passengers. 
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dy and the children unward 


- * Heaven knows 

how ; for the sea was breaking over us very sharp — till we were 


mainmast stump, and holding on by the wreck 


1 


leic me snip stagger as il a whale had struck her, and heard 

a roar and a swish behind me, and looked back — ^just in time to 

see mizen, and poop, and all the poor women and children in 

it, go bodily, as if they liad been shaved off with a knife. I 

suppose that altered her balance ; for before I could turn again 

she dived forward, and then rolled over upon her beam ends to 

leeward ^ and I saw the sea walk in over her from stem to 

Btern like one wliite waU, and I was waslied from my hold and 
it was all over.” * 

“ What became of the lady 1 ” 

“I saw a white thing flash by to leeward ; — what’s the use of 
asking ? ” 

“ But the cliild you held ? ” 

“ I didn’t let it go till there was good reason,” 

“Eh?” 


Tom tapped the points of his fingers smartly against the side 

of liis liGadj and tlien went on, in tlie same cynical drawl, wliich 
he had affected throughout ; — 

I heard that against a piece of timber as we went over- 
board. And, as a medical man, I considered after that, that I 

had done my duty. Pretty little boy it was, just six years old : 
and such a fancy for drawing.” 

The Lieutenant was quite puzzled by Tom’s seeming non- 
chalance. 

“What do you mean. Sir? Did you leave the child to 
perish ? ” 

^ ^ Confound you. Sir ! If you will have plain English, here 

it IS. I tell you I heard the child’s skull crack like an egg- 
shell ! There, let’s talk no more about it, or tlie whole matter. 
Its a bad business, and I’m not answerable for it, or you either; 
so let’s go and do what we are answerable for, and identify ” 

Sh ! you will be so good as to recollect,” said the Lieu- 
tenant, with ruffled plumes. 

“ I do ; I do ! I beg your pardon a thousand times, I’m sure, 

for bemg so rude : but you know as well as I, Sir, there are 

a good many things in the world which won’t stand too much 
thinking over ; and last night was one,” 

“ Very true, very true ; but how did you get ashore ? ” 

“ I get ashore ? Oh, well enough 1 Why not ? ” 

Gad, Sir, you were near enough being drowned at last : 
only that grrl’s pluck saved you.” 

here I am, as I knew I 
should be when I first struck out from the ship.” 
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“Knew ! — that is a bold word for mortal man at sea.” 

“ I suppose it is : but we doctors, you see, get into the way of 
looking at things as men of science ; and the ground of science 
is experience , and, to judge from experience, it takes more to 
kill me than 1 have yet met with. If I had been going to bo 

snuffed out, it would have happened long ago.” 

“ Hum ! It’s well to carry a cheerful heart ; but the pitcher 

goes often to the well, and comes home broken at last.” 

“ I must be a gutta-percha pitcher, I think, then, or else — 

‘ There’s a sweet little cherub who sits up aloft,’ &c. 


as Dibdin has it. Now, look at the facts yourself, Sir,” con- 
tinued the stranger, with a recklessness half true, half assumed 
to escape from the malady of thought. “ I don’t want to boast, 
Sir ; I only want to show you that I have some practical reason 
for wearing as my motto — ‘ Never say die.’ I have had the 
cholera tmee, and yellow-jack beside ; five several times I have 
had bullets through me ; I have been bayoneted and left for 
dead ; I have been shipwrecked three times — and once, as now, 
I was the only man who escaped j I have been fatted by 
savages for baking and eating, and got away with a couple 
of friends only a day or two before the feast. One really narrow 
chance I had, which I never expected to squeeze through : 
but, on the whole, I have taken full precautions to prevent its 
recurrence.” 

“ What was that, then ? ” 

“ I have been hanged. Sir,” said the Doctor quietly. 

“ Hanged ? ” cried the Lieutenant, facing round upon his 
strange companion with a visage which asked plainly enough — 
“You hanged? I don’t believe you; and if you have been 
hanged, what have you been doing to get hanged 1 ” 

“You need not take care of your pockets. Sir, — iieithp\ 
robbery nor murder was it wliich brought me to the gallows ; 
but innocent bug-hunting. The fact is, I was caught by a party 
of Mexicans, during the last war, straggling after plants and 
insects, and hanged as a spy. I don’t blame the fellows : I 
had no business where I was ; and they could not conceive 
that a man would risk his life for a few butterflies.” 

“ But if you were hanged. Sir — ” 

“ Why did I not die ? — By my usual luck. The fellows were 
clumsy, and the noose would not work; so that the Mexican 
doctor, who meant to dissect me, brought me round again ; and 
Being a freemason, as I am, stood by me, — got me safe off, and 
cheated the devil.” 


The worthy Lieutenant wallced on in silence, stealing furtive 
glances at Tom, as if he had been a guest from the other world. 
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disbelieving 


He had seen, ds 


u JJ.O jjau euen, gfs 

most old navy men, so many strange things happen, that he 
was prepaved to give credit to any tale when told, as Tom’s was 
With a straightforward and unboastful simplicity. * 

“ Til™ lives the girl who saved you,” said he,’ as they passed 
Grace biarvey’s door. j i' 

“ Ah ? I ought to call and pay my respects.” 

But Grace was not at home, d'he 'wreck had emptied the 
scliool ; and Grace liad gone after her scholars to the beach. 

\V e couldn’t keep her away, Aveak as she Avas,” said a neiuh- 
^hore ” ^leard the poor corpses were coming 

Hum ! said Tom. “ True woman. Quaint,— that appetite 
for horrors the sweet creatiu'cs have. Did you ever see a man 
hanged, Lieutenant?— bfo ? If you had, you would have seen 
two women m the crowd to one man. Can you make out the 

philosophy of that?” 

a they like it, as some people do hot iicppers.” 

Or donkeys thistles find a little pain pleasant ! I had a 
patient once m Trance, who read Dumas’ ‘ Crimes Celebres’ all 
the week, and the ‘ Vies dcs Saints’ on Sundays, and both, as 
ai as cou c see oi just tlio same purpose, — to see how mise- 

coulVw^ pinching and pulling they 

So Vidked on, along a sheep-path, and over the Siiiu', and 
lown to the Cove. ^ 

It was such a morning as often follows a gale, when the great 
imament stares down upon the ruin vdiicli it has made, bright, 
and clear and bold; and seems to say, with shameless smile,— 
heie, I have done it; and am as merry as ever after it all !” 
Bom^ith a cloudless sky, tlio breakers, still grey and foul from 
Die tempest, were tumbling m before-?i cold nortliern breeze. 
Halt a mile out at sea, the rough backs of the Chough and Crow 

in tlio foam. At their feet, the rocks 
and shingle of the Covo were alive with liuinan beings— groups 

of woinen and children clustering round a corpse or a chest • 

sailors, knee-deep in the surf, hauling at tloating spars and ropes; 

oil-skuined coast-guardsmen ])acjng up and down in charge of 

farmers’ men, uho had hurried down from 
snl Jl ^ about on tlie top of the cliff, looking 

wffh P under: and yet half afraid to mingle 

with the sailm-s below, who looked on tliem as an inferior race 

and refused m general, to intermarry witli them. 

partv''onwrflf 'd>iuion ; for as a 

to the heach, he 
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“Ehl you won’t?” and out rattled from its scabbard the old 
worthy’s sword. “ Come back, I say, you^ loafing, miching, 
wrecking crow-keepers; there are no pickings for you here. 
Brown, send those fellows back with the bayonet. None but 
blue-jackets allowed on the beech !” And the labourers go up 

again, grumbling. 

“ Can’t trust those landsharks. They’ll plunder even the rings 
off a corpse’s fingers. They think every wreck a godsend. I’ve 
known them, after they’ve been driven off, roll great stones over 
the cliff at night on the coast-guard, just out of spite ; while 
these blue-jackets here — I can depend on tliem. Can you tell 
me the reason of that, as you seem a bit of a philosopher ?” 

“It is easy enough; the sailors have a feUoAv-feoling with 
sailors, and the landsmen have none. Besides, the sailors are 
finer fellows, body and soul; and the reason is that they have 
been brought up to face danger, and the landsmen haven’t.” 

“Well,” said the Lieutenant, “unless a man has been taught 
to look death in the face, he never will grow up, I believe, to be 
much of a man at all.” 

“ Danger, my good Sir, is a better schoolmaster than all your 
new model schools, diagrams, and scientific apparatus. It made 
our forefathers the masters of the sea, though they never heard 
of popular science ; and I dare say couldn’t, one out of ten of 
them, spell their own names.” 

This sentiment elicited from the Lieutenant a grunt of appro- 
bation, as Tom intended that it should do ; shrewdly arguing 
that the old martinet was no friend to the modern superstition, 
that all which is required to cast out the devil is a smattering of 
the ’ologies. 

“Will the gentleman see the corpses ?” asked Biwvn; “we 
have fourteen already;” — and he led the way to where, along 
the shingle at high-water mark, lay a ghastly row, some fearfully 
bruised and mutilated, cramped together by the death agony; 
others with the peaceful smile which showed that they had sunk 
to sleep in that strange water-death, amid a wilderness of pleasant 
dreams. Strong men lay there, little children, women, whom 
the sailors’ wives had covered decently vnth cloaks and shawls ; 
and at their heads stood Grace Harvey, motionless, with folded 
hands, gazing into the dead faces ■with her great solemn eyes. 
Her mother and Captain Willis stood by, watching her mth a 
sort of superstitious awe. She took no notice either of Thuinall 
or of the Lieutenant, as^the doctor identified the bodies one by 
one, without a remark which indicated any human emotion. 

“ A very sensible man, Willis,” said the Lieutenant, apart, as 
Tom knelt awhile to examine the crushed features of a sailor ; 
and then looking up, said simply, — 
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Cause of death, contu< 


“James Macuillivr 

sions ; probably by the fall of the mainmast.” 

it A „ VI ^ 

Talked like a 


V j wi^^xx O 0 ut/al U1 

his eyes open ; but a terrible hard-plucked one. 

Vkr\rfcl^ 4“/^ nil 4>V. -1 ji ^ -w ^ * 

hanged if I don’t think 


a tl^y-two pound shot under his ribs instead 01 a neart ~ 

-Doctor ThimnaU, that is Miss Harvey,— the young person who 
saved your life last night.” B 1 wno 

^ Tom rose took off Ms hat (Frank Headley's), and made her 
a bow, of which a,n ambassador need not have been ashamed. 

1 am exceedingly shocked that Miss Harvey should have 
run so much danger for anything so worthless as my life. ” 

thougMs°°^^*^ ** answered, not him, hut her own 

Strange, is it not, that it was a duty to pray for all these 

ge 2 m::’ tt^Mg“yo?r‘^ 

histte: bMfhinI rri:i^“® 

iieavens, what a beautiful creature ! ” said Tom to 

n it was; and he was aware of it.^ He 

h^sP^f"^ passions, his intrigues, in past years, and prided 

W 0^r‘llT’ bf having Ired 

ner own lile lor his, raised in him a feeling of chivalrous awA 

M u’ e^r called up. 

but Sk“’ bM W ’ nothing 

that you have done a noble and heroic action.” ® 

bbe looked at him very steadfastly, blushiim still Thuriiall 
M b .'™« (“t least, while Ms face° was in the state 

lelrdr a hidden in a sdky-bmwn 

Zd on hH “ - h-h as a msetTud 

uresT' " • ®®®*des, by some blessed LmlTw fte 

do MmZb° ^ ““y human being is to go’ aid 

MtereTt M 1 therefore Grace had already a tender 

AM In d W»s tw had saved her, but she Mm. 

, hat a strange new ©motion nassed tli rmicrVi 
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iieart also, though so little understood by her, that she j 
it forthwith into words. 

“ You might repay me,” she said, in a sad and tender tone. 
“ You have only to command me,” said Tom, wincing a lit 
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as the words passed his lips. 

Then turn to God, now iu the day of his 


Unless 


you have turned to him already ? ” i, i 

One glance at Tom’s rising eyebrows told her what he thought 


upon those matters. ^ ^ 

She looked at him sadly, lingeringly, as if conscious that she 

ought not to look too long, and yet unable to withdraw her 

eyes. — “ Ah ! and such a precious soul as yours must be ; a 

precious soul- — all taken, and you alone left ! God must have 

high things in store for you. He must have a great work for 

you to do. Else, why are you not as one of these ? Oh, think ! 

where would you have been at this moment if God had dealt 

with you as with them ? ” 

“ Where I am now, I suppose,” said Tom quietly. 

“ Where you are now ^ ” 

“ Yes j where I ought to be. I am where I ought to be now. 
r suppose if ‘ I had found myseK anywhere else this morning, 
I should have taken it as a sign that I was wanted there, and 


not here.” 

Grace heaved a sigh at words which were certainly startling. 
The Stoic optimism of the world-hardened doctor was new and 

frightful to her. 

“ My good Madam,” said he, “ the part of Scriptui’e wliich I 
appreciate best, just now, is the case of poor J ob, where Satan 
has leave to rob and torment him to the utmost of his wicked 
will, provided only he does not touch his life. I wish,” he went 
on, lowering his voice, “ to tell you something which I do not 
wish publicly talked of; but in which you may help me. I 
had nearly fifteen hundred pounds about me when I came 
ashore last night, sewed in a belt round my waist. It is gone. 
That is alL” 

Tom looked steadily at her as he spoke. She turned pale^ 
red, pale again, her Ups quivered ; but she spoke no word. 

“ She has it, as I Uve ! ” thought Tom to himself. ‘“Frailty, 
thy name is woman ! ’ The canting, Uttle, methodistical hum- 
bug ! She must have sUpped it off my waist as I lay senseless. 
I suppose she means to keep it in pawn, tUl I redeem it by 
marrying her. Well, I might take an ugUer mate, certainly ; 

"T)ut when I do enter into the bitter bonds of matrimony, I 
should like to be sure, beforehand, that my wife was not a 
thief ! ” 

Why, then, did not Tom, if he were so very sure of Grace’s 

« G 
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having the bolt, charge her with the theft? Because he had 
found out already how popular she was, and was afraid of 
nioroly inalcing himself un}mpular ; because, too, he took for 
ornnh'd that udiosoevt'r liad his belt, had liidden it already 
I'loyond the reach of a searcli warrant; and, because, after all 
an honouraldc sliamo restrained him. It would be a poor 
return to the woman who liad saved liis life to charge her with 
theft the next morning ; and more, there was something about 
that girl’s face which had made him feel that, if he had seen 
her put the belt into her pocket before his eyes, he could not 
have found the heart to have sent her to gaol. “ No ! ” thought 
he ; “ I’ll get it out of her, or whoever has it, and stay here till 
I do get it. One place is as good as another to me.” 

But what was Grace saying 1 

She had turned, after two or three minutes’ astonished silence, 
to her mother and Captain Willis — 

“Belt! INlother 1 Uncle! AW i at is this ? The gentleman has 
lost a belt I” 

“ Dear me ! — a belt ? Well, child, that’s not much to grieve 
over, when the Lord has spared his life and soul from the pit !” 
said her mother, somewhat testily. 

“ You don’t understand. A belt, I say, full of money — fifteen 
hundrcal pounds ; he lost it last night. Uncle ? Speak, quick ! 
Did }mu see a belt ?” 

Willis shook his liead meditatively. “I don’t, and yet I do, 
and yet I don’t again. My brains wore well-nigh washed out of 
me, I know. However, Sir, I’ll think, and talk it over with 


you too ; for if it be in the village, found it ought to bo, and 
will be, with God’s help.” 

“Found?” cried Grace, in so high a key, that Tom entreated 
her to culm herself, and not make the matter public, — “Found? 
yes ; and shall be hmnd, if there be justice in heaven. Shame, 
tliat west-country folk should turn robbers and wreckers ! JMa- 
riners, t(M'>, and maiiners’ wives, who should be praying for those 


who are vandering far aAvay, each man with his life in his hand I 


Ah, what a world ! When avLLI it end ? soon, too soon, when 


west-country folk rob shipwrecked men ! But you will find your 
bolt ; yes, Sir, you Avill find it. Wait till you have learnt to do 
Avithout it. Man does not live by broad alone. Do you t hin k 
he lives by gold ? Only be patient ; and Avhen you are Avorthy 
of it, you shall find it again, in the Lord’s good time.” 

To the doctor this seemed a mere burst of jargon, invented for 
the purpose of hiding guilt ; and his faith in womankind Avas not - 
heightened Avhen he heard Grace’s mother say, sotto voce to Willis, 
that — “In Avi’ccks, and fires, and such like, a many people com 
plained of having h\st more than ever they had.” 
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** Oh ho ! my old lady, is that the way the fox is gone 1 " 

rn I « I • tl T • 1 - J1 1 


quoth Tom to that trusty counsellor, himself ; and began care- 
fully scrutioizing Mrs. Harvey’s face. It had been very handsome : 
it was still very clever : but the eyebrows, crushed together 
downwards above her nose, and rising high at the outer corners, 


indicated, as surely as the restless down-dropt eye, a character 
self-conscious, furtive, capable of great inconsistencies, possibly 


of great deceits. 

“ You don’t look me in the face, old lady ! ” quoth Tom to 


himself “ Verv well ! between vou two it lies : unless 


gentleman implicates himself ^o, in his approaching con- 
fession.” 

Well, weU, you wiQ 
1 . After all. as this 


He took his part at once. 


saying notning more about it. 
s, the loss of a little money is not worth complaining 
en one has escaped with life. Good morning; and 


anks for all 
And Tom i 


tenant. 

Grace looked after him 

turned to her mother. 


“ Let us go home.” 

“ Go home 1 Why there, dear ?” 

“ Let me go home ; you need not come, 
world. Is it not enough to have misery and death, (and she 
pointed to the row of corpses,) but we must have sin, too, 


this 


turn ! Meanness 


she added, in a lower tone. 


and ingratitude too ! ” 


She went homeward ; her mother, in spite of her entreaties. 


accompanied her ; and, for some reason or other, did not lose 
eight of her aU that day, or for several days after. 

Meanwhile, Willis had beckoned the doctor aside. His face 


was serious and sad, and his lips were tremblin 

This is a very shocking business. Sir. Of c( 
the Lieutenant.” 


“ Hot yet, my good Sir.” 
“But-^xcuse mv 


boldness 


back from the rascal, whoever he isl” 


Wait awhile 
But, Sir 




ly reasons, 

for the honour of the place, the matter should be 
lareu up ; and till the thief’s found, suspicion wiU He on a 

^®st, for that matter.” 

Youl” said Tom, smiling. « I don’t know 


honour to speak to ; but you don’t look much Hke a gentleman 

Who wishes for a tnn to Botamr » 


The old man chuckled, and then his face dropped again. 
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“ I’m glad you take the thing so like a man, Sir ; but it is 
really no laughing matter. It’s a scoundrelly job, only fit for a 
Maltce off the Nix Mangeery. If it had been a lot of those 
carter fellows that had carried you up, I could have understood 
it ; wrecking’s born in the bone of them : but for those four 
sailors that carried you up, ’gad. Sir ! they’d have been shot 
sooner. I’ve known ’em from boys ! ” and the old man spoke 
quite fiercely, and looked up ; his lip trembling, and his eye 

moist. . ,, 

“ There’s no doubt that you are honest — whoever is not, 

thought Tom ; so he ventured a further question. 

“ Then you were by all the while 1” 

“ All the while 1 Who more? And that’s just what puzzles 


mo. 




“ Pray don’t speak loud,” said Tom. “ I have my reasons for 
keeping things quiet.” 

“ I tell you, Sir. I held the maid, and big John Beer (Gen- 
tleman Jan they call him) held me ; and the maid had both her 
hands tight in your belt. I saw it as plain as I see you, just 
before the wave covered us, though little E thought what was in 
it ; and should never have remembered you had a belt at all, if 
I hadn’t thought over things in the last five minutes.” 

“ Well, Sir, I am lucky in having come straight to the fountain 
head ; and must thank you for telling me so frankly what you 
knoAv.” 

“Tell you, Sir? What else should one do but tell you? I 
only Avish I kneAV more ; and more I’ll know, please the Lord. 
And you’ll excuse an old sailor (though not of your rank, Sir) 
saying that he wonders a little that you don’t take the plain 

means of knoAving more yourself.” 

“May I take the liberty of asking your name?” said Tom; 
who saw by this time that the old man was worthy of his con- 


fidence. 

“ Willis, at your service. Sir. Captain they call me, though 
I’m none. Sailing-master I Avas, on board of His Majesty’s ship 
Niobe, 84 ; ” and Willis raised his hat Avith such an air, that Tom 
raised his in return. 

“ Then, Captain Willis, let me have five words Avith you apart ; 
first thanking you for haAdng helped to save my life.” 

“ I’m very glad I did. Sir ; and thanked God for it on my 
knees this morning : but you’ll excuse me. Sir, I Avas thinking 
- -and no blame to me — more of saving my poor maid’s life than 
yours, and no offence to you, for I hadn’t the honour of know- 
ing you ; but for her, I’d have been droAvned a dozen times 

over.” 

“No offence, indeed,” said Tom; and hardly knew what to 
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aay next. “ May I ask, is she yoiu- niece ? I heard her call you 
uncle.” 

“ Oh, no — no relation ; only I look on her as n 
thing, haviug no father ; and she always calls me U 
do us old men in the West.” 

“ Well, then. Sir,” said Tom, “ you will answer 
the four sailors having robbed me ? ” 

“ I’ve said it. Sir.” 

“Was any one else close to her when we v 
ashore 1 ” 

“ IS’o one but I. I brought her round myself.” 

“ And who took her home ? ” 

“ Her mother and I.” 


own 


“ Very good, 
hands in it ? ” 


And 


“ No ; I’m sure not.” 

“Was her mother by her when she was lying on the rod 
“ No ; came up afterwards, just as I got her on her feet.” 
“ Humnh ! What sort of a character is her mother 1 ” 


“ Humph ! What sort of a character is her mother 
“ Oh, a tidy, God-fearing person, enough. One 
Bthodist class-leaders, Brianites they call themselves 
Id with them, though I do go to chapel at whiles ; 
) good ones among them ; and I do believe she’s oi 
a’s a little fretful at times. Keens a little shon that 


One of these 
Ives. I don’t 


she s a little fretful at times. Keeps a little shop that don’t pay 

over well ; and those preachers live on her a good deal, I think. 

Creeping into widows’ houses, and maldng long prayers — you 
know the text.” 


“ Well, now. Captain Willis, I don’t want to hurt your 

fee^gs; but do you not see that one of two things I must 

believe, — either that the belt was torn off my waist, and washed 

back into the sea, as it may have been after all : or else 
that—” 

. ^ ** 1^0 you mean that he took it 1 ” asked Willis, in a voice of 

■'such indignant astonishment that Tom could only answer by a 
shrug of the shoulders. 

VTho else could have done so, on your own showing ? ” 

Sir ! said W^ilhs, slowly. “ I thought I had to do with a 
gentleman : but I have my doubts of it now. A poor girl risks 
her life to drag you out of that sea, which but for her would have 
We your body up to lie along with that line there,”— and 

pointed to the ghastly row— “ and your soul gone to give 
in its l^t account — You only know what that would have been 
— iLk^And the first thing you do in payment is to accuse her of 
robbi^ you— her, that the very angels in heaven, I believe, are 

to keep company with ; ” and the old man turned and paced 
the beach m fierce excitement. 


and 
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Captain Willis 


“Til trouble you to listen 


WiEis 


ivilly to me a minute 


ebanicallv 


“ Just because I am a gentleman, I have not accused ber; but 
held my tongue, and spoken to you in confidence. Now, 
perhaps, you will understand why I have said nothing to the 
Lieutenant.” 


Willi 


“ I beg your pardon, Sir. I see now, and Tm sorry if 1 was 
rude ; but it took me aback, and does still. I teU you. Sir,” 
quoth he, warming again, “whatever’s true, — that’s false. You’re 


wrong there, if you never are wrong again; and you’ll say so 
yourself, before you’ve known her a week. No, Sir ! If you 
could make me believe that, I should never believe in goodness 
again on earth ; but hold all men, and women too, and those 


know 


for liars together.” 


What 


Perhaps only what Tom did 


answer. 

“ My good Sir, I wiU say no more. I would not have said 
that much if I had thought I should have pained you so. I 
suppose that the belt was washed into the sea. Why not ? ” 

“ Why not, indeed, Sir % That’s a much more Christian-like 
way of looking at it, than to blacken your own soul before God 
by suspecting that sweet innocent creatui'e.” 

“Be it so, then. Only say nothing about the matter ; and 
beg them to say nothing. If it be jammed among the rocks (as 
it might be, heavy as it is), talking about it will only set people 
looking for it ; and I suppose there is a man or two, even in 
Aberalva, who would find fifteen hundred pounds a tempting 
bait. If, again, some one finds it, and makes away with it, he 
^viU only be the more careful to hide it if he knows that I am on 
the look-out. So just teU Miss Harvey and her mother that I 
think it must have been lost, and beg them to keep my secret. 
And now shake hands with me.” 


“ The best plan, I believe, though bad, is the best,” said 
Willis, holding out his hand ; and he wallced away sadly. His 
spirit had been altogether ruffled by the imputation on Grace’s 
character ; .and, besides, the chances of Thui'iiall’s recovering liis 
money seemed to him very small. 

In five minutes he returned. 


“ If you would allow me, Sii*, there’s a man there of whom I 
should like to ask one question. He who held me, and, after 


that, helped to carry you up ; ” and he pointed to Gentleman 
Jan, who stood, dripping from the waist downward, over a chest 






> 


$ 
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which he had just secured. “ Just let us ask him, off-h^d like, 
whether you had a belt on when he carried you up. You may 
trust him, Sir. He’d knock you down as soon as look at you ; 

but tell a He, never.” 

They went to the giant ; and, after cordial salutations, i om 
propounded his question carelessly, with something Hke a white 

lie. . . , 

“ It’s no great matter ; but it was an old friend, you see, witn 

fittings for my knife and pistols, and I should be glad to find it 
again.” 

Jan thrust his red hand through his black curls, and medi- 
tated while the water surged round his ankles. 

Hever a belt seed I, Sir ^ leastwise while you were in my 
hands. I had you round the waist all the way up, so no one 
„ could have took it off. Why should they 1 And I undressed 
you myself ; and nothing, save your presenoe, was there to get 
off, but jersey and trousers, and a lump of backy against your 

skin that looked the right sort.” 

“ Have some, then,” said Tom, pulling out the honey-dew. 

“ As for the belt, I suppose it’s gone to choke the dog-fisii.” 

And there the matter ended, outwardly at least; but only 
outwardly. Tom had his own opinion, gathered from Grace’s 
seemingly guilty face, and to it he held, and called old WiUis, 
in his heart, a simple-minded old dotard, who had been taken in 
by her hypocrisy. 

And Tom accompanied the Lieutenant on his dreary errand 
that day, and several days after, through depositions before a 
justice, mterviews with Lloyd’s underwriters, and all the sad 
details which follow a wreck. Ere the week’s end, forty bodies 



and more had been recovered, and brought up, ten or twelve at 
a time, to the churchyard, and upon the down, and laid side by 
side in one long shallow pit, where Erank Headley read over 
them the blessed words of hope, amid the sobs of women, and 
the grand silence of stalwart men, who knew not how soon their 
turn might come ; and after each procession came Grace Harvey,, 
with all her Httle scholars two and two, to listen to the funeral 
service; and when the last corpse was buried, they planted 
flowers upon the mound, and went their way again to learn 
hymns and read their Bible — Httle ministering angels to whom, 
as to most sailors’ children, death was too common a sight to 
have in it aught of hideous or strange. 

And this was the end of the good ship Hesperus, and all her 
gaUant crew. 


animal 


be, and ought to be, at times, in our eyes, they never have been 
80, to judge from floods and earthquakes, pestilence and storm. 
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in the eyes of Him who made and loves us all. It is a strange 

fact . better for us, instead of shutting our eyes to it because it 

interferes with our modern tenderness of pain, to ask honestly 
what it means. 


CHAPTER V. 

THE WAY TO WIN THEM. 

So, for a week or more, Tom went on thrivingly enough, and 

became a general favourite in the town. Heale had no reason 

to complain of boarding him; for he had dinner and supper 

thrust on him every day by one and another, who were glad 

enough to have him for the sake of his stories, and songs, and ^ 

endless fim and good-humour. The Lieutenant, above all, took 

the new-comer under his especial patronage, and was paid for 

his services in some of Tom’s incomparable honey-dew. The 

old fellow soon found that the Doctor knew more than one old 

foreign station of his, and ended by pouring out to him his 

ancient wrongs, and the evil doings of the wicked admiral ; all 

of which Tom heard with deepest sympathy, and surprise that 

so much naval talent had remained unappreciated by the unjust 

upper powers ; and the Lieutenant, of course, reported of him 
accordingly to Heale. 

^ “ A very civil spoken and intelligent youngster, Mr. Heale, 
d’ye see, to my mind ; and you can’t do better than accept his 
off jr; for you’ll find him a great help, especially among the 
l&dies, d’ye see. They like a good-looking chap, eh, Mrs. Jones?” 

On the fourth day, by good fortune, what should come ashore 
but Tom s own chest — moneyless, alas ! but with many useful 
matters still unspoilt by salt water. So, all went well, and 
indeed somewhat too well (if Tom would have let it), in the P 

case of Miss Anna Maria Heale, the Doctor’s daughter. 

She was just such a girl as her father’s daughter was likely to 
K , a short, stout, rosy, pretty body of twenty, with loose red 
lips, thwart black eyebrows, and right naughty eyes under them ; 
of which Tom took good heed ; for Miss Heale was exceedingly 
inclined, he saw, to make use of them in his behoof. Let others 
who have experience in, and taste for such matters, declare how 
she set her cap at the dapper young surgeon ; how she rushed 
into the shop witli sweet abandon ten times a-day, to find her 
father ; and, not finding him, giggled, and blushed, and shook 
her shoulders, and retired, to peep at Tom thi'ough the glass door 
which led into the jjarlour ; how slie discovered that the muslin 
curtain of the said door would get out of order every ten minutes ; 
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and at last called Ikir. Thnrnall to assist her in rearranging it } 
how, bolder grown, she came into the shop to help herself to 
various matters, inquiring tenderly for Tom’s health, and girling 
vulgar sentiments about ‘ ‘ absent friends, and hearts left behind ; ” 
in the hope of fishing out whether Tom had a sweetheart or not. 
How, at last, she was minded to confide her own health to Tom, 
and to instal him as her private physician ; yea, and would have 
made him feel her pulse on the spot, had he not luckily found 
some assafoetida, and therewith so perfumed the shop, that her 
“nerves” (of which she was always talking, though she had 
nerves only in the sense wherein a sirloin of beef has them) 
forced her to beat a retreat. 


But she returned again to the charge next day, and rushed 
bravely through that fearful smell, cleaver in hand, as the carrier 
/ set down at the door a hi^e-box, carriage-paid, all the way fi’om 
London, and directed to Thomas ThurnaU, Esquhe. She would 
help to open it ; and so she did, while old Heale and his wife 
stood by curious, — he with a maudlin wonder and awe (for he 
regarded Tom already as an altogether awful and incomprehensible 
“ party ”), and Mrs. Heale with a look of incredulous scorn, as 
if she expected the box to be a mere sham, filled probably mth 
shavings. Eor (from reasons best known to herself) she had 
never looked pleasantly on the arrangement which entrusted to 
Tom the care of the bottles. She had given way from motives of 

prudence, even of necessity ; for Heale had been for the 
greater part of the week quite incapable of attending to his 



business : but black envy and spite were seething in her foolish 
heart, and seethed more and more fiercely when she saw that the 
box did not contain shavings, but valuables of every sort and 
kind — drugs, instruments, a large microscope (which Tom 
delivered out of Miss Heale’s fat clumsy fingers only by strong 
warnings that it would go off and shoot her), books full of prints 
^ of unspeakable monsters ; and finally, a little packet, containing 
not one five-pound note, but four, and a letter which Tom, after 
perusing, put into Mr. Heale’s hands, with a look of honest pride. 

The Mumpsimus men, it appeared, had “ sent round the hat ” 
for him, and here were the results ; and they would send the hat 
round again every month, if he wanted it ; or, if he would come 
up, board, lodge, and wash him gratis. The great Doctor Bellairs, 
Ho^e Physician, and Carver, the famous operator, (names at 
which Heale bowed his head and worshipped,) sent compliments, 
condolences, offers of employment — never was so triumphant a 
testimonial ; and Heale, in his simplicity, thought himself (as 
indeed he was) the luckiest of country doctors ; while Mrs. Heale, 
after swelling and choking for five minutes, tottered into the back 


and 
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As she came round again, Tom could not but overhear a little 
that passed. And this he overheard among other matters : — 

** Yes, Mr. Heale, I see, I see too well, which your natural 
blindness. Sir, and that fatal easiness of temper, will bring you 
to a premature grave within the paupers’ precincts ; and this young 
designing infidel, with his science and his magnifiers, and his 
callipers, and philosophy falsely so called, which in our true 
Protestant youth there was none, nor needed none, to supplant 
you in your old age, and take the bread out of your grey hairs, 
which he Avill bring with sorrow to the grave, and mine Idcewise, 
which am like my XJoor infant here, of only too sensitive sensi- 
bilities ! Oh, Anna Maria, my child, my poor lost child ! which 
I can feel for the tenderness of the inexperienced heart ! My 
Virgm Eve, Avhieh the Serpent has entered into your youthful 
paradise, and you will find, alas ! too late, that you have warmed 
an adder into your bosom !” 

“Oh, Ma, how indelicate!” giggled Anna Maria, evidently 

don’t mind he will hear you, and I 
should never he able to look him in the face again.” And there- 
with slie loolvcd round to the glass door. 

What more passed, Tom did not choose to hear ; for he began 
making all the bustle he could in the shop, merely saying to 
hhnself, — 


not dis^deased. “ If you 


“ That flood of eloquence is S 3 rmptomatic enough : ITl lay my 
life the old dame knows her way to the laudanum bottle.” 

Tom’s next business was to ingratiate himself with the young 
Curate. He had found out already, cunning fellow, that any ex- 
treme intimacy with Headley would not increase his general popu- 
larity ; and, as we have seen already, he bore no great affection 
to “ the cloth ” in general : but the Curate was an educated 
gentleman, and Tom wished for some more rational conversation 
than that of the Lieutenant and Heale. Besides, he was one of 
those men with whom the possession of power, sought at first 
from self-interest, has become a passion, a species of sporting, 
which he follows for its own sake. To whomsoever he met he 
must needs apply the moral stethosco]3e ; sound him, limgs, 
heart, and liver ; tissues under the microscope, and try 

conclusions on him to the uttermost. They might be useful 
hereafter ; for knowledge was power : or they might not. What 
matter? Every fresh sxDecimen of humanity which he examined 
Avas so much gained in general knoAvledge. Very true, Thomas 
Thurnall ; provided the method of examination be the sound and 
the deep one, Avhich Avill lead you down in each case to the real 
hving heart of humanity ; but Avliat if your method be altogether 
a shalloAV and a cynical one, savouring much more of Gil Bias 
than of St. I’aul, grounded not on faith and love for human 
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beings, but on something very like suspicion and contempt 1 
You will be buk too likely, Doctor, to make the coarsest mistakes, 
when you fancy yourself most penetrating j to mistake the mere 
scurf and disease of the character for its healthy organic tissue, 
and to find out at last, somewhat to your confusion, that there 
are more things, not only in heaven, but in the earthiest of the 
earth, than are dreamt of in your philosophy. You have already 
set down Grace Harvey as a hypocrite, and WilHs as a dotard. 
Will you make up your mind in the same foolishness of over- 
wisdom, that Frank Headley is a merely narrow-headed and 
hard-hearted pedant, quite unaware that he is living an inner 
life of doubts, struggles, prayers, self-reproaches, noble hunger 
after an ideal of moral excellence, such as you, friend Tom, never 
yet dreamed of, which would be to you as an unintelligible gibber 
of shadows out of dreamland, but which is to him the only reality, 
the Hfe of life, for which everything is to be risked and suffered ? 
You treat his opinions (though he never thrusts them on you) 
about “ the Church,” and his duty, and the souls of his parish- 
ioners, with civil indifference, as much ado about nothing ; and 
his rubrical eccentricities as puerilities. You have already made 
up your mind to try and put a little common sense into him,” 
not because it is any concern of yours whether he has common 
sense or not, but because you think that it -will be better for you 
to have the parish at peace ; but has it ever occurred to you how 
noble the man is, even in his mistakes ? How that one thought, 
that the finest thing in the world is to be utterly good, and to 
make others good also, puts him three heavens at least above you, 
you most unangelic terrier- dog, bemired aU day long by grubbing 
after vermin ! What if his idea of “the Church” be somewhat 
too narrow for the year of grace 1854, is it no honour to him that 
he has such an idea at all ; that there has risen up before him 
the vision of a perfect polity, a “ Divine and wonderful Order,’ 
linking earth to heaven, and to the very throne of Him who died 
for men ; witnessing to each of its citizens what the world tries 
to make him forget, namely, that he is the child of God himself ; 
and guiding and strengthening him, from the cradle to the grave, 
to do his Father’s work ? Is it a shame to him that he has seen 
that such a polity must exist, that he believes that it does exist , 
or that he thinks he finds it in its highest, if not its perfect form, 
in the most ancient and august traditions of his native land 1 
Tme, he has much to learn, and you may teach him somethin 
of it ; but you will find some day, Thomas Thurnall, that, grant- 
ing you to be at one pole of the English character, and Frank 
Headley at the other, he is as good an En glis hm an as you, and 
can teach you more than you can him. 

The two soon began to pass almost every evening together, 
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pleasantly enough ; for the reckless and rattling manner which 
Tom assumed with the mob, he laid aside with the Curate, and 
showed hiniself as agreeable a companion as man could need ; 
while Tom in his turn found that Headley was a rational and 
sweet-tempered man, who, even where he had made up his mind 
to differ, could hear an adverse opinion, put sometimes in a 
startling shape, without falling into any of those male hysterics 
of sacred hoiTor, which are the usual refuge of ignorance and 
stupidity, terrified by what it cannot refute. And soon Tom 
began to lay aside the reserve which lie usually assumed to 
clergymen, and to tread on ground which Headley would gladly 
have avoided. For, to tell the truth, ever since Tom had heard 
of Grace s intended dismissal, the Curate’s opinions had assumed 
a practical importance in his eyes ) and he had vowed in secret 
that, if his cunning failed him not, turned out of her school 
she should not be. Whether she had stolen his money or not, 
she had saved his life ; and nobody should wrong her, if he 
could help it. Besides, perhaps she had not his money. The 
belt might have slipped off in the struggle j some one else might 
have taken it off in carrying him up j he might have mistaken 
the shame of innocence in her face for that of guilt. Be it as it 
might, he had not the heart to make the matter public, and 
contented himself with staying at Aberalva, and watching for 
every hint of his lost treasme. 

By which it befel that he was thinking, the half of every day 
at least, about Grace Harvey j and her face was seldom out 
of his mind s eye : and the more he looked at it, either in fancy 
or in fact, the more did it fascinate him. They met but rarely, 
and then interchanged the most simple and modest of salu- 
tations ; but Tom liked to meet her, would have gladly stopped 
to chat with her j however, whether from modesty or from a 
guilty conscience, she always hurried on in silence. 

And shel Tom’s request to her, through Willis, to say 
nothing about the^ matter, she had obeyed, as her mother also 
had done, ihat iom suspected her was a thought which never 
Glossed her mind j to suspect any one herself was in her eyes 
a sin ; and it the fancy that this man or that, among the sailors 
who had carried Tom up to Heale’s, might have been capable of 
the baseness, she thrust the tliought from her, and prayed to be 
forgiven for her uncharitable judgment. 

But night and day there weighed on that strange and delicate 
spirit the shame of the deed, as heavily, if possible, as if she 
ersGli had been the doer. Ihere was another soul in dan<^er of 
peiditionj another black spot ol sin, making earth hideous to 
her. The village was disgraced ; not in the public eyes, true : 
ut in the eye of heaven, and in the eyes of that stranger for 
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whom she was beginning to feel an interest 


ore intense than 
Her saintliness 



r> 

V. 


she ever had done in any human being before. 

(for Grace was a saint in. the truest sense of that word) had long 
since made her free of that “ communion of saints ” which con- 
sists not in Pharisaic isolation from “the world,” not in the 
mutual flatteries and congratulations of a self-conceited clique j 
but which bears the sins and carries the sorrows of all around : 
whose atmosphere is disappointed hopes and plans for good, and 
the indignation which hates the sin because it loves the sinner, 
and sacred fear and pity for the self-inflicted miseries of those 
who might be (so runs the dream, and will run till it becomes 
a waking reality) strong, and free, and safe, by being good and 
wise. To such a spirit this bold cunning man had come, stiff- 
necked and heaven-defiant, a “ brand plucked from the burn- 
ing : ” and yet equally unconscious of his danger, and thanMess 
for his respite. Given, too, as it were, into her hands ; tossed 
at her feet out of the very mouth of the pit, — why but that she 
might save him ? A far duller heart, a far narrower imagination 
than Grace’s would have done what Grace’s did — concentrate 
themselves round the image of that man with all the love of 
woman. For, ere long, Grace found that she did love that man, 
as a woman loves but once in her life j perhaps in all time to 
come. She found that her heart throbbed, her cheek flushed, 
when his name was mentioned ; that she watched, almost un- 
awares to herself, for his passing ; and she was not ashamed at 
the discovery. It was a sort of melancholy comfort to her that 
there was a great gulf fixed between them. His station, his 
acquirements, his great connexions and friends in London, (for 
all Tom’s matters were the gossip of the town, as, indeed, he 
took care that they should be,) made it impossible that he 
should ever think of her ; and therefore she held herself excused 
for thinking of him, without any fear of that “ self-seeking,” 
and “inordinate afiection,” and “unsanctified passions,” which 
her religious books had taught her to dread. Besides, he Was 
not “ a Christian.” That five minutes on the shore had told 
her that ; and even if her station had been the same as his, 
she must not be “ unequally yoked with an unbeliever.” 
And thus the very hopelessness of her love became its food 
and strength ; the feeling which she would have checked with 
maidenly modesty, had it been connected even remotely with 
marriage, was allowed to take immediate and entire dominion ; 
and she held herself permitted to keep him next her heart 
of hearts, because she could do nothing for him but pray for 
his conversion . 

And praj^ for him she did, the noble, guileless girl, day and 
night, that he might be converted ; that he might prosper, and 
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Ix'come— -perhaps rich, at least useful ; a mighty instrument in 
some good work. And then she would huild up one beautiful 
castle in the air after another, out of her fancies about what 
such a man, whom she had invested in her own mind with all 
the wisdom of Solomon, might do if his “ talents were sanc- 
tified. ” Then she prayed that he might recover his lost gold— 
when it was good for him ; that he might discover the thief ; 

involve fresh shame and sorrow : that the 

thief, then, might be brought to repentance, and confession, and 

restitution. That was the solution of the dark problem, and 

tor that she prayed; while her face grew sadder and sadder 
day by day. _ 

For a while, over and above the pain which the theft caused 
her, there came — how could it be otherwise ? — sudden pangs of 
regret that this same love was hopeless, at least upon this side 
of the grave. Inconsistent they were with the chivalrous un- 
selfishness of her usual temper ; and as such she dashed them 
trom her, and conquered them, after a Avhile, by a method which 
many a woman knows too well. It was but “one cross more-” 
a natural part of her destiny— the child of sorrow and heaviness 
ot lieart. Pleasure in joy she was never to find on earth ; she 
would find it, then, in grief. And nursing her own melancholy, 
she went on her way, sad, sweet, and steadfast, and lavished 
more care and tenderness, and even gaiety, than ever upon her 

neighbours’ children, because she knew that she should never 
have a child of licr own. 

But there is a tliird damsel, to whom, whether more or less 

engaging than Grace Harvey or Miss Heale, my readers must 

needs be introduced. Let Miss Heale herself do it, with eyes 
lull ol jealous curiosity. 

“ There is a foreign letter for Mr. Tliurnall, marked Montreal, 

and sent on here from Whitbury,” said she, one morning at 

l•rcaJdast,and in a significant tone; for the address was evidently 
111 a woman’s liand. 

+1 nie— ah, yes ; I see, ’ said Tom, taking it carelessly, and 

thrusting it into his pocket. 

Won t you read it at once, Mr. Tliurnall 1 I’m sure you 

must be anxious to hear from friends abroad;” with an emphaefc 

on the word friends. ^ 

“}. '’y® ? sood many acquaintances all over the world, but 

no friends that I am aware of,” said Tom, and went on with 
his breakfast. 


Ah 


Ai’o the 


-hut some people are more than friends. 

Montreal ladies pretty, Mr. Tliurnall ? ” 

“ Don’t knoAV ; for I never was there.” 

Miss Heale was silent, being mystified : and, moreover, not 
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quite sure whether Montreal was in India or in Australia, and 
not willing to show her ignorance. 

She watched Tom through the glass door all the morning to 
^ see if he read the letter, and betrayed any emotion at its con- 
tents : but Tom went about his business as usual, and, as far as 
she saw, never read it at all. 

However, it was read in due time ; for, finding himself in a 
lonely place that afternoon, Tom pulled it out with an anxious 
face, and read a letter written in a hasty ill-formed hand, under- 
scored at every fifth word, and plentifully bedecked with notes 
of exclamation. 




“ Wliat ? my dearest friend, and fortune stiU frowns upon 
you 1 Your father blind and ruined ! Ah, that I were there to 
comfort him for your sake ! And ah, that I were anywhere, 
doing any drudgery, which might prevent my being stiU a 
burden to my benefactors. Hot that they are unldnd ; not that 
they are not angels ! I told them at once that you could send 


me no more money till you reached England, perhaps not then ; 
and they answered that God would send it ; that He who had 


sent me to them would send the means of supporting me ; and 
ever since they have redoubled their kindness : but it is intoler- 


able, this dependence, and on you, too, who have a father to 
support in his darkness. Oh, how I feel for you ! But to tell 
you the truth, I pay a price for this dependence. I must 
needs be staid and sober ; I must needs dress like any Quakeress , 
I must not read this book nor that ; and my Shelley — taken from 
me, I suppose, because it spoke too much ‘ Liberty,’ though, of 
course, the reason given was its infidel opinions — is replaced by 
‘ Law’s Serious Call.’ ’Tis all right and good, I doubt not : but 
it is very dreary ; as dreary as these black fir-forests, and brown 
snake fences, and that dreadful, dreadful Canadian winter which 
is past, which went to my very heart, day after day, like a sword 
^ of ice. Another such winter, and I shall die, as one of my own 
humming-birds would die, did you cage him here, and prevent 
him from fleeing home to the sunny South when the first leaves 
begin to fall. Dear children of the sun ! my heart goes forth to 
them ; and the whir of their wings is music to me, for it tells 
me of the South, the glaring South, with its glorious flowers, 
and glorious woods, its luxuriance, life, fierce enjoyments — let 
fierce sorrows come with them, if it must be so ! Let me take 
the evil with the good, and live my rich wdd life through 
_ agony, like a true daughter of the sun, instead of crys- 

ftUizing slowly here into ice, amid countenances rigid with 
respectability,^ sharpened by the lust of gain ; without taste, 
without emotion, without even sorrow ! Ijet who will be the 
stagnant mill-head, crawling in its ugly spade-cut ditch to turn 
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the mill. Let me be the wild mountain brook ^ 
flashes over the rocks-what if they tear it ?-it leaps the 
neveitheless and goes laughing on its way. Let me go thus, for 

Tr ^ a-^vlnle, let it be like the brook 

Wath the shade of fragrant magnolias and luxuriant vines’ 

^ounT""^^’ meanwhile, in my bosom nothing but the beauty 

Yes, my friend, I can live no longer tliis dull chrysalid life 
m comparison with wliicli, at times, even that past dark dream 
seems tolerable— for amid its lurid smoke were flashes of briaht- 
ness. A slave ? Well ; I ask myself at times, and wliat were 
women meant for but to be slaves 1 Free them, and they enslave 
themselves again, or languish unsatisfied ; for they must love. 

nd what blame to them if they love awliiteman, tjTant thoimh 
he be rather than a feUow-slave ? If the men of our owm race ^ 
wiU claim us, let them prove themselves worthy of us ! Let 
tW exterminate their tyrants, or, failing that, show that 

thei> bod-'" masters of 

before the white like brutes, what wonder if we look up to him 

It worship, or be fetched. Do I not 

l W ^ dream— too beautiful for earth ? 

mv tT ^ ^ answered on 

n ’ Master, I have no wiU but yours ! But that is past— 

that possible for a slave, and even 

These good people bid me forgive my enemies, 
tor them, who have no enemies to forcrive 

^justice, oppression, baseness, cruelty ? Forgive"' the devil, and 
him go m peace, and work his wicked will ? Why have 
ey put into my hands, these last three years, books worthy of 

meTow In divine ; whichTll 

rose aoainst clime men have been called heroes who 

somfwhat Tee t cteek When your English taxed them 

child to ulorv in^^li* ^ teach every school- 

L themselves into the conceit toTSiey 

»iii b.i b. puiibi, „j .,d„, ,b. ,b. 


Forgive ? 


Easy enough 


F orgi ve 
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slave-market, and shame unspeakable, a few years more, till all is 
ready and safe, — for them. Dreamers as well as hypocrites ! 
Wliat nation was ever freed by others’ help ? I have been read- 
ing history to see, — ^you do not know how much I have been 
reading, — and I find that freemen have always freed themselves, 
as we must do ; and as they will never let us do, because they 
know that with freedom must come retribution ; that our 
Southern tyrants have an account to render, which the cold 
K’ortherner has no heart to see him pay. For, after all, he loves 
the Southerner better than the slave ; and fears him more also. 
AVhat if the Southern ' aristocrat, who lords it over him as the 
panther does over the ox, should transfer (as he has threatened 
many a time) the cowhide from the negro’s loins to his ? No ; 
we must free ourselves ! And there lives one woman, at least, 
r' who, having gained her freedom, knows how to use it in eternal 
V war against all tyrants. Oh, I could go down, I think at 
moments, down to New Orleans itself, with a brain and lips of 
fire, and speak words — you IcnoAV how I could speak them — 
which would bring me in a week to the scourge, perhaps to the 
stake. The scourge I could endure. Have I not felt it already 1 
Do I not bear its scars even now, and glory in them ; for they 
were won by speaking as a woman should speak ? And even 
the fire ? — Have not women been martyrs already ? and could not 
I be one ? Might not my torments madden a people into man- 
hood, and my name become a war-cry in the sacred fight? And 
yet, oh my friend, life is sweet ! — and my Little day has been so 
dark and gloomy ! — may I not have one hour’s sunshine, ere 
youth and vigour are gone, and my swift-vanishing Southern 
womanhood wrinkles itself up into despised old age ? Oh, 
council me, — help me, my friend, my preserver, my true master 
now, so brave, so wise, so all-knowing ; under whose mask of 
cynicism lies hid (have T not cause to know it?) the heart of a 
S hero. 

Mari e , ” 


If Miss Heale could have watched Tom’s face as he read, much 
more could she have heard his words as he finished, all jealousy 
woiild have passed from her mind : for as he read, the cjniical 
smile grew sharper and sharper, forming a fit prelude for the 
“ Little fool ! ” which was his only comment. 

“ I thought you would have fallen in love with some lionest 
&rmer years ago ; but a martyr you shan’t be. even if I have to 
send for you hither ; though how to get you bread to eat I don% 
^now. However, you have been reading your book, it seems, — 
clever enough you always were, and too clever j so you could go 
ont as governess, or something. Why, here’s a postscript dated 
three months afterwards ! Ah, I see ; this letter was written 
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last July, in answer to my Australian one. Wliat’s the meaning 
of this And he began reading again. 

“ I wote so far ; but I had not the heart to send it : it was 
so full of repinings. And since then, — must I tell the truth?— ^ 

1 have made a step ; do not call it a desperate one ; do not blame 
me, for your blame I cannot bear : but I have gone on the stage. 
There was no other means of independence open to me ; and I 
had a dream, I have it still, that there, if anywhere, I might do 
my work. You told me that I might become a great actress : I 
have set my heart on becoming one j on learning to move the 
hearts of men, till the time comes when I can teU them, show 

them, in living flesh and blood, upon the stage, the secrets of a 

slave’s sorrows, and that slave a woman. The time has not come 
for that yet here : but I have had my success already, more than I 
coidd have expected ^ and not only in Canada, but in the States. ^ 
I have been at JN'ew York, acting to crowded houses. Ah, ^ 
wlien they applauded me, how I longed to speak 1 to pour out 
my whole soul to them, and call upon them, as men, to . 

jGut that Avill come in time. I have found a friend, who has 
promised to Avrite dramas especially for me. Merely republican 
ones at first ; in AAdiich I can give full vent to my passion, and 
hurl forth the eternal laAvs of liberty, Avhich their consciences 
may — must — at last, apply for themselves. But soon, he says, 

Ave shall be able to dare to approach the real subject, if not in 
America, still in Europe j and then, I trust, the coloured actress 
AAull stand forth as the championess of her race, of all who are 
o])]'>ressed, in every capital in Europe, saA'^e, alas ! Italy and the 
Austria avIio crushes her. I have taken, I should tell you, an 
Italian name. It Avas better, I thought, to hide my African 
taint, forsooth, for awhile. So the Avise JSTeAv Yorkers have 
been feting, as Maria Cordifiamma, the Avhite Avoman (for am 

I not fairer than many an Italian signora ?), Avhom they Avould 
have looked on as an inferior being under the name of Marie 
Lavington : though there is finer old English blood ruling in 
m.y veins, from yoim native Berkshire they say, than in any a 
DoAvn-Easter’s Avho hangs upon my lips. i\ddress me henceforth, 

then, as La Signora Maria Cordifiamma. I am learning fast, by 
the bye, to speak Itaban. I shall be at Quebec till the end of 
the month. Then, I believe, I come to London ; and we shall 
meet once more : and I shall thank you, thank you, thank you, 
once more, for all your marvellous kindness.” 

“ Humph !” said Tom, after a while. “ Well, she is old enough 

to choose for herself. Five-and-tAventy she must be by now. . . . ^ 

As for the stage, I suppose it is the best place for her ; better, at 
least, than turning governess, and going mad, as she would do, over 
h er drudgery and her dreams. But avIio is this friend ? Singing- 
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master, scribbler, or political refugee 1 or perhaps all three toge- 
ther % A dark lot, those fellows. I must keep my eye on him ; 
though it’s no concern of mine. I’ve done my duty by the poor 
^ thing ; the devil himself can’t deny that. But somehow, if this 
play-writing worthy plays her false, I feel very much as if I 
should be fool enough to try whether I have forgotten my pistol- 
shooting.” 


CHAPTER VI. 




AN OLD FOE WITH A NEW FACE. 

“ This child’s head is dreadfully hot ; and how yellow he does 
look ! ” says Mrs. Vavasour, fussing about in her little nursery. 
“ Oh, Clara, what shall I do 1 I really dare not give them any 
more medicine myself ; and that horrid old Doctor Heale is 
worse than no one.” 

“ Ah, Ma’am,” says Clara, who is privileged to bemoan herself, 
and to have sad confidences made to her, “ if we were but in 
town now, to see Mr. Chilvers, or any one that could be trusted ; 
but in this dreadful out-of-the-way place — ” 

“ Don’t talk of it, Clara ! Oh, what will become of the poor 
children ?” And Mrs. Vavasour sits down and cries, as she does 
three times at least every week. 

“But indeed. Ma’am, if you thought you could trust him, 
there is that new assistant — ” 


knows who he is.” 


wreck ? Why 


“ Oh, but indeed. Ma’am, he is a very nice gentleman, I can 
say that ; and so wonderfully clever ; and has cured so many 
people already, they say, and got down a lot of new medicines 
vjfor he has great friends among the doctors in town), and such a 
w^onderful magnifying glass, with which he showed me himself, 
as I dropped into the shop promiscous, such horrible things, 
Ma’am, in a drop of water, that I haven’t dared hardly to wash 
my face since.” 

“ And what good will the magnifying glass do to us ?” says 
the poor little Irish soul, laughing up through its tears. “He 
won’t want it to see how iU poor Frederick is, I’m sure ; but you 
may send for him, Clara.” 

^ “ I’ll go myself, Ma’am, and make sure,” says Clara ; glad 

Ehough of a run, and chance of a chat wdth the young Doctor. 

And in half an hour Mr. Thurnall is announced. 

Though Mrs. Vavasour has a flannel apron on (for she will 
wash the children herself, in spite of Elsley’s grumblings), Tom 
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sees that she is a lady ; and puts on, accordingly, his very belt 
manner, which, as his experience has long since taught him, is no 
manner at all. 

He does his work quietly and kindly, and hows himself out. 

“You will he sure to send the medicine immediately, Mr, 
Tlmrnall.” 

“ I will bring it myself, Madam ; and, if you like, administer 
it. I think the young gentleman has made friends with me 
sufficiently already.” 

“ Tom keeps his word, and is back, and away again to his 
shop, in a marvellously short sjDace, having “ struck a fresh 
root,” as he calls it ; for — 


“ What a very well behaved sensible man that Mr. Thurnall 
is,” says Lucia to Elsley, an hour after, as she meets him coming 
in from the garden, where he has been polishing his “ Wreck.” 
“ I am sure he understands his business ; he was so kind and 
quiet, and yet so ready, and seemed to know all the child’s 
symptoms beforehand, in such a strange way. I do hope he’ll 
stay here. I feel happier about the poor children than I have for 
a long time.” 


“ Thurnall ? ” asks Elsley, who is too absorbed in the “ Wreck ” 
to ask after the children ; but the name catches his ear. 

“ Mr. Heale’s new assistant — the man who was wrecked,” 
answers she, too absorbed, in her turn, in the children to notice 
her husband’s startled face. 

“ Thurnall ? Which Thurnall 1 ” 

“ Do you know the name ? It’s not a common one,” says she, 
moving to the door. 


“ No — not a common one at all ! You said the children were 
not well ? ’ ! 

“ I am glad that you thought of asking after the poor things.” 

“ Why, really, my dear — ” But before he can finish his 
excuse (probably not worth hearing), she has trotted up-stairs 
again to the nest, and is as busy as ever. Possibly Clara 
might do the greater part of what she does, and do it better ; 
but still, are they not her children ? Let those who will call a 
mother’s care mere animal instinct, and liken it to that of the 
sparrow or the spider : shall we not rather call it a Divine in- 
spiration, and doubt whether the sparrow and the spider must 
not have souls to be saved, if they, too, show forth that faculty 
of maternal love which is, of all human feelings, most inexplic- 
able and most self-sacrificing ; and therefore, surely, most hea- 
venly ? If that does not come down straight from heaven, a 
“ good and perfect gift,” then what is heaven, and what the gifts 
which it sends d own ? 

But poor Elsley may have had soUd reasons for thinking more 
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of the name of Thumall than of his children’s health : we will 

hope so for his sake ; for, after sundry melodramatic pacings and 

starts, (Elsley was of a melodramatic turn, and fond of a scene, 

even when he had no spectator, not even a looking-glass ;) besides 

ejaculations of “ It cannot be ! ” “ If ‘it were ! ” “ I trust not ! ” 

“A fresh ghost to torment me !” “ When will come the end of 

this accursed coil which I have wound round my life ? ” and so 

forth, he decided aloud that the suspense was intolerable; and 

enclosing himself in his poetical cloak and Mazzini wide-awake, 

strode down to the town, and into the shop. And as he entered 

it, “his heart sank to his midriff, and his knees below were 

loosed.” For there, making up piUs, in a pair of brown-hoUand 

sleeves of his own manufacture (for Tom was a good seamster, as 

all travellers should be), whistled Lilliburlero, as of old, the Tom 

of other days, which Elsley ’s muse would fain have buried in a 
^thousand Lethes. 

Elsley came forward to the counter carelessly, nevertheless, 
after a moment. “ What "with my beard, and the lapse of time,” 
thought he, “he cannot know me.” So he spoke, — 

“ I understand you have been visiting my children, Sir. I 
hope you did not find them seriously indisposed 1” 

“ Mr. Vavasour ?” says Tom, with a low bow. 

“ I am Mr. Vavasour !” But Elsley was a bad actor, and hesi- 
tated and colored so much as he spoke, that if Tom had known 
nothing, he might have guessed something. 

“ Nothing serious, I assure you, Sir ; unless you are come to 
announce any fresh symptom.” 

Oh, no ^not at all — that is — I was passing on my way to 

the quay, and thought it as well to have your own assurance ■ 
Mrs, Vavasour is so over-anxious.” ^ 

“ You seem to partake of her infirmity, Sir,” says Tom, with 

a smile and a bow. “ However, it is one which does you both 
^ honour. ” 

An awkward pause. 

“I hope I am not taking a liberty. Sir* ; but I think I am 
bound to — ” 

I'e go>“g to say?" thought Elsley to 
mmselt, ieehng very much inclined to run away. 

Thank you for all the pleasure and instruction which your 
writings have given me in lonely hours, and lonely places too. 
rom first volume of poems lias been read by one man, at least 
^ beside wild watch-fires in the Rocky Mountains. ” 

Tom did not say that ho pitched the said volume into the 

river in disgust ; and that it was, probably, long since used up 

as housomatenal by the caddis-baits of those parts,— for doubt- 
less there are caddises there as elsewhere. 
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Poor Elsley rose at the bait, and smiled and bowed in silence. 

“ I have been so long absent from England, and in uttezly 
wild countries, too, that I need hardly be ashamed to ask if yo 
have written anything since ‘The Soul’s Agonies’? No doubt if 
you have, I might have found it at Melbourne, on my way 
homo : but my visit there was a very hurried one. However, 
the loss is mine, and the fault too, as I ought to call it.” 

“Pray make no excuses,” says Elsley, delighted. “I have 
written, of course. Who can lielp Amting, Sir, Avhdo Nature is 
so glorious, and man so wretched ? One cannot but take refuge 
from the pettiness of the real in the contemplation of the ideal. 
Yes, I have written. I will send you my last hook down. 1 
don’t know whether you will lind me improved.” 

“How can I doubt tliat I sliall?” ^ 

9 

Saddened, perhaps ; perhaps more severe in my taste ; ljut a' i 
Avill not talk of tliat. I oavc you a debt, Sh, for having fui- ‘ 
nished me Avith one of the most striking ‘ motifs ’ I over had. 

I mean that mii-acidous escape of yours. It is seldom enough, 
in this dull every-day Avorld, one stumbles on such an incident 
ready made to one’s hands, and needing only to be described as 
one sees it.” 

And the Aveak, vain man chatted on, and ended by telling 
Tom all about his poem of “The Wreck,” in a tone A\diich 
seemed to im])ly that he had done Tom a serious favoui', perhaps 
raised him to immortality, by ])utting him in a book. 

Tom thanked him gravely for tlio said honour, boAved him at 
last out of the shop, and then Amulted back clean over tlie 
counter, as soon as Elsley Avas out of sight, and commenced an 
Indian Avar-dance of frantic cliaracter, accomjianying liimsclf by 
an extemporary chaunt, Avith Avliich tlio name of John Briggs 
Avas frequently intermingled; — 


“ If I don’t know yon, Johnny iny boy, 
In s]iite of all your heard ; 

"Why thou I am a slower fellow, 

Thau over has yet appeared.” 


“ Oil if it Avas but he ! Avliat a card for me ! AVhat a Avorld it 
is for poor honest rascals like me to try a fall Avith ! 


‘ AVhy didn’t I take bad verso to make, 
And call it poetry ; 

And so make up to an earl’s daughter, 
AVdiich was of high degree'/” 

o o 


But 



I am Aviomg i 

o 


ifter all ; no — 1 saw he knew me, 


the humhug ; though he never Avas a humbug, never rose 
above the rank of fool. However, I’ll make assurance doubly 
sure and then — if it pays mo not to teU him I know him I 
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won’t tell >>iTn ; and if it pays me to tell him, I will tell him.. 
Just as you choose, my good Mr. Poet.” And Tom returned to 
his work singing an extempore parody of ‘ ‘ W e met, ’twas in a 
crowd,” ending with — 

“ And thou art the cause of this anguish, my piU-box,” 

in a howl so doleful, that Mrs. Heale marched into the shop, 
evidently making up her mind for an explosion. 

“ I am very sorry, Sir, to have to speak to you upon such a 
subject, but I must say, that the profane songs, Sir, which our 
house is not at all accustomed to them ; not to mention that at 
your^time of life, and in your position, Sir, as my husband’s 
assistant, though there’s no saying (with a meaning toss of the 


ay last,” 


grammar 


“ I had been ex- 


head) how long it 

got into a hopeless knot, she stopped. 

Tom looked at her cheerfully and fixedly, 
pecting this,” said he to himself. “ Better show the old cat at 
once that I carry claws as well as she.” 

“ There is saying, Madam, humbly begging your pardon, how 
long my present engagement will last. It vaU last just as long 
as I hke.” 

Mrs. Heale boiled over with rage : but ere the geyser could 
explode, Tom had continued in that dogged, nas^ Yankee 
twang which he assumed when he was venomous : 

“ As for the songs. Ma’am, there are two ways of making one- 
self happy in this life; you can judge for yourself wliich is 
best. One is to do one’s work like a man, and hum a tune, to 
keep one’s spirits up ; the other is to let the work go to rack 
and ruin, and keep one’s spirits up, if one is a gentleman, by a 
little too much brandy ; — if one is a lady, by a little too much 
laudanum.” 

“ Laudanum, Sir ? ” almost screamed Mrs. Heale, turning pale 
— as death. 

* 

“ The pint bottle of best laudanum, which I had fi'om to^vn a 
fortnight ago. Ma’am, is now nearly empty. Ma’am. I wUl make 
afl&davit that I have not used a hundred drops, or drunk one. I 
suppose it was the cat. Cats have queer tastes in the West, 

i the cat coming down stairs into the 


I believe. 

surgery, once or twice after I was in bed; so I set my door ajar 

a little, and saw her come up again : but whether she had a vial 
in her paws — ” 

“ Oh, Sir !” says Mrs. Heale, bursting into tears. “ And after 
the dreadful toothache which I have had this fortnight, which 
nothing but a little laudanum would ease it ; and at my time of 
life, to mock a poor elderly lady’s infin 
look for this cruelty and outrasre 1 ” 
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“Dry your teai-s, my dear madam,” says Tom, in his most 
winning tone. “ You will always find me the thorough gentle- 
man, I am sure. If I had not been one, it would have been easy 
enough for me, with my powerful London connexions, — though 
I won t bu^ist, — to set up in opposition to your good husband, 
instead of saving him labour in liis good old ago. Only, my dear 

Madtim, how shall I get the laudanum-bottle refilled without the 
Doctor’s — you understand?” 

The M'retched old woman hurried up stairs, and brought him 

down a lialf-sovereign out of her private hoard, trembling like an 
aspen leaf, and departed. 

“ bo — scotched, but not killed. You’ll gossip and lie too. 

^ever trust a laudanum drinker. You’ll see me, by the eye of 

imagination, committing all the seven deadly sins ; and by the 

tongue of inspiration go forth and proclaim the same at the town- 

head. I can’t kill you, and I can’t cui’c you, so I must ciidiiro 

you. AVhat said old Goethe, in all the German I ever cared to 
lecolleet : — 

‘ Der Wallfisch hat doch seine Laus ; 

^luss auch die meiue habeu.’ 


“Now, then, for INIrs. Penberth}^s draughts. I wonder how 
that pretty schoolmistress goes on. If she M'ere but honest, now, 
and had fifty thousand pounds — why then, slie wouldn’t marry 

me ; and so why now, I wouldn’t many she, — as 1113^ native 
Berkshii'e grammar would render it.” 


(MIAPTEK VII. 


LA COIIDIFIAMMA. 


This chapter sliall begin, good reader, with one of those 
startling bursts of “ illustration,” with wdiicli our most popular 
preachers are wont now to astonish and edify their hearers, and 
after starthig witli them at the opening of the sermon from the 
nortli-pole, tlie Crystal Palace, or the nearest cabbage-garden, 
float them safe, upon the gushing stream of oratory, to the safe 
and well-known shores ol doctrinal commonplace, lost in admira- 
tion at the skill ol tlie good man who can thus make all roads 
load, it not to heaven, at least to strong language about its 
opposite. True, the logical sequence of tlieir periods may be, 
like that ol the coming one, somewhat questionable, reminding 
one at moments of Tluellen’s comparison between Macedon and 
Monmouth, Heniy the Pifth and Alexander ; but, in the logic 
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of the pulpit, all’s well that ends well, and the end must needs 
sanctify the means. There is, of course, some connexion or other 
betv/een all things in heaven and earth, or how would the uni- 
verse hold together ? And if one has not time to find out the 
true connexion, what is left but to invent the best one can for 
oneself ? Thus argues, probably, the popular preacher, and fills 
his pews, proving thereby clearly the excellence of his method. 
So argue also, probably, the popular poets, to whose “ luxuriant 
fancy ” everything suggests anything, and thought plays leap-frog 
with thought down one page and up the next, till one fancies 
at moments that they had got permission from the higher powers, 
before looking at the universe, to stir it all up a few times with 
a spoon. It is notorious, of course, that poets and preachers alike 
pride themselves upon this method of astonishing; that the former 
call it, “ seeing the infinite in the finite the latter — “ pressing 
W secular matters into the service of the sanctuary,” and other 
pretty phrases which, for reverence’ sake, shall be omitted. No 
doubt they have their reasons and their reward. The style 
takes ; the style pays ; and what more would you have ? Let 
them go on rejoicing, in spite of the cynical pedants in the 
Satinday Review, who dare to accuse (will it be believed?) these 
luminaries of the age of talking merely irreverent nonsense. 
Meanwhile, so evident is the success (sole test of merit) which 
has attended the new method, that it is worth while trying 
whether it will not be as taking in the novel as it is in the 
chapel ; and therefore the reader is requested to pay special 
attention to the following paragraph, modelled carefully after the 
exordiums of a famous Irish preacher, now drawing crowded 
houses at the West End of Town. As thus : — “ It is the pleasant 
month of May, when, as in old Chaucer’s time, the 


‘ ‘ Smale foules maken melodie, 

That slepen aUe uight with open eye 
So priketh hem nature in their corages. 

Then longen folk to goe on pilgrimages, 

And specially from every shire°s end 
Of Englelond, to Exeter-hall they wend,” 

tdl the low places of the Strand blossom with white cravats, those 
lihes of the valley, types of meekness and humility, at least in tlie 
pious palmer— and why not of similar virtues in the undertaker, 
the concert-singer, the groom, the tavern- waiter, the croupier at 
tlm gaming-table, and Frederick Augustus Lord Scouthush, who, 
white-cravated like the rest, is just getting into his cab at the 
door of the Never-mind-what Theatre, to spend an horn- at Ken- 
smgton before sauntering in to Lady M -’s ball ? 

Why not, I ask, at least in the case of little Scoiitbush ? For 
Guardsman though he be, coming fi'om a theatre and going to 
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a ball, there is meekness and humility in Him at this ru 
as well as in the average of the white-cravated gentlemen mio 
trotted along that same pavement about eleven o’clock this fore- 
noon. Wliy should not his white cravat, like theirs, be held 
symbolic of that fact ? However, Scoutbush belongs rather to 
the former than the latter of Chaucer’s categories ; for a “ smale 
foule ” he is, a little bird-like feUow, who maketh melodie also, 
and warbles like a cock-robin; we cannot liken him to any more 
dignified songster. Moreover, he will sleep all night with open 
eye ; for he will not be in bed till five to-morrow morning ; and 
pricked he is, and that sorely, in his courage ; for he is as 
much in love as his little natiu’e can be, with the new actress. 
La Signora Cordifiamma, of the hTever-mind-what Theatre. 

How exquisitely, now (for this is one of the rare occasions 
in Avliich a man is permitted to praise himself), is established 
hereby an unexpected bond of linked sweetness long drawn out 
between things which had, ere they came beneath the magic 
touch of genius, no more to do 'with each other than this book 
has with the Stock Exchange, AVlio would have dreamed of 
travelling from the Tabard in Southwark to the last new singer, 
via Exeter-hall and the lilies of the valley, and touching en 
passant on two cardinal virtues and an Irish Viscount 1 Eut 
see ; given only a little impudence, and less logic, and hey 
presto ! the thing is done; and all that remains to be done is 
to dilate (as the Kev, Dionysius O’Blareaway would do at this 
stage of the process) upon the moral question which has been so 
cunningly raised, and to inquire, firstly, — how the virtues of 
meekness and humility could be predicated of Frederick Au- 
gustus St, Just, Viscount Scoutbush and Baron Torytown, in 
the peerage of Ireland ; and secondly, — how those -virtues were 
called into special action by his questionably -wise attachment 
to a new actress, to whom ho had never spoken a word in 
his life. 


Fh'st, then, “ Little Freddy Scoutbush,” as his compeers irre- 
verently termed him, was, by common consent of her Majesty’s 
Guards, a “good fellow,” VTiether the St. James’ Street defi- 
nition of that adjective be the perfect one or not, we will not 
stay to inquire ; but in the Guards’ club-house it meant this • 
that Scoutbush had not an enemy in the world, because he 
deserved none ; that he lent, and borrowed not ; gave, and 
asked not again ; envied not ; hustled not ; slandered not ; 
never bore malice, never said a cruel word, never played a 
dhty trick, would hear a fellow’s troubles out to the end, and 
if he could not counsel, at least would not laugh at them, and 
at all times and in all places lived and let live, and was accord- 
iugly a general favourite. His morality was neither better nor 
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worse than, the average of his companions ; but if he was 
sensual, he was at least not base ; and there were fraU. women 
who blessed “ little Freddy,” and his shy and secret generosity, 
from having saved them from the lowest pit. 

Au reste^ he was idle, frivolous, useless : but with those two 
palliating facts, that ho knew it, and regretted it ; and that ho 
never had a chance of being aught else. His father and mother 
had died when ho was a child. He had been sent to Eton at 
seven, where he learnt nothing, and into the Guards at seven- 
teen, where ho learnt less than nothing. His aunt, old lady 
Knockdown, who was a kind old Irish woman, an ex-blue and 
ex-beauty, now a high Evangelical professor, but as worldly as 
her neighbours in practice, had tried to make him a good boy 
in old times : but she had given him up, long before he left 
Eton, as a “ vessel of wrath ” (which he certainly was, with his 
hot Irish temper) ; and since then she had only spoken of him 
with moans, and to him j ust as if he and she had made a com- 
pact to be as worldly as they could, and as if the fact that he 
was going, as she used to tell her private friends, straight to the 
wrong place, was to be utterly ignored before the pressing reality 
of getting him and his sisters well married. And so it befel, 
that Lady Knockdown, like many more, having begun with too 
high (or at least precise) a spiritual standard, was forced to end 
practically in having no standard at all ; and that for ten years 
of Scoutbush’s life, neither she nor any other human being had 
spoken to him as if he had a soul to be saved, or any duty on 
earth save to eat, drink, and be merry. 

And all the while there was a quaint and pathetic conscious- 
ness in the little man’s heart that he was meant for some- 
thing better ; that he Avas no fool, and was not intended to be 
one. He would thrust his head into lectui'es at the Polytechnic 
and the British Institution, with a dim endeavour to guess what 
they were aU about, and a good-natui’ed envy of the clever 
fellows who knew about “ science, and all that.” He Avould sit 
and listen, puzzled and admiring, to the talk of statesmen, and 
confide his woe afterwards to some chum. — “ Ah, if I had had 
the chance now that my cousin Chalkclere has ! If I had had 
two or three tutors, and a good mother, too, keeping me in 
a coop, and cramming me with learning, as they cram chickens 
for the market, I fancy I could have shown my comb and 
hackles in the House as well as some of them. I fancy I could 
make a speech in parliament now, with the help of a little Irish 
impudence, if I only knew anything to speak about.” 

So Scoutbush clung, in a childish Avay, to any superior 
who would take notice of hi m , and not treat him as the fribble 
which he seemed. He had taken to that well-known ai’tist, 
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Claude Mellot, of late, simply from admiration of liis brillismt 
talk about art and poetry ; and boldly confessed that he pre- 
ferred one of Mellot’s orations on the sublime and beautiful, 
though he didn’t understand a word of them, to the songs and 
jokes (very excellent ones in their way) of Mr. Hector Haik- 
away, the distinguished Irish novelist, and boon companion of 
her Majesty’s Life Guards Green. His special intimate and 
Mentor, however, was a certain Major Campbell, of whom more 
hereafter ; who, however, being a lofty-minded and perhaps 
somewhat Pharisaic person, made heavier demands on Scout- 
bush’s conscience than he had yet been able to meet ; for fully 
as he agreed that Hercules’ choice between pleasure and virtue 
was the right one, still he could not yet follow that ancient hero 
along the thorny path, and confined his conception of “duty” 
to the minimum guard and drill. He had estates in Ireland, 
which had almost cleared themselves during his long minority, 
but which, since the famine, had cost hhu about as much as 
they brought him in ; and estates in the West, which, with 
a Welsh slate-quarry, brought him in some seven or eight 
thousand a-year ; and so kept his poor little head above water, 
to look pitifully round the universe, longing for the life of him 
to make out what it all meant, and hoping that somebody would 
come and tell him. 

So much for his meekness and humility in general ; as for the 
particular display of those virtues which he has shown to-day, it 
must be understood that he has given a i)romise to Mrs. Mellot 
not to make love to La Cordiiiamma ; and, on that only con- 
dition, has been allowed to meet her to-night at one of Claude 
Mellot’s petits soupers. 

La Cordifiamma has been staying, ever since she came to 
England, mth the Mellots in the wilds of Brompton ; unap- 
proachable there, as in all other places. In public, she is a very 
Zenobia, who keeps all animals of the other sex at an awful 
distance ; and of the fifty young puppies who are raving about 
her beauty, her air, and her voice, not one has obtained an intro- 
duction ; while Claude, whose studio used to be a favourite 
lounge of young Guardsmen, has, as civilly as he can, closed liis 
doors to those magnificent personages ever since the new singer 
became his guest. 

Claude Mellot seems to have come in to a fortune of late years, 
large enough, at least, for liis few wants. He paints no longer, 
save when he chooses ; and has taken a little old house in one 


of those back lanes of Brompton, where islands of primaeval 
nursery garden still remain undcvoured by the advancing sui-ges 
of the brick and mortar deluge. There he lives, happy in a green 
lawn, and windows opening thereon : in three elms, a nork, an 
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ilex, and a mulberry, with, a great standard pear, for flower and 
foliage the queen of all suburban trees. There he lies on the 
lawn, upon strange skins, the summer’s day, plajdng with cats 
and dogs, and making love to his Sabina, who has not lost her 
beauty in the least, though she is on the wrong side of five-and- 
thirty. He deludes himself, too, into the belief that he is doing 
something, because he is writing a treatise on the “ Principles 
of Beauty;” which will be published, probably, about the time 
the Thames is purified, in the season of Latter Lammas and 
the Greek Kalends ; and the more certainly so, because he has 
wandered into the abyss of conic sections and curves of double 
curvature, of which, if the truth must be spoken, he knows no 
more than his friends of the Life Guards Green. 

To this charming little nest has Lord Scoutbush procured an 
evening’s admission after abject supplication to Sabina, who pets 
him because he is musical, and solemn promises neither to talk 
or look any manner of foolishness. 

“ My dearest Mrs. Mellot,” says the poor wretch, “ I will be 
good, indeed I will ; I will not even speak to her. Only let me 
sit and look, — and — and, — why, I thought you understood all 
about such things, and could pity a poor fellow who was 
spoony.” 

And Sabina, who prides herself much on understanding such 
tilings, and on having, indeed, reduced them to a science in 
which she gives gratuitous lessons to all young gentlemen and 
ladies of her acquaintance, receives him pityingly, in that deli- 
cious little back drawing-room, whither whosoever enters is in 
no hurry to go out again. 

Claude’s house is arranged with his usual defiance of all con- 
ventionalities. Dining or drawing-room proper there is none; 
the large front room is the studio, where he and Sabina eat and 
drink, as well as work and paint : but out of it opens a little 

X room, the walls of which are so covered with gems of art (where 

the rogue finds money to buy them is a puzzle), that the eye can 
turn nowhere without taking in some new beauty, and wandering 
on from picture to statue, from portrait to landscape, dreaming 
and learning afresh after every glance. At the back, a glass bay 
has been thrown out, and forms a little conservatory, for ever 
fresh and gay ^vith tropic ferns and flowers; gaudy orchids 
dangle from the roof, creepers hide the frame-work, and you 
hardly see where the room ends, and the winter-garden begins ; 
and in the centre an ottoman invites you to lounge. It costs 
Claude money, doubtless ; but he has his excuse, — “ Having 
once seen the tropics, I cannot live without some love- tokens 
from their lost paradises ; and which is the wiser plan, to spend 
money on a horse and broughanu which we don’t care to use, 
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aiKl on scramLlin-' into society at the price of one great stupid 
party a year, or to make our little world as pretty as we can, 

and let those who wish to see ns, take us as they hud us ] 

In this “ nest,” as Claude and Sahina call it, sacred to the 

everlasting hilling and cooing of that sweet little pair of human 
love-hirds who have built it, was supper set. La Corditiamma, 
all the more beautiful from the languor produced by the excite- 
ment of acting, lay upon a sofa; Claude attemled, talking 
earnestly; Sabina, according to her custom, was lluUermg m 
and out, and arranging supper with her own hands ; both hus- 
band and ivife were as busy as bees ; and yet any one accustomed 
to watch the little ins and outs of married life, could have seen 
that neither forgot for a moment that the other was in the room, 
but basked and purred, like two blissful cats, each m the sun- 
shine of the other’s presence ; and he could have seen, too, tliat 
La Corditiamma was divining their thoughts, and studying all 
their little expressions, perhaps that she might use them on t le 
stage ; perhaps, too, happy in sympathy with their happiness : 

and yet there was a shade of sadness on her forehead. 

Scoutbush enters, is introduced, and receives a salutation Irom 
the actress haughty and cold enough to check the forwardest; 
nuts on the air of languid nonchalance which is considered (or 
was before the little experiences of the Crimea) fit and proper 
for YOunfT gentlemen of rank and fashion. ^ So he sits down, 

and' feasts his foolish eyes upon his idol, hoping for a 
before the evening is over. Did I not say well, then, that there 
was as much meekness and humility under Scoutbush s white 
cravat as under others 1 But his little joy is soon dashed ; for 
the black boy announces (seemingly much to his own pleasure) a 
tall personage, whom, from his dress and his moustacluo, Scout- 
bush takes for a Frenchman, till he hears him called Stangrave. 
The intruder is introduced to Lord Scoutbush, which ceremony 
is consummated by a microscopic nod on either side ; he then 
walks straight up to La Corditiamma; and Scoutbush sees her 
cheeks fiush as he does so. lie takes her hand, speaks to her m 
a low voice, and sits down by her, Claude making room for him ; 
and the two engage earnestly in conversation. 

Scoutbush is much inclined to walk out of the room ; was 
he broiif^ht there to see that 1 Of course, however, he sits still, 
keeps his own counsel, and makes himself agreeable enough all 
the evening, like a good-natured kinddiearted little man, as he 
is. Wliercby he is repaid ; for the conversation soon becomes 
deep and even too deep for him ; and he is fain to drop out of 
t/he race, and leave it to his idol and to the new-comer, who 
seems to have seen, and done, and read everything in heaven and 
earth, and probably bought everything also ; not to mention that 
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he would bo happy to sell the said universe again, at a very 
cheap price, if any one would kindly take it off his hands. Not 
that he boasts, or takes any undue share of the conversation ; he 
IS evidently too well bred for that; but every sentence shows 
an acquaintance with facts of which Eton has told Scoutbush 
nothing, the barrack-room less, and after which he still craves, 
the good little fellow, in a very honest way, and would soon 
have learnt, had he had a chance ; for of native Irish smartness 
he had no lack. 


“ Poor Flake was half mad about you. Signora, in the stage- 
box to-night,” said Sabina. “ He says that he shall not sleep 
till he has painted you.” 

“ Do let him ! ” cried Scoutbush : “ what a picture he wiU 
make ! ” 

V j> ~ “ He may paint a picture, but not me ; it is quite enougli. 

Lord Scoutbush, to be some one else for two hours every night, 
without going doAvn to posterity, as some one else for ever. If 
I am painted, I will be painted by no’ one who cannot represent 
my very seK.” 

You are right ! ” said Stangrave : “ and you will do the man 
himseK good by refusing ; he has some notion still of what a 
portrait ought to be. If he once begins by attempting passing 
expressions of passion, which is all stage portraits can give, he 
will find them so much easier than honest representations of 
character, that he will end, where aU our moderns seem to do, ir, 
merest melodrama.” 

“ Explain ! ” said she. 

“ Portrait painters now depend for their effect on the mere 

accidents of the entourage; on dress, on landscape, even on broad 

hints of a man’s occupation, putting a plan on the engineer’s 

table, and a roll in the statesman’s hands, like the old Greek 

who wrote ‘ this is an ox ’ under his picture. If they wish to 

give the face expression, though they seldom aim so high, all 

Hihey can compass is a passing emotion ; and one sitter goes down 

to posterity with an eternal frown, another with an eternal 
smile.” 

“ Or, if he be a poet,” said Sabina, “ rolls his eve for ever in a 
fine frenzy. ” 

“ But would you forbid them to paint passion ] ” 

“Not in its place; when the picture gives the causes of the 
passion, and the scene tells its own story. But then let us not 
have merely Hean as Haml et, but Hamlet’s self ; let the painter 

down and conceive for himself a Hamlet, such as Shakspeare 
conceived ; not merely give us as much of him as could be pressed 
at a given moment into the face of Mr. Hean. He will be only 
unjust to both actor and character. H Flake paints Marie as 
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Lady Macbeth, he wi 
but only the single 
coincide.” 

“ How rude ! ” said Sabina, laughing ; what is he doing bur^ 
hinting that La Signora’s conception of Lady Macbeth is a very 
partial and imperfect one ? ” 

“And why should it not be?” asked the actress, humbly 
enough. 

“ I meant,” he answered, warmly, “ that there was more, far 
more in her than in any character which she assumes ; and I do 
not want a painter to copy only one aspect, and let a part go 
down to posterity as a representation of the whole.” 

“ If you mean that, you shall be forgiven. Ho ; when she is 
painted, she shall be painted as herself, as she is now. Claude 
shall paint her.” 

“ I have not known La Signora long enough,” said Claude, 

“ to aspire to such an honour. I paint no face which I have 
not studied for a year.” 

“ Faith !” said Scoutbush, “ you would find no more in most 
faces at the year’s end, than you did the first day.” 

“ Then I would not paint them. If I paint a portrait, which 
I seldom do, I wish to make it such a one as the old masters 
aimed at, — to give the sum total of the whole character ; traces 
of every emotion, if it were possible, and glances of every ex- 
pression wliich have passed over it since it was born into the 
world. They are all here, the whole past and futui’e of the man ; 
and every man, as the Mohammedans say, carries his destiny on 
his forehead.” 

“ But who has eyes to see it ?” 

“ The old masters had ; some of them at least. Raphael had ; 
Sebastian del Piombo had , and Titian, and Giorgione. There 
are portraits painted by them which carry a whole life-history 
concentrated into one moment.” ^ 

“ But they,” said Stangrave, “ are the portraits of men such 
as they saw around them ; natures who were strong for good and 
evil, who were not ashamed to show their strength. Where will 
a painter find such among the poor, thin, unable mortals who 
come to him to buy immortality at a hundred and fifty guineas 
apiece, after having spent their lives in religiously rubbing off 
their angles against each other, and forming their characters, as 
you form shot, by shakmg them together in a bag till they have 
polished each other into dullest uniformity?” 

“ It’s very true,” said Scoutbush, who suffered much at times 
from a certain wild Irish vein, which stirred him up to kick 

e are horribly like each other ; and if a 
poor fellow is bored, and tries to do anything spicy or original, he 


over the traces. “ Peopl 


I give us neither her noi Lady Macbeth ; 
point at which their two characters can 
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has half-a-dozen people pooh-poohmg him down on the score o# 
bad taste.” 

“ Men can bo just as original now as ever,” said La Signora, 
“ if they had but the courage, even the insight. Heroic souls in 
old times had no mere opportunities than we have ; but they used 
them. There were daring deeds to be done then — ai’e there none 
now ? Sacrifices to be made— -are there none now ? 
be redressed — are there none now ? Let any one set his heart, 
in these days, to do what is right, and nothing else ; and it will 
not bo Iciig ere liis brovv u; stamped with all that goes to make 
up the heroical expiession — ^Avitii noble indignation, noble self- 
restraint, great hopes, great sorro%vs; perhaps, even, with the 
print of the martyr’s cidwn of thorns.” 

She looked at Stangrave as she spoke, with an expression 
which Scoutbiish tried in vain to read. The American made no 
answer, and seemed to hang his head awhile. After a minute 
he said tenderly : — 

“ You will tire yourself if you talk thus, after the evening’s 
fatigue. Mrs. Mellot will sing to us, and give us leisure to think 
over our lesson.” 

And Sabina sang; and then Lord Scoutbush was made to 
sing ; and sang his best, no doubt. 

So the evening slipt on, till it Avas past eleven o’clock, and 
Stangiuve rose. “iVnd now,” said he, “I must go to Lady 
M ’s ball ; and Marie must rest.” 

As he went, he just leaned over La Cordifiamma. 

“ Shall I come in to-morrow morning? We ought to read over 
that scene together before the rehearsal.” 

“ Early then, or Sabina will bo gone out ; and she must play 
soiibrette to our liero and heroine.” 

“You wUl rest ? Mrs. Mellot, you will see that she does not 
sit up.” 

“ It is not very polite to rob us of her, as soon as you oannot 
enjoy her yourself.” 

‘ ‘ I must take care of people who do Tiot take cai’e of them- 
selves ; ” and Stangrave departed. 

Great was Scoutbush’s wrath when he saw Marie rise and obev 

orders. “ Who was tliis man ? what right had ho to command 
her?” 

He asked as much of Sabina the moment La Cordifiamma had 
retired. 


Are 


■’s, too ?” 


“ No ; that is, I won’t go yet ; not till you have explained all 
this to me.” 

** Explaiii6d whatl” fiskcd looking si? doinuro bb a 

little brown mouse. 
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“ Why, what did you ask me here for ? '' 

Lord Scoutbush should recollect that he asked himseLf,” 




i u u u«i V eiiomous creature ! ao you think I would h^lr 

come, if X had known that I was to see another Tnan making h 

to her before my very eyes ? I could kiU the feUow who 
IS her ^ 

1 ^ York merchant, unworthy of your aristocratic powder 
and ball. ^ 

^ confounded Yankee muttered Scoutbush. 

If p^ple swear in my house, I fine them a dozen of kid- 

gJoves. Did you not promise me that you would not make love 
to her yourself.” 

but, it is too cruel of you, before my very eyes ” 

“ I saw no love-making to-night.” 

“ None ? Were you blind ?” 

“ Not 111 the least ; but you cannot well see a thing makintr 
which has been made long ago,” 

“ What ! Is he her husband ?” 

“ No.” 

“ Engaged to her ?” 

“ No.” 

“ What then !” 

‘‘ Don’t you know already that this is a house of mysteiw, full 

of mysterious people 1 I tell you this only, that if she ever 

marries any one, she will marry him ; and that if I can, I wiU 
make her. ’ 

u enemy after all.” 

. ^ thinlc that Sabina IVTellot can see a young 

visco^t loose upon the universe, Avithout trying to make up a 
match for him 1 No ; I have such a prize for you, — young 
han^ome, better educated than any woman whom you will meet 
to-mght Irue she is a Manchester girl: but then she has 

(y h T.'rr 4* . n r\ ^ 7) 




pounds 

“Eighty thousand nonsense? 

without a penny 




divine 


“ Aud would my lord viscount so far debase himself as to 
marry an actress ? 

“ Hrmph 1 Faith, my grandmother was an actress : and we 
bt Justs are none the worse for that fact, as far as I can see,— 

f ughor— the women at least. Oh Sabina 

~fr^i;- ^ ™6^— only help me this once ! ” 

tiu.e “y assistance this 

tC; to te viscountesses are 

f. “ “®’ y°'^ woman : you don’t know ; you 

fancy that I am not m love—" and the poor feUow began pourtog 
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out tliese comiuoii-places, wMcb. one has heard too often to take 
the trouble of repeating, and yet which are real enough, and 
pathetic too; for in every man, however frivolous, or even 
worthless, love calls up to the surface the real heroism, the real 
depth of character — all the more deep because common to poet 
and philosopher, guardsman and country clod. 

“ I’ll leave town to-morrow. I’ll go to the Land’s-end, — to 

Norway, — to Africa—” 

“ And forget her in the bliss of lion-hunting.” 

“ Don’t, I tell you ; here I will not stay to bo driven mad. 
Tn fliinlr f.baf. sbfl is bere. and that hateful Yankee at her elbow. 


I’U go—” 

“ To Lady M 


-’s baU 1 ” 


eet that fellow there ! I should 



“No, confound it; to 

quarrel with him, as sure as there is hot Irish blood in my veins. 
The seK-satisfied puppy ! to be flirting and strutting there, while 
such a creature as that is lying thinldng of him.” 

“ Would you have him shut himself up in his hotel, and write 
poetry ; or walk the streets all night, sigliing at the moon ? ” 

“ No ; but the cool way in which he went off himself, and 
sent her to bed. Confound him ! commanding her. It made 
my blood boil.” 

“ Claude, get Lord Scoutbush some iced soda-water.” 

“ If you laugh at me. I’ll never speak to you again.” 

“ Oi buy any of Claude’s pictures ? ” 

“ Why do you torment me so 1 I’ll go, I say, — Cleave town 
to-morrow, — only I can’t with this horrid dep6t work ! Wliat 
shall I do ? It’s too cruel of you, while Campbell is away in 
Ireland, too ; and I have not a soul but you to ask advice of, for 
Valencia is as great a goose as I am;” and the poor little fellow 
buried his hands in his curls, and stared fiercely into the fire, as 
if to draw from thence omens of his love, by the spodomantic 
augury of the ancient Greeks ; while Sabina tripped up and 
down the room, putting things to rights for the night, and en- 
joying his torments as a cat does those of the mouse between 
her paws ; and yet not out of spite, but from pure and simple 
fun. 

Sabina is one of those charming bodies who knows everybody’s 
business, and manages it. She lives in a world of intrigue, but 
without a thought of intriguing for her own benefit. She- has 
always a match to make, a disconsolate lover to comfort, a young 
artist to bring forward, a refugee to conceal, a spendthrift to get 
^ut of a scrape ; and, like David in the mountains, ‘ ‘ every one 

discontented, and every one that is in debt, gather them- 

The strangest people, on the strangest errands, 
tun over each other in that cosy little nest of hers. Fine ladies 


selves to her. 
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v\ith over-M h^rts and seedy gentlemen with over-empty 
pockets jostle each other at her door ; and she has a smile, ^d 
a repartee, and good, cunning, practical vrisdom for each and 
every one of them and then dismisses them to bill and coo with 
blaude, and laugh over everybody and everything. The only 
price which she demands for her services is, to be allowed' to 

be permitted, she will be as busy, and earnest, 
and tender, as Saint Elizabeth herself. “ I have no children of 

my own, she says, “so I just make everybody my children, 

Claude included ; and play with them, and laugh at them, and 

jDct them, and help them out of their scrapes, just as 1 should if 

they Avere in my own nursery.” And so it befalls that she is 

every one s confidant ; and though every one seems on the point 

ot taking liberties with her, yet no one does ; partly because they 

are m her power, and partly because, Hke an Eastern sultana, she 

carries a poniard, and can use it, though only in self-defence. So 

1 great people, or small people either, (who can give themselves 

airs as well as their betters,) take her plain speaking unkindly 

she just speaks a little more plainly, once for all, and goes off 

smilmg to some one else ; as a hummingbii-d, if a flower has no 

honey in it, whirs away, witli a saucy flii-t of its pretty little tail 
to the next brancli on the bush. ’ 

I w this American,” said Scoutbusli, at last. 

W ell, he Avould be very improving company for you : and I 
know you like improving company.” 

“ I mean — wliat has he to do with her ?” 

That is just what I Avill not tell you. One thing I will tell 
you, though, for it may help to quench any vain hopes on your 
part ; and that is, the reason which she gives for not marrying 


“WeU?” 

“ Because he is an idler.” 

What Avould she say of me, then ?” groaned Scoutbush. 

Very true ; for, you must understand, this Mr. Stangrave is 
not Avliat you or I should call an idle man. He has travelled 
o\ er halt the world, and made the best use of his eyes. He has 
filled his house in Hew York, they say, Avith gems of art gathered 
from every coi^try in Europe. He is a finished scholar : talks 
half-a-dozen different languages, sings, draws, Avrites poetry, reads 
hard every day, at every subject, from gardening to German 
metaphysics— affogether, one of the most highly cultivated men 
I know, and quite an Admirable Crichton in his Avsy.” 

“ Then Avhy does she call him an idler!” 

“ Because, she says, he has no great purpose in life. She will 
marry no one who will not devote himseli; and all he has to 
some great, chivabous, heroic enterprise ; Avhose one object is to 
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be of use, even if lie has to saori6.ee his life to it. She says that 
there must be such men still left in the world ; and that if she 
Onds one, him she will marry, and no one else.” 

“ Why, there are none such to he found now-a-days, I 

thought 

“ You heard what she herself said on that very point.” 

There was a silence for a minute or two. Scoutbush had 
heard, and was pondering it in his heart. At last, — 

“ I am not cut out for a hero ; so I suppose I must give her 
up. But I wish sometimes I could he of use, Mrs. Mellot : but 
what can a fellow do ? ” 

“ I thought there was an Irish tenantry to be looked after, my 
lord, and a Cornish tenantry too.” 

“ That’s what Campbell is always saying : but what more can 
I do than I do ? As for those poor Paddies, I never ask them 
^ for rent ; if I did, I should not get it ; so there is no generosity 
in that. And as for the Aberalva people, they have got on very 
well without me for twenty years ; and I don’t know them, nor 
what they want ; nor even if they do want anything, except fish 
enough, and I can’t put more fish into the sea, Mrs. M611ot?” 

“ Try and be a good soldier, then,” said she, laugliing. “ Why 
should not Lord Scoutbush emulate his illustrious countryman, 
conquer at a second Waterloo, and die a duke?” 

“ I’m not cut out for a general, I am afraid ; but if — I don’t 
say if I could marry that woman — I suppose it would be a foolish 
thing — though I shall break my heart, I believe, if I do not. 
Oh, Mrs. Mellot, you cannot tell what a fool I have made myself 
about her ; and I cannot help it ! It’s not her beauty merely \ 
but there is something so noble in her face, like one of those 
Greek goddesses Claude talks of ; and when she is acting, if she 
has to say anytliing grand, or generous — or — you know the sort 
of thing, — she brings it out with such a voice, and such a look, 
^ _ from the very bottom of her heart, — it makes me shudder ; just 
as she did when she told that Yankee, that every one could be a 
hero, or a martyr, if he chose. Mrs. Mellot, I am sure she is 
one, or she could not look and speak as she does.” 

“ She is one !” said Sabina ; “a heroine, and a martyr too.” 

“ If I could, — that was what I was going to say, — if I could 
but win that woman’s respect — as I live, I ask no more ; only 
to be sure she didn’t despise me. I’d do — I don’t know what I 
wouldn’t do. I’d — I’d study the art of war : I know there are 
books about it. I’d get out to the East, away from this depot 
work ; and if there is no fighting there, as every one says there 
W'ill not be, I’d go into a marching regiment, and see service. 

I — hang it, if they’d have me, — I’d even go to the senior 
department at Sandhurst, and read mathematics 1 ” 
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Sabina kept her countenance (though with difficultvl at thk 
magnificent bathos ; “ ' 

in earnest ; 


really 


i and that the looks and words of the strange actress 

c*,T.^ivoned in him something far deeper and nobler than the 
mere sensual passion of a boy. 

“Ah, if 1 had but gone out to Varna with the rest ! I thought 
myself a lucky fellow to be left here.” 

“ Do you know that it is getting very late ?” 

So Frederick Lord Scoutbush went home to bia rooms j and 

there sat for tliree hours and more with his feet on the fender, 

re'jecting the entreaties of Mr. Bowie, his servant, either to have 

soinething, or to go to bad ; yea, he forgot even to smoke, by 

ivhich Mr. Bowie “ jaloused” that he was hit very hard indeed: 

hut made no remark, being a Scotchman, and of a cautious tern- 
jioranient. 


IJoweverj from that night Scoutbush was a changed man, and 
tried to be so. He read of nothing but sieges and stockades, 
brigade evolutions, and conical bullets j he drilled his men till 
he was an abomination in their eyes, and a weariness to their 
flesh ; only every evening he went to the theatre, watched La 
Corditiamma with a heavy heart, and then went home to bed; 
for the little man had good sen.se enough to ask Sabina for no 
more interviews with her. So in all things ho acquitted himself 
as a model officer, and excited the admiration and respect of 
Serjeant-Major Mac Arthur, who began fishing at Bowie to dis- 
cover the cause of this strange metamorphosis in the racketv 
little Irishman. 


“ Your master seems to be qualifying himself for the adjutant’s 

post, Mr. Bowie. I m jalousing he’s fired with martial ardour 
since the war broke out.” 

To which Bowie, being a brother Scot, answered Scottic^, by 
a crafty paralogi.sm. 

“ I’ve always held it as my opeeeenion, that his lordship is a 

youth of very good parts, if he was only compelled to employ 
them.” 


CHAPTER YIII 

TAKING BOOT, 

Whosoever enjoys the sight of an honest man doing his work 
well, would have enjoyed the sight of Tom Tbumall for the next 
two months. In-doors all the morning, and out of doors all the 
afternoon, was that shrewd and good-natured visage, calling up 
an answering smile on every face, and leaving every heart a little 
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lighter than he found it. Puzzling enough it was, alike to Heale 
and to Headley, how Tom contrived, as if by magic, to gain every 
one’s good word — ^their own included. Por Prank, in spite of 
Tom’s questionable opinions, had already made all but a confidant 
of the Doctor ; and Heale, in spite of envy and suspicion, could 
not deny that the young man was a very valuable young man, 
if he wasn’t given so much to those new-fangled notions of the 

profession. 

By which term Heale indicated the, to him, astounding fact, 
that Tom charged the patients as little, instead of as much as pos- 
sible, and applying to medicine the principles of an enlightened 
political economy, tried to increase the demand by cheapening the 
supply. 

“ Which is revolutionary doctrine. Sir,” said Heale to Lieu- 
tenant Jones, over the brandy-and-water, “and just like what 
the Cobden and Bright lot used to talk, and have been the ruin 
of British agriculture, though don’t say I said so, because of my 
Lord Minchampstead. But, conceive my feelings. Sir, as the 
father of a family, who have my bread to earn, this very morning. 
— In comes old Dame Penaluna (which is good pay I know, and 
has two hundred and more out on a merchant brig) for some- 
thing ; and what was my feelings. Sir, to hear this young party 
deliver him self — ‘ Well, ma’am,’ says he, as I am a living man, 

* I can cure you, if you like, with a dozen bottles of lotion, at 
eighteenpence a-piece ; but if you’ll take my advice, you’ll buy 
two pennyworth of alum down street, do what I tell you with 
it, and cure yourself.’ It’s robbery. Sir, I say, all these out-of- 
the-way cheap dodges, which arn’t in the pharmacopoeia, half of 
them; it’s unprofessional. Sir — quackery.” 

“ Tell you what. Doctor, robbery or none, I’LL go to him to- 
Lorrow, d’ye see, if I live as long, for this old ailment of mine. 
I never told you of it, old piU and potion, for fear of a swinging 
bill ; but just grinned and bore it, d’ye see.” 

“There it is again,” cries Heale in despair. “ He’U ruin me.” 

“ Ho, he won’t, and you know it.” 

“ What d’ye think he served me last week ? A young chap 
comes in, consumptive, he said, and I dare say he’s right — ^he is 
uncommonly ’cute about what he calls diagnosis. Says he, ‘You 
ought to try Carrageen moss. It’s an old drug, but it’s a good 
one.’ There was a drawer full of it to his hand ; had been lying 
there any time this ten years. I go to open it : but what was 
my feelings when he goes on, as cool as a cucumber — ‘ And 
there’s bushels of it here,’ says he, ‘ on every rock ; so if you’ll 
come down with me at low tide this afternoon, I’ll show you tho 
trade, and tell you how to boil it.’ J thought I should have 
knocked him down.” 
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“ But you didn’t,” said Jones, laughing in every muscle of his 
body. “ Tell you what, Doctor, you’ve got a treasure ; he’s just 
getting back your custom, d’ye see, and when he’s done that, 
he’ll lay on the bills sharp enough. Why, I hear he’s up at 
Mrs. Vavasour’s every day.” 

“ And not ten shillings’ worth of medicine sent up to the house 
any week.” 


“ He charges for his visits, I suppose.” 

“Not hel If you’ll believe me, when I asked him if ho 
wasn t going to, he says, says he, that Mrs. Vavasour’s company 
was quite payment enough for him.” 

“Shows his good taste. WTiy, what now, Mary?” as the 
maid opens the door. 

“ Mr. Thurnall wants Mr. Heale.” 


“Always wanting me,” groans Heale, hugging his glass, 
“ driving me about like any negro slave. Tell him to come in.” 

Here, Doctor,” says the Ijieutenant, “ I want you to pre- 
scribe for me, if you 11 do it gratis, d’ye see. Take some brandy 
and water.” 


“ Good advice costs nothing,” says Tom, filliiK^ : “ Mr Heale 
read that letter.” 

And the Lieutenant details his ailments, and tlieir supposed 
cause, till Heale has the pleasure of hearing Tom answer — 

“ Fiddlesticks ! That’s not what’s tlie matter with you. I’U 
cure you for half-a-crovvn, and toss you up double or quits.” 

“ Oh !” groans Heale, as he spells away over the letter, — 

“ Lord Minchampstead haviTig been informed by Mr. Arms- 
wortli that Mr. Thurnall is now in the neighbourhood of his 
estates of Pentremochyn, would feel obliged to him at his earliest 
convenience to examine into the sanitary state of the cottages 
thereon, which are said to be much haunted by typhus and other 
epidemics, and to send liim a detailed report, indicating what he 
thinks necessary for making them thoroughly healthy. Mr. 
Thurnall will be so good as to make his own charge.” 

“ Well, Mr. Thurnall, you ought to turn a good penny by 
this,” said He^e, half envious of Tom’s connexion, half con- 
temptuous at his supposed indifference to gain. 

“ I’ll charge what it’s worth,” said Tom. “ Meanwhile, I hope 
you're going to see Miss Beer to-night.” 

“Couldn’t you just go yourself, my dear Sir? It is so 
late.” 


“ No ; I never go near young women. I told you so at first, 
^nd I stick to my rule. You d better go. Sir, on my word, or if 
she’s dead before morning, don’t say it’s my fault.” 

“ Did you ever hear a poor old man so tyrannized over?” said 
Heale, as Jom coolly went into the passage, brought in the old 
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man s great coat and hat, arrayed him and marched him out, 
civilly, but firmly. 

Novf, Lieutenant, I’ve half an hour to spare ; let’s have a 

jolly chat about the West Indies.” 

And Tom began with anecdote and joke, and the old seaman 
laughed till he cried, and went to bed vowing that there never 
was such a pleasant fellow on earth, and he ought to be physician 

to Queen Victoria. 

Op at five the next morning, the indefatigable Tom had all 
his work done by ten ; and was preparing to start for Pentre- 
mochyn, ere Heale was out of bed, when a customer came in who 
kept him half an hour. 

He was a tall broad-shouldered young man, with a red face, 
protruding bull’s eyes, and a moustachio. He was dressed in a 
complete suit of pink and white plaid, cut jauntily enough, 
bright blue cap, a thick gold watch-chain, three or four large 
rings, a dog-whistle from his button-hole, a fancy cane in his 
Hand, and a little Oxford meerschaum in his mouth, completed 
his equipment. He lounged in, with an air of careless supe- 
riority, while Tom, who was behind the counter, cutting up his 
day’s provision of honey-dew, eyed him curiously. 

“ "V^o are you, now ? A gentleman 1 Not quite, I guess. 
Some squireen of the parts adjacent, and look in somewhf'^ ^ 
crapulocomatose state moreover. I wonder if you are the 
Trebooze of Trebooze.” 


A 


great 


“ I say,” yawned the young gentleman, “ where s old Heale ? 
and an oath followed the speech, as it did every other one herein 
recorded. 

playing half of 

half. 


Can i do anything for you ? ” 

“ Cool fish,” thought the customer, 
got there 1 ” 


“ I say — what have you 


he 


“ Australian honey-dew. Did you ever smoke it 1 ” 

“ I’ve heard of it ; let’s see : ” and Mr. Trebooze — for it was 


unceremoniously 


Too 


up some. 

“Didn’t know you sold tobacco here. Prime stuff, 
strong for me, though, this morning, somehow.” 

“ Ah 1 A little too much claret last night t I thought so. 
We’ll set that right in five minutes.” 

“Ehl How did you guess that!” asked Trebooze, with a 
larger oath than usual. 

^ “ Oh, we doctors are men of the world,” said Tom, in a cheer- 
ful and insinuatmg tone, as he mixed his man a draught. 

“You doctors! You’re a cock of a different hackle from old 
Heale. then ” 
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“ I trust so,” said Tom. 

“ By George, I feel better already. I say, you’re a trump; I 

suppose you’re Heale’s new partner, the man who was v/ashed 
ashore ? ” 

Tom nodded assent. 

“ I say — How' do you sell that honey-dew % ” 

“ I don’t sell it ; I’ll give you as much as you like, only you 
shan’t smoke it till after dinner.” 

“ Shan’t?” said Trebooze, testy and proud. 

“Not with my leave, or you’ll be complaining two hours 
nence that I’m a humbug, and have done you no good. Get on 
your horse, and have four hours’ gallop on the downs, and you’ll 
feel like a buffalo bidl by two o’clock.” 

Trebooze looked at him with a stupid curiosity and a little 
awe. He saw that d'om’s cool self-possession was not meant for 
impudence ; and something in his tone and manner told him 
that the boast of being “ a man of the world ” was not untrue. 
And of all kinds of men, a man of the world was the man of 
whom Trebooze stood most in awe. A small squireen, cursed 
with six or seven hmidreds a year of his oAvn, never sent to 
school, college, or into the army, he had groAvn up in a narrow 
circle of squireens lilce himself, without an object save that of 

ears before, 

being then just of age, settled in life by marrying his housemaid 
— the only wise thing, perhaps, he ever did. Tor she, a clever 
and determined woman, kept him, though not from drunlrenness 
and debt, at least from delirium tremens and ruin, and was, in 
her rough, vulgar way, his guardian angel — such a one at least, 
as he was worthy of. More than once has one seen the same 
seeming folly turn out in practice as wise a step as could well 
have been taken ; and the coarse nature of the man, which 
would have crushed and iU-used a delicate and high-minded 
wife, subdued to something like decency by a help literally meet 
for it. 


gratifying his animal passions ; and had about six y 


a longing to “ set him down. 

O O 


There was a pause. Trebooze fancied, and wisely, that the 
Doctor was a cleverer man than he, and of course would want 
to show it. So, after the fashion of a country squireen, he felt 

“ He’s been a traveller, they say,” 
thought he in that pugnacious, sceptical spirit which is bred, not, 
as twaddlers fancy, by too extended knowledge, but by the sense 
of ignorance, and a narrow sphere of thought, which makes 
a man angry and envious of any one who has seen more 
than he. 

“ Buffalo bulls It ” said he, haK contemptuously ; “ what do 
you Imow about buffalo bulls ? ” 

“ I was one once myseK,” said Tom, ‘‘ where I lived before.” 
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Trebooze swore. “ Don’t you put your traveller’s lies on 
me, Sir.” 

“Well, perhaps I dreamt it,” said Tom, placidly j “ I remem- 
ber I dreamt at the same tbne that you were a grizzly bear, 
fourteen feet long, and wanted to eat me up ; but you found me 
too tough about the hump ribs.” 

Trebooze stared at his audacity. 

“ You’re a rum hand.” 

To which Tom made answer in the same elegant strain ; and 
then began a regular word-battle of slang, in which Tom showed 
himself so really witty a proficient, that Mr. Trebooze laughed 
himself into good-humour, and ended by — 

“ I say, you’re a good fellow, and I think you and I shall 
suit.” 

Tom had his doubts, but did not express them. 

“ Come up this afternoon and see my child ; Mrs. Trebooze 
thinlis it’s got swelled glands, or some such woman’s nonsense. 
Bother them, why can’t they let the child alone, fussing and 
doctoring : and she will have you. Heard of you from Mrs. 
V avasour, I believe. Our doctor and I have quarrelled, and she 
said, if I could get you, she’d sooner have you than that old 
rum-puncheon Heale. And then, you’d better stop and take 
pot-luck, and we’ll make a night of it.” 

“ I have to go round Lord Minchampstead’s estates, and ^vill 
take you on my way : but I’m afraid I shall be too dirty to have 
the pleasure of dining with Mrs. Trebooze coming back.” 

“ Mrs. Trebooze ! She must take what I like ; and what’s 
good enough for me is good enough for her, I hope. Come as 
you are — Liberty-haU at Trebooze ; ” and out he swaggered. 

“ Does he bully her ? ” thought Tom, “or is he hen-pecked, 
and wants to hide it 1 I’U see to-night, and play my cards 
accordingly.” 

All which Miss Heale had heard. She had been peeping and 
listening at the glass-door, and her mother also ; for no sooner 
had Trebooze entered the shop, than she had run off to tell her 
mother the surprising fact, Trebooze’s custom having been, for 
some years past, courted in vain by Heale. So Miss Heale peeped 
and peeped at a man whom she regarded with delighted curiosity, 
because he bore the reputation of being “such a naughty wicked 
man ! ” and “ so very handsome too, and so distinguished as he 
looks ! ” said the poor little fool, to whose novel-fed imagination 
Mr. Trebooze was an ideal Lothario. 

But the surprise of the two dames grew rapidly as they heard 
Tom’s audacity towards the country aristocrat. 

“ Impudent wretch ! ” moaned Mrs. Heale to herself. “ He’d 
drive away an angel if he came into the shop.” 
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“ Oh, Ma ! hear how they are going on now." 

“ I can’t hear it, my dear. This man will he the ruin of 

His manners are those of the pot-lioiise, when the cloven foot is 

shown, which it’s his nature as a child of wrath, and we can’t 
expect otherwise." 

“ Oh, Ma ! do you hear that Mr. Trehooze nas asked liim to 
dinner 1 ” 

“ Nonsense ! ’’ 

But it was true. 

“ Well ! if there ain’t the signs of the end of the world, which 
is ? All the years your poor father has heen here, and never so 
much as send him a hare, and now this young penniless inter- 
loper ; and he to dine at Trehooze off purple and fine linen.” 

“There is not much of that there, Maj I’m sure they are 
poor enough, for all his pride ; and as for her 

“ Yes, my dear ; and as for her, though we haven’t married 
squires, my dear, yet we haven’t been squire’s housemaids, and 
have adorned our own station, which was good enough for us, 
and has no need to rise out of it, nor ride on Pliaraoli’s chariot- 
wheels after filthy lucre 




C/ 

Miss Heale hated poor Mrs. Trehooze with a hitter hatred, 
because she dreamed insanely that, hut for her, she might have 
secured Mr. Trehooze for herself. And though her amhition was 
now transferred to the unconscious Tom, that need not make any 
difference in the said amiable feeling. 

But that Tom was a most wonderful person, she had no douht. 
He had conquered her heart — so she informed herself passionately 
again and again ; as was very necessary, seeing that the passion, 
having no real hfe of its own, required a good deal of blowing to 
keep it alight. Yes, he had conquered her heart, and he was 
conquering all hearts likewise. There must he some mystery 
about him — there should he. And she settled in her novel- 
bewildered brain, that Tom must be a nobleman in disguise — 
probably a foreign prince, exiled for political offences. Bah ! 
■perhaps too many lines have been spent on the poor little fool ; 
but as such fools exist, and people must be as they are, there is 
no harm in drawing her ; and in asking, too — YHio ^vill help 
those young girls of the middle class who, like Miss Heale, are 
often really less educated than the children of their parents’ 
workmen; sedentary, luxurious, full of petty vanity, gossip, and 
intiigue, without work, without purpose, except that of getting 
married to any one who will ask them — bewilderinsr brain and 


heart with novels, which, after all, one hardly grudges them; foi 
what other means have they of learning that there is any fairer, 
nobler life possible, at least on earth, than that of the sordid money 
getting, often the sordid puffery and adulteration, which is the 
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atmosphere of their home 1 Exceptions there are, in thousands, 
doubtless j and the families of the great city tradesmen stand, 
of course, on far higher ground, and are often far better educated, 
more high-minded, than the fine ladies, their parents* cus- 
tomers. But, till some better plan of education than the 
boarding-school is devised for them j till our towns shall see 
something like in kind to, though sounder and soberer in quality 
than, the high schools of America ; till in country villages the 
ladies who interest themselves about the poor will recollect that 
the farmers’ and tradesmen’s daughters are just as much in want 
of their influence as the charity children, and will yield a far 
richer return for their labour, though the one need not interfere 
with the other j so long will England be full of Miss Heales ; 
fated, when they marry, to bring up sons and daughters as sordid 

and unwholesome as their mothers. 

Tom worked all that day in and out of the Pentremochyn 
cottages, noting down nuisances and dilapidations : but his head 
was full of other thoughts ; for he had received, the evening 
before, news which was to him very important, for more reasons 
than one. The longer he stayed at Aberalva, the longer he felt 
inclined to stay. The strange attraction of Grace had, as we 
have seen, something to do with his purpose : but he saw, too, 
a good opening for one of those country practices, in which he 
seemed more and more likely to end. At his native W hitbury, 
he knew, there was no room for a fresh medical man ; and 
gradually he was making up his mind to settle at Aberalva ; to 
buy out Heale, either with his own money (if he recovered it), 
or with money borrowed from Mark ; to bring his father down 
to live with him, and in that pleasant wild western place, fold 
his wings after all his wanderings. And therefore certain news 
which he had obtained the night before was very valuable to 
him, in that it put a fresh person into his power, and might, if 
cunningly used, give him a hold upon the ruling family of the 
place, and on Lord Scoutbush himself. He had found out that 
Lucia and Elsley were unhappy together ; and found out, too, 
a Httlo more than was there to find. He could not, of course, 
be a month among the gossips of Aberalva, without hearing 
hints that the great folks at the court did not always keep their 
tempers ; for, of family jars, as of everything else on earth, the 
great and just law stands true : — “ What you do in the closet, 
shall be proclaimed on the housetop.” 

But the gossips of Aberalva, as women are too often wont to 
do, had altogether taken the man’s side in the quarrel. The 


reason 
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rank, “held up her head ” to Mrs, 
IS they themselves exnressed ith t 
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other little notabilities of the neigh bouihood, rather more lliun 
she would have done had she married a man of her own class, 
She was afraid that they might boast of being intimate with 
her ; that they might take to advising and patronising her as an"* 
inexperienced young creature ; afraid, even, that she might be 
tempted, in some unguarded moment, to gossip with them, 
conlide her imliappiness to them, in the blind longing to open 
her heart to some human being; for there were no resident 
gentry of her own rank in the neighbourhood. She was too 
high-minded to complain much to Clara; and her sister Valencia 
was the very last person to whom she Avould confess that her 
run-away-match had not been altogether successful. So she 
lived alone and friendless, shrinking into herself more and 
more, Avhilo the vulgar women round mistook her honour for 
pride, and revenged themselves accordingly. She was an unin- 
teresting fine lady, proud and cross, and Elsley Avas a martyr. 
“ So handsome and agreeable as he Avas — (and to do him justice, 
ho Avas the former, and he could be the latter avIicu he chose) — 
to be tied to that unsociable, stuck-up woman;” and so forth. 

All Avhich Tom had heard, and formed his own opinion 
thereof ; Avhich Avas, — 

“All very fine: but I flatter myself I know a little Avhat 
women are made of ; and this I knoAV, that Avhere man and 
wife quarrel, even if she ends the battle, it is he Avho has begun 
it. 1 never saAV a case yet Avhere the man Avas not the most in 
fault; and I’ll lay my life John Eriggs has led her a pretty life: 
Avhat else could one expect of him 1 ” 

HoAvevor, he held his tongue, and kept his eyes open withal 
whenever he Avent up to Penalva Court, Avhich he had to do 
very often ; for though ho had cured the cliildren of their aU- 
njcnts, yet Mrs, Vavasour was perpetually, more or less, uiiAvell, 
and he could not cure her. Her low sphits, head-aches, general 
Avant of tone and vitality, puzzled him at first ; and Avould have 
puzzled him longer, had he not settled with himself that their 
cause Avas to be sought in the mmd, and not in the body ; and 
at last, gaining courage from certainty, ho had hinted as much 
to IMiss Clara the night before, when she came down (as she 
Avas very fond of doing) to have a gossip with him in his shop, 
under the pretence of fetching medicine. 

“ I don’t think I shall send Mrs. Vavasour any more, Miss 
Clara. There is no use running up a long bill while I do no 
good ; and, Avhat is more, suspect that I can do none, poor 
lady.” And he gave the girl a look Avhich seemed to say, “You,, 
had better tell me the truth ; for I know everything already.” 

To which Clara ansAvered by trying to find out hoAV much he 
did knoAv : but Tom Avas. a cunninger diplomatist than she ; and 
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in ten ninutes, after having given solemn promises of secresy, 
and having, by strong expressions of contempt for Mrs. Heale 
and the village gossips, made Clara understand that he did not 

all take their view of the case, he had poured out to him 
across the counter all Clara’s long-pent indignation and contempt. 

“I never said a word of this to a living soul, Sir; I was too 
proud, for my mistress’s sake, to let vulgar people know what we 
suffered. We don’t want any of their pity indeed ; but you. Sir, 
who have the feelings of a gentleman, and Icnow what the world 

is, like ourselves — 

“ Take care,” whispered Tom ; “ that daughter of Heale’s may 

be listening.” 

“ I’d pidl her hair about her ears if I caught her ! ” quotb 
Clara ; and then ran on to teU how Elsley “ never kept no houi’s, 
nor no accounts either ; so that she has to do everything, poor 
thing; and no thanks either. And never knows when he’ll 
^ dine, or when he’ll brealdast, or when he’U be in, wandering in 
and out like a madman ; and sits up all night, Avrittng his non- 
sense. And she’ll go down twice and three times a night in the 
cold, poor dear, to see if he’s fallen asleep ; and gets abused like 
a pickpocket for her pains (which was an exaggeration) ; and lies 
in bed all the morning, looking at the flies, and calls after her if 
his shoes want tying, or his finger aches ; as helpless as the babe 
unborn ; and will never do nothing useful himself, not even to 
hang a picture or move a chair, and grumbles at her if he sees 
her doing anything, because she ain’t listening to his prosodies, 
and snaps, and worrits, and Avon’t speak to her sometimes for a 
whole morning, the brute.” 

“ But is he not fond of his children ? ” 

“ Bond ? Yes, his way, and small thanks to liim, the little 
angels ! To play with ’em when they’re good, and tell them 
cock-and-a-bull fairy-tales — wonder why he likes to put such 
stuff into their heads — and then send ’em out of the room if they 
^^"Tnake a noise, because it splits his poor head, and his nerves are 
so delicate. Wish he had hers, or mine either, Doctor Thurnall; 
then he’d know what nerves was, in a frail woman, which he 
uses us both as his negro slaves, or would if I didn’t stand up to 
him pretty sharp now and then, and give him a piece of my 
mind, which I will do, like the faithful servant in the parable, 
if he kills me for it. Doctor Thurnall I ” 

“ Does he drink ? ” asked Tom, bluntly. 

“ He ! ” she answered, in a tone- which seemed to imply that 
even one masculine vice would have raised him in her eyes. 

He’s not man enough, I think ; and lives on his slops, and his 
coffee, and his tapioca; and how’s he ever to have any appetite, 
always a sitting about, heaped up together over his books, Avith 
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his ribs growiug into his backbone ? — If he’d only go and t.tke 
his walk, or get a spade and dig in the garden, or anything but 
them everlasting papers, which I hates the sight of ; ” and so 
forth. 

From all which Tom gathered a tolerably clear notion of the 
poor poet’s state of body and mind ; as a self-indulgent, un- 
methodical person, whose ill-temper was OAving partly to perpetual 
brooding over his own thoughts, and partly to dyspepsia, brought 
on by his own effeminacy — in both cases, not a thing to be pitied 
or excused by the hearty and valiant Doctor, And Tom’s original 
contempt for Vavasour took a darker form, perhaps one too dark 
to be altogether just. 

“ I’ll tackle liim. Miss Clara,” 

“ I wish you would : I’m sure he wants some one to look after 
him just now. He’s half wild about some review that some- 
body’s been and done of liim in The Times, and has been flinging 
the paper about the room, and calling all mankind vipers and 
adders, and hooting herds — it’s as bad as swearing, I say — and 
running to my Mistress, to make her read it, and see how the 
whole w'orld’s against him, and then forbidding her to defile her 
eyes with a word of it ; and so on, till she’s been crying all the 
morning, poor dear ! ” 

“ Why not laughing at him ? ” 

“ Poor thing ; that's where it all is ; she’s just as anxious 
about his poetry as he is, and would write it just as Avell as he. 
I’ll warrant, if she hadn’t better things to do ; and all her fuss 
is, that people should ‘ appreciate ’ him. He’s ahvays talking 
about appreciating, till I hate the sound of the word. How any 
woman can go on so after a man that behaves as he does ! but 


we’re all soft fools, I’m afraid. Doctor Thurnall.” And Clara 
beuan a laimuishins: look or two across the counter, wdiich made 

o o o ^ 

Tom answ^er to an imaginary Doctor Heale, whom he heard 
calling from within. 

“Yes, Doctor! connhig this moment. Doctor! Good-bye, 
ISIiss Clara. I must hear more next time ; you may trust me, 
you know ; secret as the grave, and ahvays your friend, and your 
lady’s too, if you wull allow me to do myself such an honour. 
Coming, Doctor ! ” 

And Tom bolted through the glass door, till Miss Clara was 
safe on her way up the street. 

“Very well,” .said Tom to liimself. “Knowledge is power: 
but how to use it? To get into Mrs. Vavasour’s confidence, and 
show an inclination to take licr part against her husband ? If 
she be a true woman, she woidd order me out of the house on 
the spot, as surely as a fish-v/ife would fall tooth and nail on mo 
as a base intruder, if I dared to interfere with her sacred right of 
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being beaten by her husband when she chooses. No ; I must go 
straight to John Briggs himself, and bind him over to keep the 

^^^eacej and I think I know the way to do it.” 

So Tom pondered (^er many plans in his head that day ; and 
then went to Trebooze, and saw the sick child, and sat down 
to dinner, where his host talked loud about the Treboozes of 
Trebooze, who fought in the Spanish Armada — or against it ; 
and showed an unbounded belief in the greatness and antiquity 
of his family, combined with a historic accuracy about equal .0 
that of a good old dame of those parts, who used to say “ her 
family corned over the water, that she knew ; but whether it 
were with the Conqueror, or whether it were wi’ Oliver, she 
couldn’t exactly say ! ” 

Then he became great on the subject of old county families in 
general, and poured out all the vials of his Avrath on “ that con- 
" founded upstart of a Newbroom, Lord Minchampstead,” sup- 
planting all the fine old blood in the country — “Why, Sir, that 


Pentremochyn, and Carcarrow moors too ( 


good shooting 


there, there used to be), they ought to be mine. Sir, if every man 
had his rights ! ” And then followed a long story ; and a con- 
fused one withal, for by this time Mr. Trebooze had drunk a 
great deal too much wine, and as he became aAvare of the fact, 
became proportionately anxious that Tom should drink too much 
also ; out of which story Tom picked the plain facts, that Tre- 
booze’s father had mortgaged Pentremochyn estate for more than 
its value, and that Lord Minchampstead had foreclosed ; while 
some equally respectable uncle, or cousin, just deceased, had sold 
the reversion of Carcarrow to the same mighty Cotton Lord 
twenty years before. “ And this is the way. Sir, the land gets 
eaten up by a set of tinkers, and cobblers, and money-lending 
jobbers, Avho suck the blood of the aristocracy ! ” The oaths Ave 
omit, leaving the reader to pepper Mr. Trebooze’s conversation 
"'^ereAvith, up to any degree of heat which may suit his palate. 

Tom sympathised Avith him deeply, of course ; and did not tell 
him, as he might have done, that he thought the sooner such 
cumberers of the ground were cleared off, whether by an en- 
cumbered estates’ act, such as Ave may see yet in England, or by 
their oa\ti suicidal folly, the better it would be the universe 
in general, and perhaps for themselves in particular. But he 
only answered with pleasant effrontery 

“ Ah, my dear Sir, I am sure there are hundreds of good 
.^ortsmen who can sympathise with you deeply. The wonder 
is, that you do not unite and defend yourselves. For not only 
in the west of England, but in Ireland, and in Wales, and in the 
north, too, if one is to believe those novels of Currer Bell’s and 
her sister, there is a large and important class of landed pro- 
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prietors of the same stamp as yourself, and exposed to the very 
same dangers. I wonder at times that you do not all join, and 
use your combined influence on the Government.” 

“ The Government ? All a set of Whig traitors ! Call them- 
selves Conservative, or what they like. Traitors, Sir ! from that 
fellow Peel upwards — all combined to crush the landed gentry — 
ruin the Church — betray the country party — D ’Israeli — Derby 
— Pree-trade — ruined, Sir ! — Maynooth — Protection — treason — ^ 
help yourself, and pass the — you know, old fellow — ” 

And Mr. Trebooze’s voice died away, and he slumbered, but 
not softly. 

The door opened, and in marched Mrs. Trebooze, tall, tawdry, 
and terrible. 

“ Mr. Trebooze ! it’s past eleven o’clock ! ” 

“ Hush, 1113'' dear Madam ! He is sleeping so sweetly,” said 
Tom, rising, and gulping down a glass, not of Avine, but of strong 
ammonia and water. The rogue had put a phial thereof in his 
pocket that morning, expecting that, as Trebooze had said, he 
would be reqiured to make a night of it. 

She AA’-as silent ; for to rouse her tyrant was more than she dare 
do. If awakened, he would crave for brandy and Avater ; and if 
he got that SAveet poison, he Avould probably become furious. 
She stood for half a minute ; and Tom, Avho kneAV her story A^ell, 
Avatclied her curiousl}'. 

“ She is a fine Avoman : and Avith a far finer heart in her than 
that brute. Her eyebroAV and e3’'e, noAV, liaAm the true Siddons’ 
stamp ; the great A\diite forehead, and sharp-cut little nostril, 
breatliing scorn — and Avhat a Siddons-like attitude ! — I should 
lilce, madam, to see the child again before I go.” 

“ If 3mu are fit. Sir,” answered she. 

“ PraAm Avoman ; comes to the point at once. I am a poor 
Doctor, ]\Iadam, and not a comrtr}’- gentleman ; and liaA^e neither 
mone}^ nor health to spend in drinking too much Avine.” 

“ Then Avh}^ do 3mu encourage him in it, Sir ? I liad expected 
a Amiy different sort of conduct from 3mu, Sir.” 

Tom did not tell her Avhat site Avould not (no Avoman Avill) 
understand ; that it is moral] y and socially impossible to escape 
from the table of a fool, till either he or you are compiered ; and 
she Avas too shreAvd to be taken in by common-place excuses ; so 
he looked her very full in the face, and replied a little haughtily, 
Avith a slow and delicate articulation, using his lips more than 
usual, and 3"et conqjressing them • 

I beg 3''our‘ pardon, madam, if I liaA’-c unintentionally dis- 
pleased you: but if you eA^er do me the honour of knoAving more 
of me, 3mu Avill be the lirst to confess that your Avoids are unjust 
Pc ycu Avish me to see your son, or do 3mu not? ” 



TAKING ROOT. 


131 


Poor Mrs. Trebooze looked at him, with an eye wbicb showed 
that she had been accustomed to study character keenly, perhaf/S 
in self-defence. She saw that Tom was sober; he had taken 
care to prove that, by the way in which he spoke ; and she saw, 
too, that he was a better bred man than her husband, as well as 
a cleverer. She dropped her eye before his ; heaved something 
very like a sigh ; and then said, in her curt, fierce tone, which 
yet implied a sort of sullen resignation — 

“ Yes ; come up-stairs.” 

Tom went up, and looked at the boy again, as he lay sleeping. 
A beautiful child of four years old, as large and fair a child as 
man need see ; and yet there was on him the curse of his father’s 
sins ; and Tom knew it, and knew that his mother knew it also. 

“ What a noble boy ! ” said he, after looking, not without honest 
admiration, upon the sleeping child, who had kicked off his bed- 
clothes, and lay in a wild graceful attitude, as children are wont 
to He ; just like an old Greek statue of Cupid. “It all depends 
upon you. Madam, now.” 

“ On me ? ” she asked, in a startled, sus]>icious tone. 

“ Yes. He is a magnificent boy : but — I can only give pallia- 
tives. It depends upon your care now.” 

“ He wiU have that, at least, I should hope,” she said, nettled. 

“ And on your influence ten years hence,” went on To 

“ My influence ? ” 

“ Yes ; only keep him steady, and he may grow up a magnifi- 
cent man. If not — you %vill excuse me — but you must not let 
him live as freely as his father ; the constitutions of the two are 
very different.” 

“ Don’t talk so, Sir. Steady? His father makes him drunk 
now, if he can; teaches him to swear, because it is m anl y — God 
help him and me ! ” 

Tom’s cunning and yet kind shaft had sped. He guessed that 
.ydth a coarse woman like Mrs. Trebooze his best plan was to come 
as straight to the point as he could ; and he was right. Ere half 

an hour was over, that woman had few secrets on earth whicli 
Tom did not know. 


“ Let me give you one hint before I go,” said he, at last. 
“ Persuade your husband to go into a militia regiment.” 

“ Why ? He would see so much company, and it would be so 
expensive.” 

‘‘ The expense would repay itself ten times over. The company 
which he would see would be sober company, in which ho would 
be forced to keep in order. He would have something to do in 
the world ; and he’d do it well. He is just cut out for a soldier, 
and might have made a gallant one by now, if he had had other 
men s chances. He will find he does his militia work well ; and 
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it will be a new interest, and a new pride, and a now life to him. 
And meanwhile. Madam, what you have said to me is sacred. 
I do not pretend to advise or interfere. Only tell me if 1 can 
be of use — how, when, and where — and command me as your 
servant.” 

And Tom departed, having struck another root ; and was up at 
four the next morning (lie never worked at night; for, he said, 
he never could trust after-dinner brains), drawing out a detailed 
report of the I’entremocliyn cottages, which he sent to Lord 
Minchampstead, witli — 

“And your Lordship will excuse my saying, that to put the 
cottages into the state in which j'-our Lordship, with your known 
wisli for progress of all kinds, would wish to see them, is a 
responsibility which I dare not take on myself, as it would involve 
a present outlay of not less than 450/. This sum would be 
certainly repaid to your Lordship and your tenants, in the course 
of the next three j’^ears, by the saving in poor-rates ; an opinion 
for which I subjoin my grounds drawn from the books of the 
medical officer, Mr. Heale : but the responsibility and possible 
unpopularity, which employing so great a sum would involve, is 
more than I can, in the present dependent condition of poor-law 
medical officers, dare to undertake, in justice to Mr. Heale my 
employer, save at your special command. I am bound, however, 
to inform your Lordship, that this outlay would, I think, perfectly 
defend the lianilets, not only from that visit of the cholera which 
we have every reason to expect next summer, but also from those 
zymotic diseases which (as your Lordship will see by my returns) 
make up more than sixty-five per cent, of the aggregate sickness 
of the estate.” 

Which letter the old Cotton Lord put in his pocket, rode into 
Whitbury therewith, and showed it to Mark Armsworth. 

“Well, INIr. Armsworth, what am I to do? 

“ Well, my Lord ; I told you what sort of a man you’d have 
to do with ; one that docs his work thorougldy, and, I think, 
pa 3 's you a compliment, by thinking that jmu want it done 
thorougldy.” 

Lord Minchampstead was of the same opinion ; but he did not 
sa}'’ so. Lew, indeed, have ever heard Lord Minchampstead give 
his opinion : though many a man has seen him act on it. 

“ Til send doAvn orders to my agent.” 

“ Don’t.” 

“ Wliy, then, my good friend ? ” 

“ Agents are always in league with farmers, or guardians, or 
builders, or drain-tile makers, or attorneys, or bankers, or some- 
body ; and either you’ll be told that the work don’t need doing ; 
or have a job breAved out of it, to get olf a lot of unsaleable drain- 
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tiles, or cracked soil-pans ; or to get farm ditches dug, and perhaps 
the Idghway rates saved building culverts, and fifty dodges beside. 
I know their game; and you ought, too, by now, my Lord, 
■ begging your pardon.” 

“ Perhaps I do, Mark,” said his Lordship with a chuckle. 

“ So, I say, let the man that found the fox run the fox, and 
kill the fox, and take the brush home.” 

“ And so it shall be,” quoth my Lord Minchampstead. 


CHAPTEE IX. 

“ AM I NOT A WOMAN AND A SISTEE?” 

But what was the mysterious bond between La Cordifiamma 
and the American, which had prevented Scoutbush from following 
the example of his illustrious progenitor, and taking a viscountess 
from off the stage ? 

Certainly, anyone who had seen her with liiin on the morning 
after Scoutbush’s visit to the Mellots, would have said that, il 
the cause was love, the love was all on one side. 

She was standing by the iireplace in a splendid jDose, her arn. 
resting on the chimney-piece, the book from which she had been 
reciting in one hand, the other playing in her black curls, as hei 
eyes glanced back ever and anon at her own profile in the mirror. 
Stangrave was half sitting in a low chah by her side, half 
kneeling on the footstool before her, looking up beseechingly, as 
she looked down tjuannically. 

“ Stupid, this reciting ? Of course it is ! I want realities, not 
shams ; fife, not the stage ; nature, not art.” 

“Throw away the book, then, and words, and art, and live !” 

^ ■ She knew well what he meant ; but she answered as if she 
had misunderstood liim. 

“ Thanks, I live already, and in good company enough. My 

ghost-husbands are as noble as they are obedient ; do ail which I 

demand of them, and vanish on my errands when I tell them 

Can you guess who my last is ? Since I tired of Egmont, I have 

taken Sir Galahad, the spotless knight. Did you ever I'cad the 
Mort d’Arthur?” 

“A hundred times.” 

^ “ Of course ! ” and she spoke in a tone ol contempt so strong 
that it must have been affected. “ What have you not read 1 
And what have you copied ? Xo wonder that these English 
have been what they have been for centimes, Avbile their heroes 
have been the Galahads, and their Homer the Mort d’Ai thur.” 
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“am I NOT A WOMAN AND A SISTER I ” 

“ Enjoy your Utopia !” said he bitterly. “ Do you fancv thei 

Slnlaf • hut Xcf ft! 

^yiich of tliem ever went upon it V’ 
ilrr* . count for nothing that they felt it the finest 

siiro^irthpr '^T 1 possible ? Be 

”s ™lil hv X n'™ T- f '»%> Prnctice 

as uiled by something higher than the almighty dollar.” 
fully answered he reproach- 

and yn?.n°r°°'f' i-wlien the almighty dollar is there already, 
and a man has ten times as much to spend every day as he can 

Z' b clothes 

en he begins to lay out his surplus nobly on self-education, and 
e pa ronage of art, and the theatre — for merely aesthetic pur- 
poses, of course ; and when the lust of the flesh has been satisfied. 

nnlvs himself an archangel, because he goes on to satisfy the 
lust of the eye and the pride of life. Christ was of old the 

motM, and Sir Galahad was the hero, hs^w the one is exchan<^ed 
lor Goctlie, and the other for Wilhelm IMeister.” ° 

“ Cruel ! You know that my Goetlie fever is' long past. How 

ould you have known of its existence if I had not confessed it 

to you as a sin of old years ? _ Have I not said to you, again and 

again, show me the tiling which you would have me do for vour 
sake, and see if I will not do it !" 

For my sake ? A noble reason ! Show yourself the thiim 
whicii jou will do for its own sake ; because it ought to be done° 
Show It yourself, I say ; I camiot show you. If your own eyes 
cannot see the Sangreal, and the angels Avho are bearing it before 
you, it IS because they are duU and gross ; and am I Milton’s 
archangel, to purge them with euphrasy and rue ? If you have 
a noble heart, you will find for yourself the noblest Quest If 
not, who can prove to you that it is noble F’ And tappW 
impatiently with her foot, slic went o]i to iiersei" 

“ A gentle sound, an awful light ! 

Tliiec angels bear the holy Grail : 

^Vith folded feet, in stoles of wliite, 

On sleepijig wings they sail. 

Ah, blessed vision ! blood of God ! 

The s[)irit beats her mortal bars,' 

As down dark tides the glory slides, 

And star-like mingles with the stars. 

“ tbere was not a kingbt of the round table, was there 

wlio did not give op all to go upon that Quest, though onlv one 

was found worthy to fulfil it ? But now-a-days, the knights sit 

drmkmg hook and champagne, or drive sulky-wagons, and never 
fancy that there is a Quest at all.” 
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“ Why talk in these parables 

“ So the Jews asked of their prophets. They are no parables 
to my ghost-husband Sir Galahad, ifow go, if you please ; I 

-^must be busy, and write letters.” 

He rose with a look, half of disappointment, half amused, and 
yet his face bore a firmness which seemed to say, “ You will be 
mine yet.” As he rose, he cast his eye upon the writing-table, 
and upon a letter which lay there : and as he did so, his cheek 
grew pale, and his brows knitted. 

The letter was addressed to “Thomas Thurnall, Esq., 
Aberalva.” 

“Is this, then, your Sir Galahad?” asked he, after a pause, 
during which he had choked down his rising jealousy, while she 
looked ‘first at herself in the glass, and then at him, and then at 
herself again, with a determined and triumphant air. 

“ And what if it be ?” 

“ So he, then, has achieved the Quest of the Sangreal ?” 

Stangrave spoke bitterly, and with an emphasis upon the 
“ he and — 

“ What if he have ? Do you know him ?” answered she, while 
her face lighted up with eager interest, which she did not care 
to conceal, perhaps chose, in her woman’s love of tormenting, 
to parade. 

“ I knew a man of that name once,” he replied, in a carefully 
careless tone, which did not deceive her; “an adventurer — a 
doctor, if I recollect — ^who had been in Texas and Mexico, and 
I know not where besides. Agreeable enough he was ; but as 
for your Quest of the Sangreal, whatever it may be, he seemed 
to have as little notion of anything beyond his own interest as 
any Greek I ever met.” 

“ Unjust ! Your words only show how little you can see ! 
That man, of aU men I ever met, saw the Quest at once, and 
followed it, at the risk of his own life, as far at least as he was 
concerned with it : — ay, even when he pretended to see nothing. 
Oh, there is more generosity in that man’s affected selfishness, 
than in all the noisy good-nature which I have met witli in the 
world. Thurnall ! oh, you know his nobleness as little as he 
knows it himself.” 

“ Then he, I am to suppose, is your phantom-husband, for as 

long, at least, as your present dream lasts?” asked he, with white, 
compressed lips. 

“ He might have been, I believe,” she answered carelessly, “ if 
^e had even taken the trouble to ask me.” 

Marie, this is too much ! Do you not know to whom you 

speak ? To one who deserves, if not common courtesy, at least 
common mercy ” 
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Because he adores me, and so forth? So has many a man 
one , or told me that he has done so. Do you know that I 

chL\" ° to-morrow, so Sabina informs me, if I but 

? Pray accept your effete EngUsh aristocrat 
h^pp^cs“’“' ““ “““mod, accept my best wislies for yom 

of “mhl “ristocmt, did r show him that pedigree 

perhaps ho less horrified at it than you are.” ^ ^ ^ 

Ayfint'"’ ^ ! Tell mo only what you mean 

is enougig Mario^ ^ y»™rship you-and thai 

»; ]z izpizrj xrzs, 'SK-:.-",; 

‘‘ Mane, you know that your words ai-o false ; I do more—” 
VniaMh “'!“r “Corrupted she, “because I am clever 

“And this, after all — ” 

yo: U.0 :;.u;c,1L a^&t£rrt“:;o:/ureM'^^ 

do-iiotJiing-teachin- others how fn n i’ ^ ^^g%-organized 

the would-be Goethe mus^ rbr^sare^rhl^r S 

to s ow your own taste, patronise to show your own lElfft 

.tax: 

rr mercy ! Is your heart iron V’ 
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Stangrave looked at her startled. AVas she m-ifl t rr e 

fierce“aL'“^X4|ourbrel^^^^^ 

So you know Mr, Tlu.rnaU ?” said sh , aftef a Xle '"' 
Yes ; why do you ask V’ 

“ Because he is the only friend 1 have on earth ” 
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“ The only Mend, Marie V* 

“ The only one,” answered she calmly, “ who, seeing the right, 
has gone and done it forthwith. ^VTien did you see him last ? 

^ “I have not been acquainted with hir. Thurnall for some 

years,” said Stangrave, haughtily. 

“ In plain words, you have quarrelled with him 1” 

Stangrave bit his lip. 

“ He and I had a difference. He insulted my nation, and wo 
parted.” 

She laughed a long, loud, bitter laugh, which rang through 
Stangrave’s ears. 

“ Insulted your nation? And on what grounds, pray ?” 

“ About that accursed slavery question !” 

La Cordiiiamma looked at hun with firm-closed lips a while. 

“ So, then ! I was not aware of this ! Even so long ago you 
saw the Sangreal, and did not know it when you saw it. Ho 
wonder that since then you have been staring at it for months, 
in your very hands, played Avith it, admired it, made verses about 
it, to show off your own taste : and yet were blind to it the 

whole time ! Farewell, then !” 

“ Marie, what do you mean ? ” and Stangrave caught both her 

hands. 

“ Hush, if you please. I know you are eloquent enough, 
when you choose, though you have been somewhat dumb and 
monosyllabic to-night in the presence of the actress whom j'^ou 
undertook to educate. But I know that you can be eloquent, 
so spare mo any brilliant appeals, wliich can only go to pro\'e 
that already settled fact. Between you and me lie two great 
gulfs. The one I have told you of ; and fi-om it I shrink. The 
other I have not told you of j from it you would shrinlc.” 

“ The first is your Quest of the Sangreal.” 

She smiled assent, bitterly enough. 

“ And the second ? ” 

‘ She did not answer. She was looking at herself in the 
mirror ; and Stangrave, in spite of his almost doting affectio 'i, 
flushed \vith anger, almost contempt, at her vanity. 

And yet, was it vanity which was expressed in that face 1 
Ho ; but dread, horror, almost disgust, as she gazed with side- 
long, startled eyes, struggling, and yet struggling in vain, to turn 
her face from some horrible sight, as if her own image had been 
the Gorgon’s head. 

“ What is it ? Marie, speak ! ” 

But she answered nothing. For that last question she had no 
heart to answer; no heart to tell liira that in her veins were 
some drops, at least, of the blood of slaves. Instinctively she 
had looked round at the mirror — for might he not, if he had 
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eyes, discover that secret for himself? 
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her with such strong manhood, that her woman s heart quailed , 
and he might, perhaps, have conquered then and there, had not 
Sabina, summoned by her shriek, entered^hastily. 

“ Good heavens ! what is the matter 1 ^ 

“ Wait but one minute, Mrs. Mellot,” said he ; “ the next, I 

phall inta’oduce you to my bride.” 

“l^ever! never! never!” cried she, and breaking from him, flew 

into Sabina’s arms. “Leave me, leave me to bear my curse alone !” 

And she broke out into such wild weeping, and refused so 

wildly to hear another word from Stangrave, that he went away 

in despair, the prize snatched from his grasp in the very moment 

of seeming victory . , . • i. 

He went in search of Claude, who had agreed to meet him at 

the Exhibition in Trafalgar Square. Thither Stangrave rolled 

away in his cab, his heart full of many thoughts. Marie’s words 

about him, though harsh and exaggerated, were on the whole 

true. She had fascinated him utterly. To marry her was now 

the one object of his life : she had awakened in him, as he had 

confessed, noble desires to be useful ; but the discovery that he 

was to be useful to the negro, that abolition was the Sangreal in 

the quest of which he v'as to go forth, was as disagreeable a 

discovery as he could well have made. 

From public life in any shape, with all its vulgar noise, its 

petty chicanery, its pandering to the mob whom he despised, he 
had always shrunk, as so many Americans of his stamp have 
done. He had no wish to struggle, unrewarded and disappointed, 
in the ranks of the minority ; wliile to gain place and power on 
the side of the majority was to lend himself to that fatal policy 
which, ever since the Missouri Compromise of 1820, has been 
gradually making the northern states more and more the tools of 
the southern ones. He had no wish to be threatened in Congress 
with having his FTortherner’s “ ears nailed to the counter, like 
his own base coin,” or to be informed that he, with the 
17,000,000 of the north, were the “White Slaves” of a soutnern 
aristocracy of 350,000 slaveholders. He had enough compre 
hension of, enough admiration for the noble principles of tlie 
American Constitution to see that the democratic mobs of Irish 
and Germans, who were stupidly playing into the hands of tlie 
Southerners, were not exactly carrying them out ; but he had 
no mind to face either Irish or Southerners. The former Avere 


too -vulgar for his delicacy; the latter too aristocratic for his 
pride. Sprung, as he held (and rightly), from as fine old English 
Mood as any Yirginian (though it did happen to be Puritan, and 


not Cavalier), he had no lust to come into contact Avith men 
who considered him much further below them in rank than an 


English footman is below an English nobleman ; Avho, indeed, 
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sion more than once j doctors see it often, in the sudden revul- 
sion from terror and agony to certainty and peace ; I only marvel 
where he ever met it : but the general effect is unpleasing, marred 
^-r-^y patches of sheer ugliness, Hke that child’s foot. There is the 
same mistake in aU his pictures. Whatever they are, they are 
not beautiful ; and no magnificence of surface-colouring will make 
up, in my eyes, for wilful ugliness of form. I say that nature is 
beautiful ; and therefore nature cannot have been truly copied, 
or the general effect would have been beautiful also. I never 
found out the fallacy till the other day, when looking at a por- 
trait by one of them. The woman for whom it was meant was 
standing by my side, young and lovely ; the portrait hung there 
neither young nor lovely, but a wrinkled caricature twenty years 

older than the model.” 

“ I surely know the portrait you mean ; — Lady D ’s.” 

“Yes. He had simply, under pretence of following nature, 
caricatured her into a woman twenty years older than she is.” 

“ But did you ever see a modern portrait which more per- 
fectly expressed character ; which more completely fulfilled the 
requirements which you laid down a few evenings since 1 ” 

“Never; and that makes me all the more cross with the 
wilful mistake of it. He had painted every wrinkle.” 

“ Why not, if they were there 1 ” 

“ Because he had painted a face not one- twentieth of the size 
of life. What right had he to cram into that small space all the 
marks which nature had spread over a far larger one 1 ” 

“ Why not, again, if he diminished the marks in proportion!” 

“ Just what neither he nor any man could do, without making 
them so small as to be invisible, save under a microscope : and 
the result was, that he had caricatured every ^vrinkle, as his 
friend has in those horrible knuckles of Shem’s wife. Besides, I 
deny utterly your assertion that one is bound to paint what is 
» ^there. On that very fallacy are they all making shipwrecl?^” 

“Not paint what is there ! And you are the man who talks 
of art being highest when it copies nature.” 

“ Exactly. And therefore you must paint, not what is there, 
but what you see there. They forget that human beings are 
men with two eyes, and not daguerreotype lenses with one eye, 
and so are contriving and striving to introduce into their pictures 
the very defect of the daguerreotype which the stereoscope is 
required to correct.” 

“ I comprehend. They forget that the double vision of our 
Hrwo eyes gives a softness, and indistinctness, and roundness, to 
every outline.” 

“ Exactly so ; and therefore, while for distant landscapes, 
motionless, and already softened by atmosphere, the daguerreo- 
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type is invaluable (I shall do nothing else this summer but work 


at it), yet for taking jjortraits, in any true sense, it will be 


always useless, not only for the reason I just gave, but for 
another one wliich the prc-lva])liaelites have forgotten.” 

“ Because all the features cannot he in focus at once?” 


“Oh no, I am not speaking of tliat. Art, for aught I know, 
may overcome that ; for it is a mere defect in the instrument. 


^^hlat 1 mean is this : it tries to re])resent as still what never yet 
was still for the tliousandth part of a second: that is, the human 
face ; and as seen hy a s})ectator who is 2')erfoctly still, which no 
man ever yet was. hly dear fellow, don’t you sec that what some 
}xiinters call idealizing a portrait is, if it he wisely done, really 
painting for you the face which you see, and know, and love ; 
her ever-shifting features, with expression var^dng more rapidly 
than the gleam of the diamond on her finger ; features wliich 
you, in your turn, are looking at witli ever-shifting eyes ; while, 
])erha2)s, if it is a face which you love and have lingered over, a 
dozen other cxjiressions equally helonging to it are hanging in 
your memory, and hlending themselves with the actual picture 
on your retina -till every little angle is somewhat rounded, 
every little wuinkle someivhat softened, every little shade some- 
what hlended with the surrounding light, so that the sum total 


of what you see, and are intended hy Heaven to see, is some- 
thing far softer, lovelier — ^munger, jierhaps, thank Heaven— 
than it would look if your head was screwed down in a vice, to 
look Avith one eye at her head screwed down in a vice also : — 
though even that, thanks to the muscles of the eye, would not 
jirodiice the required ugliness ; and the only possible method of 
fuliilling the iDre-Ra2:)haelite ideal woidd be, to set a petrified 
Cyclops to paint his jDctrificd hi'other.” 

“ You are spiteful.” 

“Hot at all. I am standing up for art, and for nature too. 
For instance : Sabina has wrinkles. She says, too, that she has 
grey hairs comuig. The former I won’t see, and therefore don’t 
'liic latter 1 can’t see, because i am not looking for them.” 

“ Hor I either,” said Stangrave, smiling. “I assure 3’'0U the 
announcement is new to me.” 


“ Of course. AVho can see vninldes in the light of those eyes, 


that smile, that complexion ? ” 

“ Certainl}'-,” said Stangrave, “ if I asked for her portrait, as I 
shall do some day, and the artist sat down and jiainted the said 
‘ wastes of time,’ on pretence of their being there, I should con- 
sider it an impertinence on his part. What business has 
he to S]yv out what natui’e is taking such charming trouble to 
conceal ? ” 


A 




< 


“Again,” said Claude, “such a face as Cordifiamma’s, When 
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unconscious 


it is at rest, in deep thought, there are li^s in it which utterly 
puzzle one — touches which are Eastern, Kahyle, almost (Quad- 
roon.” 

Stangrave started. C « , . , « rn. 

“ But who sees them in the light of that beauty ? They are 

defects, no doubt, but defects which no one would observe with- 
out deep study of the face. They express her character no more 
than a scar would ; and therefore when I paint her as I must 
and will, I shall utterly ignore them. If, on the other hand, 1 
met the same lines in a face which I knew to have Quadroon 
blood in it, I should religiously copy them ; because then ^ they 
would be integral elements of the face. You understand "i 


Understand 1 


answered Stangrave, in a tone which 


-yes 

Lade Claude look up. „ , , i • 

That strange scene of half an hour before flashed across him. 

What if it were no fancy 1 W^hat if Marie had African blood in 

her veins 1 And Stangrave shuddered, and felt for the moment 

that thousands of pounds would be a cheap price to pay for the 

discovery that liis fancy was a false one. 

« Yes— oh— I beg your pardon,” said he, recovering himself. 

I was thinking of something else. But, as you say, what if 

she had Quadroon blood ? ” 

“II I never said so, or dreamt of it.” 

“ Oh ! I mistook. Do you know, though, where she came 
from ? ” 




1 1 You forget, my dear fellow, that you yourself introduced 


her to us.” 


Mrs 


women 


J ^ 

always makes confidences.” 

“ All we know is, what I suppose you knew long ago, that her 
most intimate friend, next to you, seems to be an old friend of 
ours, named Thurnall.” 


Met him 


_ “ An old friend of yours ? 

‘ ‘ Oh yes ; we have Imo wn him 
first at Paris ; and after that went round the world with liim, 
and saw infinite adventures. Sabina and I spent tliree months 
with him once, among the savages in a South-sea Island, and a 
very pretty romance our stay and our escape would make. Y^e 
were all three, I believe, to have been cooked and eaten, if Tom 
had not got us off by that wonderful address which, if you know 

him, you must know well enough.” 

“ Yes,” answered Stangrave, coldly, as in a dream ; “ I have 
Mfnown Mr. Thurnall in past years ; but not in connexion with 
La Signora Cordifiamma. I was not aware till this moment — 

this 


orning, I mean 
i astound me 


that they knew each other.” 
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as of one to whom she lias the deepest obligations ; she was 
ready to rush into our arms when she first found that we knew 
him. He is a greater hero in her eyes, I sometimes fancy, than 
even you are. She docs nothing (or fancies that she does ' ^ 
nothing, for you know her pretty wilfulness) without writing for 

his advice.” 


“la hero in her eyes 1 I was really not aware of that fact,’* 
said Stangrave, more coldly than ever ; for bitter jealousy had 
taken possession of his heart. “ Do you know, then, what this 
same obligation may be 

“I never asked. I hate gossiping, and I make a rule to 
inquire into no secrets but such as are voluntarily confided to 
me ; and I know that she has never told Sabina.” 

“ I suppose she is married to him. That is the simplest 


explanation of the mystery.” 

“Impossible! What can you mean? If she ever marries 

living man, she will marry you.” 

“ Then she will never marry living man,” said Stangi'ave to 
himself. “ Good-bye, my dear fellow ; I have an engagement at 
the Traveller’s.” And away went vStangrave, leaving Claude 
sorely puzzled, but little dreaming of the powder-magazine into 


which he had put a match. 

Hut he was puzzled still more that night, when by the latest 



post a note came — 

“ From Stangrave 1” said Claude. “ Wliy, in the name of all 
wonders ! ” — and he read ; — 

“ Good-bye. I am just starting for the Continent, on sudden 
and urgent business. What my destination is I hardly can tell 
you yet. You will hear from me in the course of the summer. 

Claude’s countenance fell, and the note fell likewise. Sabina 
snatched it up, read it, and gave La Cordifiamma a look which 
made her spring from the sofa, and snatch it in turn. 

She read it tlirough, with trembling hands, and blanching ^ 

cheeks, and then dropped fainting upon the floor. 

They laid her on the sofa, and while they were recovering her, 
Claude told Sabina the only clue which he had to the American’s 
conduct, namely, that afternoon s conversation. ^ ^ 

Sabina shook her head over it ; for to her, also, the American’s 
explanation had suggested itself. W^as Marie Thurnall’s vdfe ? 

Or did she — it was possible however painful — stand to him in 
some less honourable relation, which sue would fain forget now, 
in a now passion for Stangrave ? For that IMarie loved Stangrave, 

Sabina knew well enough. 

The doubt was so ugly that it must be solved ; and when she 
had got the poor thing safe into her bed-room she alluded to it 

as gently as she could. 
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Marie sprang up in indignant innocence. 

“ He ? Whatever he may be to others, I know not : hut to 
e has been purity and nobleness itself — a brother, a father 
es ; if I had ro other reason for trusting him, I should love him 
for that alone; that however tempted he may have been, and 
Heaven knows he waS tempted, he could respect the honour of 
his Mend, though that Mend lay sleeping in a soldier’s grave ten 
thousand mdes away.” 

And Marie threw 'herself upon Sabina’s neck, and under the 
pressure of her misery sobbed out to her the story of her life. 
What it was need not be told. A little common sense, and a 
little knowledge of human nature, will enable the reader to fill 
up for himself the story of a beautiful slave. 

Sabina soothed her, and cheered her ; and soothed and cheered 
her most of all by telling her in return the story of her own life ; 
not so dark a one, but almost as sad and strange. And poor 
Marie took heart, when she found in her great need a sister in 
the communion of sorrows. 

“ And you have been through all this, so beautiful and bright 
as you are ! You whom I should have fancied always living the 
life of the humming-bird : and yet not a scar or a minkle has it 
left behind ! ” 


“ They were there once, Marie ; but God and Claude smoothed 
them away.” 

“ I have no Claude, — and no God, I tliink, at times.” 

“ bTo God, Marie ! Then how did you come hither 1 ” 

Marie was silent, reproved ; and then passionately — 

“ Why does He not right my people 1 ” 

That question was one to which Sabina’s little scheme of the 
universe had no answer ; why should it, while many a scheme 
which pretends to be far vaster and more infallible has none as yet ] 
So she was silent, and sat with Marie’s head upon her bosom, 
^.caressing the black curls, tiU she had soothed her into sobbing 
exhaustion. 


“ There ; lie there and rest : you shall be my child, my poor 
Marie. I have a fresh child every week ; but I shall find plenty 

in my heart for you, my poor hunted deer.” 

“ You will keep my secret ? ” 

“ Why keep it ? Ho one need be ashamed of it here in Me 

England. ” 

“But he he — ^you do not know, Sabina! Those Hortherners, 
with all their boasts of freedom, shrink from us just as much as 
'iJlLr own masters.” 

“ Oh, Marie, do not be so unjust to him I Ho is too noble, 
►and you must know it vourself” 


“Ay^ if he stood alone; if he were oven going to live in 
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opinion, 


England ; if he would let liiniself he liiinself ; hut pull; 

” sohhed the poor sclf-tonnentor — “Jt lias been his 
God, Sabina, to bo a leader of taste and hisliion — admired and 
com])lete — the Ci’ichton of JMowjiort and Ih'ooklyn. And he 
could not boar scorn, the loss of society. Why sliould he bear 
it for 1110? If he had been one of the abolitionist ])arty, it 
would have been ditfercnt : but he lias no sympathy wdth them 
good, narrow, ])ious ])eo])le, or they with him : he could not be 
satisfied in their society — or I either, for I crave after it all as 
much as he — wealth, luxury, art, brilliant company, admiration, 

• — oh, inconsistent wretch that I am ! And that malvcs me love 
him all the more, and yet makes me so harsh to liim, wickedly 
cruel, as I was to-day ; because 'when I am reproving his weak- 
ness, I am reproving my own, and because 1 am angiy with 
myself, I grow angry with him too- — envious of him, 1 do believe 
d moments, and all his success and luxury 1 ” 

And so jioor Marie sobbed out her confused confession of that 
strange double nature which so many Quadroons seem to owe 
to their mixed blood ; a strong side of deep feeling, ambition, 
energy, an intellect rather Greek in its rapidity than English in 
sturdiness ; and withal a weak side, of instability, inconsistency, 
hast}^ liassion, love of present enjoyment, sometimes, too, a 
tendency to untruth, which is the mark, ]iot perhaps of the 
African specially, but of every enslaved race. 

Consolation was all that Sabina could give. It was too late 
to act. Stangravc Avas gone, and Aveck after Aveek rolled by 
Avitliout a line from the Avanderer. 


rt 


CHAPTEE X. 


THE HECOGNITIOn. 

Elslev A’’avasouu is sitting one morning in his stinb', ever^ 
comfort of Avhicli is of Lucia’s arrangement and iiiA'cntion, 
beating tlie home-i)reserve of his brains for pretty thoughts. 
On he struggles tliiough that Avild, and too luxuriant co\'er j 
iiOAV brought up by a “ lawyer,” noAv stumbling over a root, 
now bogged in a green s]HTug, now Hushing a stray covey of 
birds ol' Paradise, UdW a s])hiux, chiuuera, strix, lamia, "lire- 
drake, llA'ing-donkey, two-headed eagle (Austrian, as Avill a])])ear 
shortly), or other ])ortent only to be seen now-a-days in the 
recesses of that eiiclianted imest, the coiiA’olutions of a ])oct’s 
brain. Up they Avhir and rattle, making, like most game, inoie 
noise than they are Avortli. Some get back, some dodge among 
the trees the fair shots are few and far betAvecn ; but Elsley 
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blazes away right and left with trusty quill ; and, to do him 
justice, seldom misses his aim, for po-actice has made liim a sure 
and quick marksman in his own line. Moreover, all is game 
which gets up to-day ; for he is shooting for the kitchen, or 
rather for the London market, as many a noble sportsman does 
now a-days, and thiolcs no shame. Ifis new volume of poems 
(“The Wreck” included) is in the press : but behold, it is not 
as long as the publisher thmks fit, and Messrs. Brown and 
Younger have written down to entreat in haste for some fonr 
hundred linos more, on any subject which Mr. Vavasour may 
choose. And therefore is Elsley beating his liome covers, 
lieavily shot over though they have been already this season, 
in hopes that a few head of his own game may still be left : or 
in default (for human natiu’e is the same, in poets and in sports- 
men), that a few head may have strayed in out of his neigh- 
bours’ manors. 

At last the sport slackens ; for the sportsman is getting tired, 
and hungry also, to carry on the metaphor ; for he has seen the 
postman come up the front walk a quarter of an hoin since, and 
the letters have not been brought in yet. 

At last there is a knock at the door, ■which ho answers. by 
a somewhat testy “come in. 
ble, when not the maid, but Lucia enters. 

"Why not grumble at Lucia ? lie has done so many a time. 

Because she looks this morning so charming ; really quite 
pretty again, so radiant is her face with smiles. And because, 
also, she holds triumpliant above her head a iicwspaper. 

She dances up to 1dm — 

“ I have something for you.” 

“ For me 1 "Why, the post has been in this half-hour.” 

“ Yes, for you, and that’s just the reason why I kept it myself. 
D’ye understand my Irish reasoning ? ” 

^“ISTo, you pretty creature,” said Elsley, who saw that what- 
^er the news was, it was good news. 

“ Pretty creature, am I ? I was once, I know ; but I thought 
you had forgotten all about that. 

you have the paper till I had devoured every 'word of it myself 
first. ” 

“ Every word of wLat ? ” 

“ Of what you shan’t have unless you promise to be good for 

a week. Such a Be view ; and from America ! AVhat a dear 
man he must be who wrote it ! 


But he checks the coming; g;rum- 

o o 


But I was not going to let 




I really think 1 should kiss 


And I really think he would not say no. But as lie s not 
here, I shall act as his proxy.” 

Be quiet, and read that, if you can, for ldusli.es and she 
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spread out the paper before him, and then covered his eyes 
wth her hands, “No, you shan't see it; it will make you 
vam. 

Elsley had looked eagerly at the honeyed columns ; (as who- 
would not have done ?) but the last Avord smote him. "What was 
ho thinking of ? his own praise, or his wife's love % 

“ Too true,” he cried, looldng up at her, “ You dear creature ! 
Vain I am, God forgive me : but before I look at a word of this 
I must have a talk with you.” 

“1 can't stop; I must run back to the children. No; now 
don’t look cross;” as his brow clouded, “I only said that to 
tease you. I’ll stop with you ten whole minutes, if you won’t 
look so very solemn and important. I hate tragedy faces. Now 
what is it ” 

As all this was spoken while both her hands were clasped- 
round Elsley’s neck, and udth looks and tones of the very sweet- 
est as well as the very sauciest, no offence Avas given, and none 
taken : but Elsley’s voice was sad as he asked, 

“ So you really do care for my poems % ” 

“ You great silly creature ! Why else did 1 marry you at all 1 
As if I cared for anything in the Avorld but your* poems ; as if I 
did not love everybody who praises them ; and if any stupid 
revieAver dares to say a word against them I could kill him on the 
spot. I care for nothing in the world but what people say of you. 
And yet I don’t care one pin ; I knoAV Avhat your poems are, 
if nobody else does ; and they belong to me, because you belong 
to me, and I must be the best judge, and care for nobody, no 
not I ! ”■ — And she began singing, and then hung over him, 
tormenting liiin lovingly Avhile he read. 

It was a true American revieAV, utterly extravagant in its lauda- 
tions, whether from over-kindness, or from a certain love of exag- 
geration and magniloquence, Avhich makes one suspect that a 
large proportion of the Transatlantic gentlemen of the press must 
be natives of the sister isle : but it was all the more pleasant to 
the soul of Elsley. 

“ There,” said Lucia, as she clung croodling to him ; “ there is 
a pretty character of you, Sir I Make the most of it, for it is all 
those Yankees Avill ever send you,” 

“ Yes,” said Elsley, “ if they would send one a little money, 
instead of making endless dollars by printing one’s books, and 
then a few more by praising one at a penny a line.” 


“ That's talking like a man of business : if instead of the re- 
vieAV, noAv, a cheque for fifty pounds had come, how I Avould have 
rushed out and paid the bills ! ” 

“ And liked it a great deal better than the review 'i ” 

“Y3u jealous creature! No. If I could always have yov’ 
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praised, I’d live in a cabin, and go about the world barefoot, 

like a wild Irish girl.” 

“ You would make a very charming one.” 

“ I used to, once, I can tell you. Valencia and I used to ran 

about without shoes and stockings at Kilanbaggan, and you can t 
think how pretty and wliite this little foot used to look on a 

nice soft carpet of green moss.” 

“ I shall write a sonnet to it.” 

You may if you choose, provided you don t publish it. 

“ You may trust me for that. I am not one of those who 
anatomise their own married happiness for the edification of the 
whole public, and make fame, if not money, out of their own 

wives’ hearts.” 

“ How I should hate you, if you did ! Hot that I believe 
their fine stories about themselves. At least, I am certain it’s 
only half the story. They liave their quarrels, my dear, just as 
you and I have : but they take care not to put them into 

poetry. ” 

“ Well, but who could ? Whether they have a right or not 
to publish the poetical side of their married life, it is too much 
to ask them to give you the unpoetical also.” 

“ Then they are all humbugs ; and I believe, if they really 
love their wives so very much, they would not be at all that 
pains to persuade the world of it.” 

“ You are very satirical and spiteful. Ma’am.” 

“ I always am when I am pleased. If I am particularly 
happy, I always long to pinch somebody. I suppose it’s Irish — 

‘ Comes out, meets a friend, and for love knocks him down.’ ” 

“ But you know, you rogue, that you care to read no poetry 
but love poetry.” 

“ Of course not ; every woman does ; but let me find you 
publishing any such about me, and see what I will do to you ! 
TChere, now I must go to my work, and you go and write some- 
thing extra-superfinely grand, because I have been so good to 
you. Ho. Let me go ; what a bother you are. Good-bye.” 

And away she tripped, and he returned to his work, happier 
than he had been for a week past. 

His happiness, truly, was only on the surface. The old 
wound ' had been salved — as what wound cannot be ? — by 
woman’s love and woman’s wit : but it was not healed. The 
cause of his wrong doing, the vain, self-indulgent spirit, was 
^ ^ere still unchastened j and he was destined, that very day, to 
find that he had still to bear the punishment of it. 

How the reader must understand, that though one may laugh 
|t Elsley Vavasour, because it is more nlcasant than scolding 
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havG Philistia and Kogeydom neither right nor reaSOb 

to consider him a despicable or merely ludicrous person, ot tc 
cry, “Ah, if lie had been as wo are !” 

^ Had he been merely ludicrous, Lucia would never have married 
him ; and he could only have been spoken of with indignation, or 
left utterly out of the story, as a simply unpleasant figure, beyond 
the purposes of a novel, though admissible now and then into 
tragedy. One cannot heartily laugh at a man if one has not a 
lurking love for him, as one really ought to have for Elsley. 
How much value is to be attached to his mere power of imagina- 
tion and fincy, and so forth, is a question ; but there was in°him 

more than mere talent: there was, in thought at least, virtue and 
magnanimity. 

^ True, the best part of him, perhaps almost all the good part of 
him, spent itself in words, and must be looked for, not in his 
life, but in his books. But in those books it can be found ; and 
if you look tlii'ough them, you will see that ho has not touched 
upon a subject witliout taking, on the whole, the right, and pure, 
and lofty view of it. Howsoever extravagant he may be in his 
notions of poetic licence, that licence is never with him a syno- 
ii}une for licentiousness. AV^hatever is tender and true, whatever 
is chivalrous and high-minded, he loves at first sight, and repro- 
duces it lovingly. And it may be possible that his own estimate 
of his poems was not altogether wrong j that his words may have 
awakened here and there in others a love for that which is 
morally as 'well as physically beautiful, and may have kept alive 
in their hearts the recollection that, both for the bodies and the 
souls of men forms of life far nobler and fairer than those which 
Ave see now are possible j that they have appeared, in fragments 
at least, already on the earth j that they are destined, perhaps, 
to reappear and combine themselves in some ideal state, and in 


One far-off divine event, 

Toward which the whole creatiou moves/* 

This is the special and proper function of the poet ; that ho 
may do this, does Go<l touch his lips with that which, however 
it may be misused, is still fire from off the altar beneath which 
the spirits of his saints cry,— “ Lord, how long]” If be “re- 
produce the beautiful” with tliis intent, however so little, then 

is ho of the sacred guild. And because Vavasour had this gift, 
therefore he was a poet. ’ 

But in this he was weak : tliat he did not feel, or at least was 
forgetting fast, that this gift had been bestowed on him for any 
practical purpose. No one ivould demand that he should have 
gone forth with some grand social sclieme, to reform a worhi 
which looked to him so mean ainl evil. ][o was not .a man of 
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business, an. I was not meant to be one. ‘ 

tom“lmt world, tiU he had quite forgotten “f 

place and unpoetical it may be-but still 

rdolg good, and that in dens of darkness and 
from which he would have turned with disgust , so that the 
Bvmpathv with the sinful and fallen which ina,rks his earlier 

Doems and which perhaps verges on sentimentalism, gradually 
^ves place to a Pharisaic and contemptuous tone 

comWive success had injured him Whilst ^trngghng^himsd^^ 

least7the pity which he could once bestow upon the misery 
which he met in his daily walks, ho now kept for the more 

picturesque woes of Italy and Greece. . , . 

In this, too, he was weak ; that be had altogether foi^otteu 

that the hre from off the altar could only bo^ kept alight by con- 
tinual self-restraint and self-sacrihce, by continual gentleness and 
humility, shown in the petty matters of every-day home-life ; 
and that ho who cannot rule his own household can never rule 
the Church of God. And so it befell, that amid the bite cross- 
blasts of homo squabbles the sacred spark was fast gi nng ^out. 
The poems written after he settled at Penalva are marked oy a 
less definite purpose, by a lower tone of feeling : not, perhaps, 
by a loAver moral tone ; h\ t simply by loss of any moral tone at 
aU. They are more and more full of merely sensuous^ beauty, 
mere word-painting, mere ivord-hunting. Tlie desire ot (mding 
something worth saying gives place more aiul inore to that ot 
saying something in a new fashion. As the originahty of thought 
(which accompanies only vigorous moral purpose) decreases, the 
attempt at originality of language increases. Manner, in short, 
has taken the place of matter. The art, it may be, of nis latest 
poems is greatest : but it has been expended on the most un- 
worthy themes. The later are mannered caricatures ot the 
earlier, without their soul ; and the same change seems to have 
passed over him which (with Mr. Ruekin’s pardon) trausforuied 

the Turner of 1820 into the Turner of 1850. 

Thus had Elsley transferred what sympathy he had left from 
needle- women and ragged schools, dwellers in Jacobs Island and 
"'keepers in the dry arches of Waterloo Bridge, to sufferers of a 
more poetic class. Whether his sympathies showed tho oby that 
he had risen or fallen, let my readers decide each for idmsclf. 
^t is a credit to any man to feel for any human being ; aivi Italy, 
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dreamer. However, it was a fair conception enough ; though 
perhaps it never would have entered Elsley’s head, had Shelley 
never written the opening canto of the Revolt of Islam. 

^ So Elsley, on a hurning July forenoon, strolled up the lane 

and over the down to Rin g Arthur’s JSTose, that he might find 
materials for his sea-shore scene. For he was not one of those 
men who live in such quiet, every-day communication with 
nature, that they drink in her various aspects as unconsciously 
as the air they breathe ; and so can reproduce them, out of an 
inexhaustible stock of details, simply and accurately, and yet 
freshly too, tinged by the peculiar hue of the mind in which 
they have been long sleeping. He walked the world, either 
blind to tlie beauty round him, and trying to compose instead 
some Little scrap of beauty in his own self-imprisoned thoughts ; 
0? else he was looking out consciously and spasmodically for 
news, effects, emotions, images : .'lomething striking and un- 
common winch would suggest a poetic figure, or help out a 
description, or in some way re-furnish his mind with thought. 
From which method it befell, that his lamp of truth was too often 
burnt out just when it was needed \ and that, like the foolish 
virgins, he had to go and buy oil when it was too late ; or failing 
that, to supply its place with some baser artificial material. 

That day, however, he was fortunate enough ; for wandering 
and scrambling among the rocks, at a dead low spring tide, he 
came upon a spot which would have made a poem of itself 
better than all Elsley ever wrote, had he, forgetting all about 
Fra Dolcino, Italy, priests, and tyrants, set down in black and 
white just what he saw; provided, of course, that he had patience 
first to see the same. 

It was none other than that ghastly chasm across which 
Thurnall had been so miraculously swept, on the night of his 
shipwreck. The same ghastly chasm : but ghastly now no 
^ longer \ and as Elsley looked down, the beauty below invited 
him, and the coolness also ; for the sun beat on the flat rock 


above till it scorched the feet, and dazzled the eye, and crisped 
up the blackening sea- weeds ; while every sea-snail crept to hide 
itself under the bladder- tangle, and nothing dared to peep or 
stir save certain grains of gunpowder, which seemed to have 
gone mad, so merrily did they hop about upon the surface of the 
fast evaporating salt-pools. That wonder, indeed, Elsley stooped 
to examine, and drew back his hands with an “ ugh ! ” and a 
gesture of 
" --kisects.” 

all things are not very good ; none, indeed, save such as suited 
his eclectic and fastidious taste ; and to hold (on high aesthetic 
grounds, of course) toads and spiders in as much abhorrence as 


disgust, when he found that they were “ nasty little 
For Elsley held fully the poet’s right to believe that 
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does any boarding-school girl. However, finding some rock ledges 
which formed a natural ladder, down he scrambled, gingerly 
enough, for he was neither an active nor a courageous man. 
But, once down, I will do him the justice to say, that for fivn^ 
whole minutes he forgot all about Fra Dolcino, and, what was 

better, about himself also. 

I'ho chasm may have been fifteen feet deep, and above, about 
half that breadth; but below, the waves had hollowed it into 
dark overhanging caverns. Just in front of him a huge boulder 
spanned the crack ; and formed a natural doorway, through 
which he saw, like a picture set in a frame, the far-off blue sea 
softening into the blue sky among broAvn Eastern haze. Amid 
the haze a single ship hung motionless, like a white cloud. 
Nearer, a black cormorant floated sleepily along, and dived, and 
rose agahi. Nearer again, long lines of flat tide- rock, glittering 
and quivering in the heat, sloped gradually under the waves, till 
they ended in half-sunken beds of olive oar- weed, which bent 
their tangled stems into a hundred graceful curves, and swayed 
to and fro slowly and sleepily. The low swell slid whispering 
among their floating palms, and slipped on toward the cavern’s 
mouth, as if asking wistfully (so Elsley fancied) when it would 
be time for it to return to that cool shade, and hide from all 
the blinding blaze outside. But when his eye was enough 
accustomed to the shade within, it withdrew gladly from the 
glaring sea and glaring tide-rocks to the walls of the chasm 
itself;” to curved and polished sheets of stone, rich brown, with 
snow-white veins, on which danced for ever a dappled network 
of pale yellow light ; to crusted beds of pink coralline ; to 
caverns, in the dark crannies of which hung branching sponge? 
and tufts of purple sea-moss ; to strips of clear white sand, 
bestrewn with shells ; to pools, each a gay flower-garden of all 
hues, where branching sea-weeds reflected blue light from every 
point, like a thousand damasked sword-blades; while among them,_^ 
dahlias and chrysanthemums, and many anotiier mimic of our 
earth born flowers, spread blooms of crimson, and purple, and lilac, 
and creamy grey, half-buried among feathered weeds as brightly 
coloured as they ; and strange and gaudy fishes shot across from 
side to side, and chased each other in and out of hidden cells. 

Within and without all was at rest ; the silence was brolcen 


only by the timid whisper of the swell, and by the chime of 
dropping water withhi some unseen cave : but what a different 
rest ! ^Vit]mut, all lying breathless, stupified, sun-stricken, in 


blinding glare ; uuthin, all coolness and refreshing sleep. With- 
out, all simple, broad, and vast; within, all various, with infinite 
richness of form and colour. — An llairoun Alraschid’s bower 


looking out upon 
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Bother the fellow 1 Why will he go on analysing and hgufing 
in this way 1 WTiy not let the blessed place tell him what it 
means, instead of telling it what he thinks 1 And why, he is 
actually writing verses, though not about Fra Dolcino ! 

** How rests yon rock, wliose half-day^s bath is done, 

With broad bright side, beneath the broad bright sun, 

Like sea-nymph tired, on cushioned mosses sleeping. 

Yet, nearer drawn, beneath her purple tresses, 

From down-bent brows we find her slowly weeping 
So many a heart for cruel man’s caresses 
Must only pine and pine, and yet must bear 
A gallant front beneath life’s gaudy glare.” 

Silly fellow ! Do you think that Nature had time to think of 
such a far-fetched conceit as that while it was making that rock 
and peopling it with a million tiny living things, of which not 
one falleth to the ground without your Father’s knowledge, and 
each more beautiful than any sea-nymph whom you ever fancied ? 
For, after all, you cannot fancy a whole sea- nymph (perhaps in 
that case you could make one), but only a very little scrap of her 
outside. Or if, as you boast, you are inspired by the Creative 
Spirit, tell us what the Creative Spirit says about that rock, and 
not such verse as that, the lesson of which you don’t yourself 
really feel. Pretty enough it is, perhaps : but in your haste to 
say a pretty thing, just because it was pretty, you have not 
cared to condemn yourself out of your own mouth. Why were 
you sulky. Sir, with Mrs. Vavasour this very morning, after all 
that passed, because she would look over the wasliing-books, 
while you wanted her to hear about Fra Dolcino 1 And wliy, 
though she was up to her knees among your dirty shirts when 
you went out, did you not give her one parting kiss, which would 
have transfigured her virtuous drudgery for her into a sacred 
pleasure 1 One is heartily glad to see you disturbed, cross though 
you may look at it, by that sturdy step and jolly whistle wliich 
burst in on you from the other end of the chasm, as Tom Thurnall, 
with an old smock frock over his coat and a large basket on his 
arm, comes stumbling and hopping towards you, di’opping every 
now and then on hands and knees, and turning over on his back, 
to squeeze his head into some muddy crack, and then withdraw 
it with the salt water dripping down his nose. 

Elsley closed his eyes, and rested his head on his hand in a 
somewhat studied “ pose.” But as he wished not to be inter- 
rupted, it may not have been altogether unpardonable to pretend 
sleep. However, the sleeping posture had exactly the opposite 
effect to that which he designed. 

“Ah, Mr. Vavasour ! ” 

“Humph!” quoth he slowly, if not sulldly. 
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“ I admire your taste, Sir ; a charming summer-house old 
Triton has vacated for your use ; but let me advise you not to 
go to sleep in it.” 

“ AVhy then, Sir?” 

“ Because — It’s no business of mine, of course : but the tide 
has turned already ; and if a breeze springs up old Triton will 
bo back again in a liurry, and in a rage also ; and— 


I may 


possibl}’’ lose a good patient.” 

Elsloj’’, who knew notliing about the tides, save that “ the 
moon wooed the ocean,” or some such important fact, thanked 
him coolly enough, and returned to a meditative attitude. Tom 
saw tliat he was in the seventh lieaven, and went on : but he 
had not gone three steps before lie pulled up short, slapping his 
hands together once, as a man does who has found what he 
wants ; and then plunged up to kis knees in a rock pool, and 
then began working very gentl}’’ at something under water. 

Elsley watched him for full five minutes with so much curi- 
osity, that, despite of himself, ho asked him what he was doing. 

Tom had his vdiole face under water, and did not hear, till 
Elsley had repeated the question. 

“ Only a rare zoophyte,” said ho at last, lifting his dripping 
visage, and gasping for breath ; and then he dived again. 

“ Inexplicable pedantry of science ! ” thought Elsley to him- 
self, while Tom worked on steadfastly, and at last rose, and, 
taking out a phial from his basket, was about to deposit in it 
something invisible. 

o 

“ Stay a moment ; you really have roused my curiosity by 
your earnestness, klay I see what it is for which you have 
taken so much trouble ? ” 

Tom held out on Iris fmger a piece of slimy crust the size of a 
halfpenny. Elsley could only shmg his shoulders. 

“ Tlothing to you, Sii*, I doubt not ; but worth a guinea to 
me, even if it be only to mount bits of it as microscopic objects. 

“So you mingle business with science?” said Elsley, rather 
in a contemptuous tone. 

“AVhy not? I must live, and my frther too; and it is as 
honest a way of making money as any other ; I poach in no 
man’s manor for my game.” 

“ But what is vour game ? AAHiat possible attraction in that 
bit of dirt can make men spend their money on it ? ” 

“Yon shall see,” said Tom, dropping it into the phial of salt 
water, and ollering it to Elsley, ovith his pocket magnifier. 

“ Judge for 3'ourself.” 

Elsley did so, and beheld a new wonder — a living plant of 
crystal, studded with crystal bells, from each of which waved a 
crown of delicate arms. It was the first time that Elsley had 
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over seen one of those exq^uisite zoophytes whi 

and every tuft of weed. 

“ This is most heautiful,” said he at length. 
“ Humph ! why should not Mr. Vavasour \ 


it?” 

“ Why not, indeed ? ” thought Elsley. 

li j^’g jio husiness of mine, no man s less i hut I often wonder 
why you poets don*t take to the microscope, and tell us a little 
more about the wonderful things which are here already, and 
not about those which are not, and which, perhaps, never will 


Well,” said Elsley, after another look : “ but, after all, these 

things have no human interest in them.” 

“I don’t know that; they have to me, for instance. Tliese 

are the things which Z. would write about if I had any turn for 
"f verse, not about human nature, of which I know. I’m afraid, a 
little too much already. I always like to read old ‘ Darwin s 
Loves of the Plants bosh as it is in a scientific point of view, 
it amuses one’s fancy without making one lose one s temper, as 
one must when one begins to analyse the microscopic ape called 

self and Mends.” 

“ You would like, then, the old Cosmogonies, the Eddas and 
the Vedas,” said Elsley, getting interested, as most people did 
after five minutes’ talk ■with the cynical doctor. “ I suppose 
you would not say much for their science ; but, as poetry, they 
are just what you ask for — the expression of thoughtful spirits, 
who looked round upon nature with awe-struck, cliild-like eyes, 
and asked of all heaven and earth the question, ‘ What are you ? 
How came you to be ? ’ Yet — it may be my fault — while I 
admire them, I cannot sympathise with them. To me, tliis 
zoophyte is as a being of another sphere ; and till I can create 
some link in my o'wn mind between it and humanity it is as 
nothing in my eyes.” 

“ There is link enough. Sir, don’t doubt, and chains of iron 
and brass too.” 

“You believe then, in the development theory of the 
‘ V estiges ’ ? ” 

“ Doctors who have theh bread to earn never commit them- 
selves to theories. No ; all I meant was, that tliis little zoophyte 
lives by the same laws as you and I ; and that he, and the sea- 
weeds, and so forth, teach us doctors certain little rules concern- 
ing life and death, which you -will have a chance soon of seeing 

work on the most grand and poetical, and indeed altogether 
tragic scale.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ When the cholera comes here ae it will, at its present pace, 
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before the end of the summer, then I sliall na\'e tlic zoojdijleg 

rising up in judgment against me, if I Jiave not prolitod hv a 
leaf out of tlieir l>ook.” ^ 

“Tlie cliolera ? said EIsley in a startled voice, forgetting 
lorn s })aial)les in tlie new tliought. Eor ELsley liad a dread more 
nervous than really coward of infectious diseases ; and lie had 
also (luid luided himself, too, on having) all Goethe’s dislike of 
anv thing terrible or horiible, of sickness, disease, wounds, death 
anything which jarred witli that “ beautiful ” which was Ids idol! 

“ J he cholera 1 ” rejieated lie. “1 hope not; 1 wish \'ou had 
not mentioned it, ]\Ir. Thurnall.” 

“1 am very sorry that I did so, if it offends you. I had 

thought that _ forewarned was forearmed. After all, it is no 

business of mine ; if 1 have extra laboim, as 1 shall have, 1 shall 

have extra exiicrience ; and that will be a fair set-olT, even if the 

board of guardians don’t vote me an extra remuneration, as thev 
ought to do.” 


Elslcy was struck dumb ; first by the certainty which Tom’s 

voids exjiressed, and next b}’’ the coolness of their temj^er. At 

last ho stammered out, “ Good heavens, Mr. ThurnaU ! von do 
not talk - ^ •> 


of that frightful scourge 


, ^ -- ^ so disgusting, too, in its 

cliaracter— as a matter of profit and loss ? It is sordid cold- 
hearted ! ” ’ 

“ lly dear Sir, if I let myself think, much more talk, about 

the matter in any other tone, I should face the thimr ])oorlv 
enough when it came. ’ - ’ ’ - i . 


^ ^ shall have work enough to keep mv 

head about the end of August or beginning of Se])tember, and 1 

must not lose it beforehand, by indulging in any horror, disuist 
or other emotion perfectly justifiable in a layman.” ° ’ 

“Eut are not doctors men?” 

“That dqiends very much on what ‘a man’ means.” 

“ IMen with human symjiathy and compassion.” 

Oh, I mean by a man, a man with human streimth. My 
dear Sir, one may be too busy, and at doing good too (thouo-h 
that IS not my line, save professionally, because it is my only 
way of earning money) ; but one may be too busy at doiim good 
to have time for compassion. If wliile I was ciittimr a "’man’s 
leg off I thought of the pain wliich he was sufferiim ” 

“Thank Heaven!” said Elslcy, “that it was no°t my lot to 
become a medical man.” 

Tom looked at him with the quaiutest smile : a Hush of 
uungled angor and contciujit l.ad hcen rising in liin. as he iieard 
the cx-hoUle hoy talking sentiment : hut he only went on quictle 
A 0 , Sir ; avill, your niore delicate sensibilities, you may tliank 
Jicaven that you did not become a medical man ; A^our life Avoald 
have been one of torture, disgust, and agonizing sense of rospon- 
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slbility . But do you not see that you ra ust thank Heaven for 
the sufferer’s sake also ? I will not shock you again by talking 
of amputation ; but even in the smallest matter even if you 
^-^re merely sending medicme to an old maid suppose that 
your imag^Jiation 'svere preoccupied by the thought of her old 
ao^e, her sufferings, her disappointed hopes, her regretful dream 
of bygone youtli, and beauty, and love, and all the tender 
fancies which might well spring out of such a mournful spectacle, 
would you not be but too likely (pardon the bathos) to end by 
sending her an elderly gentleman s medicine after all, and so 
either frightfully increasing her sufferings, or ending them once 

foraU?” ^ 

Tom said this in the most quiet and natural tone, without 

even a twinkle of his wicked eye : but Elsley heard him begin 

with reddening face j and as he went on, the red had turned to 

I'urple,’ and then to deadly yellow; till making a half-step 

'■ forward he cried fiercely : — 

“ Sir !” and then stopped suddenly ; for his feet slipped upon 
the polished stone, and on liis face he fell into the pool at 

Thurnall’s feet. 

“Well for both of us geese !” said Tom inwardly, as he went 
to }uck him up. “ I verily believe he was going to strike me, 
and that would have done for neither of us. I was a fool to say 
it ; but the temptation was so exquisite ; and it must have come 

some day.” 

But Vavasour staggered up of his own accord, and dashing, 
away Tom’s proffered hand, was rushing off without a word. 

Hot so, Mr. tlolin Briggs !” said Tom, making up his mind 
iq a moment that he must have it out now, or never ; and that 
he might have everything to fear from Vavasour if he let him go 
home furious. “ We do not part thus. Sir ! ” 

“We will meet again, if you -will,” foamed Vavasour, “ but it 
shall end in the death of one of us !” 

“ By each other’s potions 1 I can doctor myself, Sir, thank 
you. Listen to me, John Briggs ! You shall listen 1 ” and Tom 
sprang past him, and planted himself at the foot of the rock 
steps, to prevent his escaping upward. 

‘ ‘ ^ Vhat, do you wish to quarrel with me. Sir 1 It is I who 
ought to quarrel with you. I am the aggrieved party, and not 
you. Sir ! I have not seen the son of the man who, when I was 
an apothecary’s boy, petted me, lent me books, introduced me as 
a genius, turned my head for me — which was just what 1 was 
'Vain enough to enjoy — I have not seen that man’s son cast 
ashore penniless and friendless, and j’^et never held out to him a 
helping hand, but tried to conceal my identity from him, from 
B dirty shame of my honest father’s honest name.” 
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Vavasour dropped his eyes, for was it not true 1 but he raised 
them again more fiercely than ever. 

“ Curse you ! I owe you nothing. It was you who made 

me ashamed of it. You rhymed on it, and laughed about poetry 
coming out of such a name.” 

“And what if I did? Are poets to be made of nothing 

but tinder and gall 1 Why could you not take an houest joke 

as it was meant and go your way like other people, till you had 

shown yoiu'self worth something, and won honour even for the 
name of Briggs ? ” » « 

oo 

And I have ! I have my own station now, my owii fame, 

Sii*, and it is notliiiig to you what I choose to call myself. I 

have won my place, I say, and youi- mean envy cannot rob me 
of it.” 


You have your station. Very good,” said Tom, not caring 

to notice the imputation ; “ you owe the greater part of it to 

your having made a most fortunate marriage, for which I respect 

you, as a practical man. Let your poetry be what it may (and 

people tell me that it is really very beautiful), your match 

shows mo that you are a clever, and therefore a successful 
person.” 


“ Do you take me for a sordid schemer, lilce yourself? I loved 
what was worthy of me, and \von it because I deserved it.” 

“ Then, ha^^g won it, treat it as it deserves,” said Tom, with 
a cool, searching look, before which Vavasour’s eyes fell again. 

• Understand me, IMr. «J ohn Briggs j it is of no conseq[uence to 
me what you call yoiuself ; but it is of consequence to me that 
I should not have a patient in my parish whom I cannot cure ^ 
foi I cannot cure broken hearts, though they will be simple 
enough to come to me for medicine.” 

You shall have no chance ! You shall never enter my 
house ! You shall not ruin me, Sh, by your bills ! ” 

Tom made no answer to this fresh insult. He had another 
game to play. 


“ Take care what you say, Briggs ; remember that, after all, 

you are in my power, and I had better remind you plainly of 
the fact.” 


“ And you mean to make me your tool ? I will die first 1 ” 

“ I believe that,” said Tom, who was very near addiing “ that 
he should be sorry to work with such tools.” 

“My tools are my lancet and my drugs,” said he, quietly, 
and all I have to say refers to them. It suits my purpose to 
become the pirncipal medical man in this neighbomhood— " 
“ And I am toytout for introductions for you ? ” 

“ You are to be so very kind as to allow me to finish my 
sentence, just as you would allow any other gentleman; and 
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because I 'wish for practice, and patients, and power, you will 
be so kind as to treat me henceforth as one high-minded man 
would treat another, to whom he is obliged. For you know, 
^^^.----dohn Briggs, as well as I,’* said Tom, drawing himself up to 
his full height, “ look me in the face, if you can, ere you deny 
it, that I was, while you know mo, as honourable a man and as 
kind-hearted a man, as you ever Avere ; and that hoav — con- 
sidering the circumstances under which we meet, — you haA’^e 
more reason to trust me, than I haA'O, prima, facie, to trust you.” 

Vavasour answered not a Avord. 

. “ Good-bye, then,” said Tom, draAving aside from the step ; 

Mrs. Vavasour will be anxious about you. And mind ! With 


r 


»v 


regard to her first of all, Sir, and then A'vith regard to other 
matters — as long, and only as long, as you remember that 3 ’’ou 
are John Briggs of Whitbury, I shall be the first to forget it. 
There is my hand, for old acquaintance’ sake.” 

Vavasour took the proffered hand coldly, paused a moment, 
and then Avrung it in silence, and hurried away home. 

“ Have I played my ace ill after all 1 ” said Tom, sitting doAvn 
to consider. “ As for whether I should have pla 3 ’'ed it all, that’s 
no business of mine now. 
that. 


yet. 
venomous 


Madam Might-have-been may see to 
But did I play ill ? for if I did, 1 may try a neiv lead 

I to have tAvitted him about his wife ? If he’s 


Ought 


it may only make matters worse ; and still worse 
if he be suspicious. I don’t think he was either in old times ; 
but vanity Avill make a man so, and it may have made liim. 
Well, I must only ingratiate m}’’self all the more with her ; and 
find out, too, whether she has his secret as well as I. 'Wliat I 
am most afraid of is my having told him plainly that he Avas in 
my power ; it’s apt to make sprats of his size flounce desperately, 
in the mere hope of proving themselves Avhales after all, if it’s 
only to their miserable selve.s. Hever mind ; he can’t break my 
tackle ; and besides, that gripe of the hand seemed to indicate 
that the poor wretch was beat, and thought himself let off easily 
—as indeed he is. We’ll hope so. Noav, zoophy^tes, for anothei 
turn Avith you ! ” 


To tell the truth, hoAi'ever, Tom is looking for more than 
zoophytes, and has been doing so at every dead Ioav tide simv 
he was Avrecked. He has heard nothing yet of his belt. The 
notes have not been presented at the London bank ; nobody in 
the 'village has been spending more money than usual ; foi 
cunning Tom has contrived already to knoAV hoAv many pints 
ale every man of Avhom he has the least doubt has drunk. 
Perhaps, after all, the belt may have been torn olT in the 
life struggle ; it ma}’’ haa^e been for a moment in Grace’s liands, 
and then have been swept back into tlie sea. What more 
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likely ? And wliat more likely, in that case, that, sinking hy 
its Aveight, it is wedged away in some cranny of tlie rocks ? So 
spring-tide aftei* s])ring-tide Tom searches, and all the more 
carefully because others are searching too, for waifs and strays 
I'roni the wreck. Sad relics of mortality he finds at times, as 
others do : once, even, a dressing-case, full of rings and pins 
and chains, which belonged, he fancied, to a gay young bride 
with whom he had waltzed many a time on deck, as they slipped 
along before the soft trade-Avind ; but no belt. He sent the 
dressing-case to the Lloyd’s underwriters, and searched on : but 
in A'ain. Neither could he find that any one else had forestalled 
him ; and that A'eiy afternoon, sulky and disheartened, he deter- 
mined to waste no more time about the matter, and strode home, 
vowing signal vengeance against the thief, if he caught him. 

“ And 1 Avill catch him ! These wcst-countr^'' 3'okels, to fancy ' 
that they can do Tom Thurnall ! It’s adding insult to injurj^, 
as Sam Weller’s parrot has it.” 

Noav his shortest Avay home lay across the shore, and then 
along the beach, and up the steps by the little Avaterfall, j^ast 
IMrs. IIarve3'’s door ; and at that door sat Grace, sewing in the 
sun. She looked up and boAved as he passed, smiling modestly, 
and little dreamhig of Avhat Avas jiassing in his mind ; and Avhen 
a A'or}’’ lovcl}" girl smiled and boAved to Tom, he must needs do 
the same to her : Avlicreon she added, — 

“ 1 beg 3’our pardon, Sir : haA^e j^ou heard anything of the 

money 3^011 lost ? I — Ave — haAx been so ashamed to think of 
such a tiling happening hei'e.” 

Tom’s CAol s])irit Avas roused. 

“ Have yoii heard an3'thing of it, Miss Haiwe3' ^ 

seem to me the only person in the jdace Avho knoAvs au3'thmg 
about the matter.” 


“I, Sir?” cried G race, fixing her great startled 
on him. 


eyes 


full 


“ AVly, ]\ra’am,” said Tom, Avith a courtl3' smile, “3"ou may 
possibly recollect, if 3'ou A\'ill so far tax 3"our memory, that 3'ou 
had it in 3'our hands at least a moment, Avben 3^011 did me the 
kindness to saA'c 1113^ life; and as 3'ou Avere kind enough to 
iiilorm me that I should rccoA'or it Avlien 1 Avas AvortliA’’ of it, 
J supjiose 1 haA'e not 3ct risen in 3'our 03^8 to the required 
f'tate of conversion and regeneration,” And SAvinging impa- 
tiently aAva3^, he Avalked on, roall3'' afraid lest ho should say 
somethin rude, 

• I 

Grace half called after liim, and then suddcnl3" checking her- 
self, rushed in to her mother Avith a Avild and pale face. 

“What is this Mr. Thurnall lias been sa3u‘ng to me aliout his 
lielt and money Avhich he lost? ” 


& 
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“ About what 1 Has be been rude to you, the bad man 1 
cried Mrs. Harvey, dropping tbe pie-disb in some confusion, 

and taking a loiig while to pick up the pieces. 

“About the belt — the money which he lost ! Why don’t you 

speak, mother?” 

“ Belt — money ? Ah, I recollect now. He has lost some 

money, he says.” 

“ Of course he has.” 

“ How should you know anything ? I recollect there waiS 
some talk of it, though. But what matter what he says? He 
was quite passed away. I’ll swear, when they carried him up.” 

“ But, mother ! mother ! he says that I know about it j that 


I had it in my hands ! ” 

“ You ? Oh the wicked wretch, the false, ungrateful, slan- 
derous child of m'ath, with adder’s poison under his lips ! Ko, 
my child ! Though we’re poor, we’re honest ! Let him slander 
us, rob us, of our good name, send us to prison, if he will — he 
cannot rob us of our souls. We’ll be silent ; we’ll turn the other 
cheek, and commit our cause to One above who pleads for the 
orphan and the widow. AVe will not strive nor cry, my cliild. 
Oh, no!” And Mrs. Harvey began fussing over the smashed 

pie-dish. 

“ I shall not strive nor cry, mother,” said Grace, who had 
recovered her usual calm : “ but he must have some cause for 
these strange words. Do you recollect seeing me with the belt ? ” 

“ Belt, what’s a belt ? I know notliing about belts. I tell 
you he’s a villain, and a slanderer. Oh, that it should have 
come to this, to have my cliild’s fair fame blasted by a wretch 
that comes nobody knows where from, and has been doing 
nobody knows what, for aught I know 1” 

“ Mother, mother I we know no harm of him. If he is mis- 
taken, God forgive him 1 ” 

‘ ‘ If he is mistaken ? ” went on Airs. Harvey, still over the 
pie-dish : but Grace gave her no answer. She was deep in 
thought. She recollected now, that as she had gone up the path 
from the cove on that eventful morninsr, she had seen AYillis and 


Thurnall wliispering earnestly together ; and she recollected now, 
for the first time, that there had been a certain sadness and per- 
plexity, almost reserve, about AYillis ever since. Good heavens 1 
could he suspect her too ? She would find out that at least ; 
and no sooner had her mother fussed away, talking angrily to 
herself, into the back kitchen, than Grace put on her bonnet 
und shawl, and went forth to find the Captain. 

In an hour she returned. Her lips were firm set, her cheeks 
pale, her eyes red with weeping. She said nothing to her mother, 
who for her part did not seem inclined to allude again to the matter. 
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“ Wlierc have you hoea, child ? You look quite poorly, and 
your eyes red.” ^ 

The wind is very cold, mother,” said she, and went into her 
1 ocnn. Her mother looked sharply after her, and muttered to herselft" 

Grace went in, and sat down on the bed. 

“What a coldness this is at my heart!” she said aloud to 
herself, trying to smile ; hut she could not : and she sat on the 
bedside, without taking off her bonnet and shawl, her hands 
langing listlessly by her side, her head drooping on her bosom 
till her mother called her to tea : then she was forced to rouse 
heisclf, and went out, composed, but utterly wretched. 

Tom walked up homeward, very ill at ease. Ho had played, 

to use his nomenclature, two trump cards running, and was by 

no means satisfied that ho had played them well. He had no- 

light, certainly, to be satisfied with either move; for both had' 

been made in a somewhat evil spirit, and certainly for no very 
disinterested end. 


lhat was a view of the matter, however, which never enteredi 

his mind ; there was only that general dissatisfaction with himself 

which IS, though men try hard to deny the fact, none other tham 

the supernatural sting of conscience. He tried “ to lay to his' 

soul the flattering unction ’’ that he might, after all, be of use to- 

ills. Vavasour, by using his power over her husband : but ho 

Jviiew in his secret heart that any move of his in that direction 

svas hkely only to make matters worse; that to-day’s explosion 

iiught only have sent home the hapless Vavasour in a more 

iiiitable temper than ever. And tliinking over many things, 

backward and forward, ho saw his own way so little, that he 

actually condescended to go and “pump” Frank Headley. So 

he termed it : but, after all, it was only like asking advice of a 

good man, because ho did not feel himself quite crood enou^^h to 
advise himself. ® 


ihe Curate was preparing to sally forth, after his frugal dinner. 

Iho morning he spent at the schools, or in parish secularities ; 

the afternoon, till dusk, was devoted to visiting the poor ; the 

night, not to sleep, but to reading and sermon writing. Thus 

by sitting up till two in the morning, and rising again °at six for 

his private devotions, before walking a mile and a half up to 

church for tlie morning service, Frank Headley burnt the candle 

of life at both ends very effectually, and sliowcd that he did so 
by his pale cheeks and red eyes. 

“ Ah I ” said Tom, as he entered. “ As usual ; poor Nature 
IS being robbed and murdered by rich Grace.” 

“ What do you mean now ? ” asked Frank, smiling, for he had 
become accustomed enough to Tom’s quaint parables, thou<di ho 
nad to scold him often enough for tlieir irreverence. ° 
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“ Nature says, ‘ after dinner sit awliile ; ’ and even the dumb 
ftTiimnls hear her voice, and lie by for a siesta when their stomachs 
are full. Grace says, ‘ Jump up and rush out the moment you 
have swallowed your food ; and if you get an indigestion, abuse 
poor Nature for it ; and lay the blame on Adam’s fall.’ ” 

“You are irreverent, my good Sir, as usual; but you are 
unjust also this time.” 

“ How then ? ” 

“ Unjust to Grace, as you phrase it,” answered Frank, with a 
quaint sad smile. “ I assure you on my honour, that Grace has 
nothing whatsoever to do with my ‘ rushing out * just now, but 
simply the desire to do my good works that they may bo seen of 
men. I hate going out. I should like to sit and read the 
whole afternoon : but I am afraid lest the dissenters should say, 
‘ He has not been to see so-and-so for the last three days ; ’ so 
off I go, and no credit to me.” 

Why had Frank dared, upon a month’s acquaintance, to lay 
bare his own heart thus to a man of no creed at all ? Because, 
I suppose, amid all differences, he had found one point of 
iiltenoss between himself and Thurnall ; he had found that Tom 
at heart was a truly genuine man, sincere and faithful to his 
own scheme of the universe. 

How that man, through all his eventful life, had been 
enabled to 

“Bate not a j ot of heai-t or hope, 

But steer right onward, ” 

which Frank longed curiously, and yet fearfully 
withal, to solve. There were many qualities in him wliich 
Frank could not but admire, and long to imitate ; and, “ W'hence 
had they come ? ” was another problem at whicli he looked, 
trembling as many a new thought crossed him. He longed, 
too, to learn from Tom somewhat at least of that savoir faire, 
that power of “ becoming all things to all men,” which St. Paul 
had ; and for want of which Frank had failed. He saw, too, 
with surprise, that Tom had gained in one month more real 
insight into the characters of his parishioners than he had doce 
in twelve ; and besides all, there was the craving of the lonely 
heart for human confidence and friendship. So it befell that 
Frank spoke out his inmost thought that day, and thought no 
shame ; and it befell also, that Thurnall, when he heard it, said 
iu his heart — 


What 


n 


^ V 

But he answered enigmatically. 

“ Oh, I quite agree with you that Grace has nothing to do 
with it. I only referred it to that som'ce because I thought you 

v/ould do so.” 
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“ You ought to he ashamed of your dishonesty, then.* 

“ I know it ; but my view of the case is, that you rush out 
after dinner for the very same reason that the Yankee store- 
keeper -does — from — You’ll forgive me if I say it 1 ” 

“ Of course. You cannot speak too plainly to me.” 

“ Conceit ; the Yankee fancies himself such an important 
person, that the commercial world will stand still unless he flies 
back to its help after ten minutes’ gobbling, with his mouth full 
of pork and pickled peaches. And you fancy yourself so im- 
portant in your line, that the spiritual world will stand still 
unless you bolt back to help it in like wise. Substitute a 

half-cooked mutton chop for the pork, and the cases are exact 
parallels.” 

“ Your parallel does not hold good. Doctor. The Yankee 
goes back to his store to earn money for himself, and not to keep 
commerce alive.” 


“ AYhile you go for utterly disinterested motives. 
“ Do you? ” said Frank. “ If you think that I 


I see.” 


“ Do you? said Frank. “If you think that I fancy myself 
a better man than the Yankee, you mistake me : but at least 
you will confess that I am not working for money.” 

“2^0 ; you have your notions of reward, and he has his. He 
wants to be paid by material dollars, payable next month ; you 
by spiritual dollars, payable when you die. I don’t see the great 
difference. ” 

“ Only the slight difference between what is material and 
what is spiritual.” 

“ They seem to me, from all I can hear in pulpits, to be only 
tvvo different sorts of pleasant things, and to bo sought after, 
both alike, simply because they are pleasant. Self-interest, if 
you will forgive me, seems to me the spring of both : only, to 
do you justice, you are a farther-sighted and more prudent man 
than the Yankee store-keeper ; and having more exquisitely 
developed notions of what your true self-interest is, are content 
to -wait a little longer than he.” 

“ You stab with a jest, Thurnall. You little know how 3 "our 
words hit home.” 

'V'i 3ll, then, to turn from a matter of wdiich I know nothin^ 

' ' o 

—I iLUst keep you in, and give you parish business to do at 
home. I am come to consull you as my spiritual pastor and 
master.” 

Frank looked a little astonished. 


“ Don’t be alarmed. I am not going to confess my own 
sins — only other people’s.” 

“Pray don’t, then. I know far more of them already than I 
can cure. I am worn out with the daily discovery of fresh evil 
wherever I go.” 
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find 


fresh good wherever you go 1 

vour o*rt of good. You aro fastidious. WeU. you have 

who Ls been dr^ged through the slums and sewera of this 
wkki world for fifteen years and more, bemg very wel eontent 
with any sort of good which I can light on, and not particular aa 

to either quantity or quality. i vmn pan 

only findVe said good. The vulturine nose, which smells 

nothing hut corruption, is no credit to its 
would be pleasant, at least, to find good in every n an 
“ One can’t do that in one’s study. Mixing with tl 
only plan. No doubt they’re inconsistent enough. 
yo/s?e of them , the less you trust them ; and yet the more you 
^6 of them, the more you Uke them. Can you solve that 

' ^ « A 1 • 


IMixing with them is the 

The more 


paradox from your books 1” 
“ I will try,” said Frank. 


** I generally have more than one 
But, surely, there aro men so fallen 


to think over when you go. 

that they are utterly insensible to good. , , i 

“ Verv likely. There’s no saying in this world what may not 

be Only I never saw one. I’ll tell you a story; you may 

apply it as you like. When I was on the Texan expedition, 

and raw to soldiering and camping, we had to sleep in low 

ground, and suffered terribly from a miasma. ^ea^Y 
was, when it came ; and the man who once got chilled through 
with it, just died. I was lying on the bare ground one night 
and chilly enough I was — for I was short of clothes, and hail 
lost my buffalo robe— but fell asleep : and on waking the next 
morning, I found myself covered up in my comrade’s blankets, 
even to his coat, while he was sitting shivering m his shirt 
sleeves. The cold fog had come down in the night, and the man 
had stripped himself, and sat all night with death staring him in 
the face, to save my life. And all the reason ho gave was, that 
if one of us must die, it was better the older should go first, and 
not a youngster like me. And,” said Tom, lowering Iris voice, 

“ that man was a murderer !” 

“ A murderer !” 

“Yes; a drunken, gambling, cut-throat rowdy as ever grew 
ripe for the gallows. Now, ■will you tell mo that there was 

'Yiothing in that man but what the devil put there 1 ’ 

Frank sat meditating awhile on this strange story, which is 
moreover a true one ; and then looked up with something likj 

toftrs in his eyes. 
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“ And he did not die 1 " 

afterwards —shot through the 

w]uit he did for me tliat niglit ; and I’ll tell you what, sl 1 I 
do not heheve that God has forgotten it either." 

th^subject*^ ^**'^"*^ ‘“‘1 Tom changed 

“I want to know what you can teU me about this Mr 

Vavasour.’ ‘ 

“ Hardly anything, I am sorry to say. I was at his house at 

.ca, two or tliree times, when I first came ; and I had very 

agreeable evenings, and talks on art and poetry : but I believe J 

ofiended him by hinting that he ought to come to church, which 

le never docs, and since then our acquaintance has all but 

ceased I suppose you wiU say, as usual, that I played my 
cards badly there also.” 1 my 

‘‘ Hot at aU !” said Tom, who was disposed to take any one’s 

part against Elsley. “If a clergyman has not a right to tell a 

man that, I ^ don t see what right he has of any kind. Only ” 

added he, with one of his quaint smiles, “the clergyman, if he 

compels a man to deal at his store, is bound to furnish him' Avith 
tile articles which he wants.” 

“mich he Jieeds, or which he likes? For ‘wanting’ has 

both those meanings.” ° 

“ ith something that he finds by experience does him nood ; 

and so learns to like it, because he knows that he needs it, as 
my patients do my physic.” 

1 ir ^ patients would do so by mine ; but, unfortunately, 

hall of them seem to me not to know what them disease is, and 
tile other half do not think they are diseased at all/^ 

“yell,” said Tom drily, “perhaps some of them are more 

right than you fancy. Every man knows his o'vvn business 
best. 

“ If it were so, they would go about it somewhat differently 
iTom what most of the poor creatures do/^ 

“ Do you think so ? I fancy myself that not one of them 
does a ^uong thmg, but wliat he knows it to be wrong just as 
well as you do, and is much more ashamed and frightened 
about it already, than you can ever make him by preacliing at 

« — cm* 

“ Do you ?” 

“ I do. I judge of others by myself.” 

“ Then would you have a clergyman never warn liis people of 
tlieirsins] ^ ^ 

If I were he, I d much sooner take the sins for granted and 
say to them, ‘ How, my friends, I know you are all, ninety-nine 
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confession !" 

“ Of course. 






out of the hundred of you, not such bad fellows at hoicom, and 
would all like to be good, if you only knew how ; so 1 11 teU you 
as far as I know, though I don’t know much about the matter. 
^OT the truth is, you must have a hundred troubles every day 
which I never felt in my life; and it must be a very hard 
thing to keep body and soul together, and to get a little pleasure 
on this side the grave without making blackguards of your- 
selves. Therefore I don’t pretend to set myself up as a better 
or a wiser man than you at all : but I do know a thing or 
two which I fancy may be useful to you. You can but try it. 
So come up, if you Kke, any of you, and talk matters over 

with me as between gentleman and gentleman. I shaU keep 
your secret, of course ; and if you find I can’t cure^ your com- 
plaint, why, you can but go away and try elsewhere. ^ 

And so the doctor’s model sermon ends in proposmg private 

The thing itself which will do them good, Avith- 

out the red rag of an official name, which sends them cackling off 
like frightened turkeys.— Such private confession as is going on 
between you and me now. Here am I confessing to you all my 

unorthodoxy.” 

“ And I my ignorance,” said Frank ; ** for I really beheve you 

know more about the matter than I do.’ 

“ Hot at all. I may be all wrong. But the fault of your cloth 

seems to me to be that they apply their medicines without deign- 
ing, most of them, to take the least diagnosis of the case. How 
could I cure a man without first examining what was the matter 

with him ? ” 

“ So say the old casuists, of whom I have read enough— some 
would say too much ; but they do not satisfy me. They deal with 
actions, and motives, and so forth ; but they do not go down to 
the one root of wrong Avhich is the same in every man.” 

“ You are getting beyond me : but why do you not appl}'’ a 
little of the worldly wisdom which these same casuists taught 

you 1 ” 

“To tell you the truth, I have tried in past years, and found 

that the medicine would not act.” 

“ Humph ! Well, that Avould depend, again, on the previous 

diagnosis of human nature being correct ; and those old monks, 

I should say, would know about as much of human nature as so 

many daws in a steeple. Still, you wouldn’t say that Avhat was 

matter with old Heale was the matter also with Y avasour 1 ” 

“ I believe from my heart that it is.” 

“ Humph ! Then you knoAv the symptoms of his complaint ?” 
“ I knoAV that he never comes to church.” 


Nothing 


I am really speaking in confidence. You 
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surely lia^e heard of disaoTcemonts between him and Mra. 
Vavasour 1" 

“ Never, I assure you; j^ou shock mo.” 

“ I am exceedingly sorry, then, that I said a word about it ; ' 
but tlio wliolo parish talks of it,” answered Tom, who was sur- 
prised at this frcsli proof of the little confidence which Aberalva 

put in their jiarson. 


» 


“ Ah ! ” said Frank sadly, “ I am the last person in the parish 
to hear any news : but this is very distressing.” 

“ Very, to mo. _ ]\[y honour, to tell you the truth, as a medical 
man, is concerned in the matter ; for she is growing quite ill from 
unhappiness, and I cannot cure her ; so I come to you, as soul- 
doctor, to do what r, the body-doctor, cannot.” 

Frank sat pondering for a minute, and then 
“ You set me on a task for which I am as little fit as any man, 
by your own showing. What do I know of disagreements 
between man and wife ? And one has a delicacy about offering 
her comfort. She must bestow her confidence on me before I can 
use it : while ho— 

“ While he, as the cause of the disease, is what you ought to 
treat ; and not her unhappiness, which is only a symptom of it.” 

“ Spoken like a wuse doctor : but to tell you the truth, Thurnall, 
T have no influence over Mr. Vavasour, and see no means of get- 
ting any. If ho recognised my authority, as his parish priest, 
then I should see my way. Let him be as bad as he might, I 
should have a fixed point from wliich to work ; but with his free- 
thinking notions, I know well — one can judge it too easily from 
his poems — he would look on me as a pedant assuming a spiritual 
tyranny to which I have no claim.” 

Tom sat awhile nursing his knee, and then — 

“ If you saw a man fallen into the water, what do you think 
would be the shortest way to prove to him tliat you had authority 
from heaven to pidl him out 1 Do you give it up 1 Pulling him 
out, would it not be, without more ado 1 ” 

“ I should bo happy enough to pull poor Vavasour out, if he 
would let me. But till ho believes that I can do it, how can I 
even bemn?” 

o 




“ Kow can you expect him to believe, if he has no proof? ” 

“ There are proofs enough in the Bible and elsewhere, if he will 
but accept them. If he refuses to examine into the credentials, 
the fault is his, not mine. I really do not wish to be hard : but 
would not you do the same, if any one refused to employ you, 
because he chose to deny that you were a legally qualified 
practitioner ? ” 

“ Not so badly put; but what should I do in that case ? Go 
on quietly curing his neighbours, till ho began to alter his mind 
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as to my qialifications, and camo in to bo cured himself. But 
here’s this difference between you and mo. I am not bound to 
■tend to any one who don’t send for me ; whde you think that 
you are, and carry the notion a little too far, for I expect you to 

kill yourself by it some day. ” 

“ Wen ?” said Frank, with something of that lazy Oxford tone, 
which is intended to save the speaker the trouble of giving^ his 
arguments, when he has already made up his mind, or thinks 

that he has so done. 

“ Well, if I thought myself bound to doctor the man, willy- 
nilly, as you do, I would certainly go to him, and show him, at 
least, that I understood his complaint. That would be the first 
step towards his letting me cure him. How else on earth do 
you fancy that Paul cured those Corinthians abou*' whom I have 

been reading lately ? ” 

“ Are you, too, going to quote Scripture against me 1 I am 
glad to find that your studies extend to St. Paul.” 

“ To tell you the truth, your sermon last Sunday puzzled me. 
I could not comprehend (on your showing) how Paul got that 
wonderful influence over those pagans which he evidently had; 
and as how to get influence is a very favourite study of mine, 
I borrowed the book when I went home, and read for myself ; 
and the matter at last seemed clear enough, on Paul’s o-wn 

ahowing. ” 

“ I don’t doubt that : but I suspect your interpretation of the 


fact and mine would not agree.” 

“ Mine is simple enough. Ho says that what proved him to 
be an apostle was his power. He is continually appealing to his 
power ; and what can he mean by that, but that he could do, 
and had done, what he professed to do 1 He promised to make 
those poor heathen rascals of Greeks better, and wiser, and 
happier men; and, I suppose, he made them so; and then theie 
was no doubt of his commission, or his authority, or anytliing else. 
Ho says himself he did not require any credentials, for they 
were his credentials, read and known of every one ; he had 
made good men of them out of bad ones, and that was proof 
enough whose apostle he was.” 

“ Well,” said Frank half .sadly, “ I might say a great deal, of 
course, on the other side of the question, but I prefer hearing 
what you laymen think about it all.” 

“ Will you be angry if I tell yon honestly 1 ” 

_ “ Did you ever find me angry at anything you said ? ” 

“ No. I will do you the justice to say that. Well, what we 
laymen say is this. If the parsons have the authority of wliich 

use it ? If they have commission to 
must have power too ; for Ho whose 


they boast, why don’t they 

bad people good, they 
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commission they claim, is not likely, I should suppose to 
a man to do what lio cannot do.’’ * 

“ And we can do it, if people M^ould hut submit to us U 
comes round again to tlie same point.” 

t ^ to find out 

o plainly enough. By becoming all things to all men ; by 
s lOAving these people that he understood them, and knew what 
was the nmtter n ith them. Ncnc do you go ’and do likeT^e 
y \ a^ aEoiu’, and then exercise your authority like a practical: 
lan. If you have power to bind and loose, as you told usi 
ast Suiida 3 j, bn^-d that fellow’s ungovernable temper, and looso< 
him from the real slavery which he is in to his miserable con- 
ceit and self-indulgence ! and then if he does not believe im 

your sacerdotal power,’ he is even a greater fool than I take' 
nim lor. 

“ Honestly, I will try ; God help me ! " added Frank in a. 
lower voice ; “ but as for quarrels between man and wife, as I 
told you, no one understands them less than 1.” 

Ihen marry a mfe yourself and quarrel a little wdth her for- 
ex jieriment, and then ^mu’ll know all about it.” 

Brank lauglied in spite of himself. 

than^I^”^^^^ ^ likely to try that experiment 

“ Hum 1 ” 

I have quite enough as a bachelor to distract me from my 
woik, without adding to them those of a wife and family, and 

those little homo lessons in the frailty of human nature, in which 
you advise me to copy Mr. Vavasour.” 

And so, said lorn, “ having to doctor human beings, nine' 

teen-twentieths of whom are married ; and being aware that 

tiiree parts of the miseries of human life come either from 

wantmg to be married, or fr'om married cares and troubles— you 

think that you will miprove your chance of doctoring youi.' flock 

rightly by avoiding carefully the least practical acquaintance 

V ith the cmef cause of their disease. Philosophical and lofrica^ 
tinly ! ” o 

“ You seem to have acquired a little knoAvledge of men and 

women, my good friend, without encumbering yourself with a 
vife and children.” ° ^ 

“ Would you li];:e to go to the same school to which I went? ” 
asked rhurnall, v ith a look of such grave meaning that Frank’s 
pure spirit shuddered within him. “ And I’ll tell you this • 
whenever I see a woman nursing her baby, or a father with his 
clnld upon Ins knees, I say to myself— they know more, at this 
minute, of huiiiaii nature^ as of the great law of ^ C'est Tamour, 
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H’amour, ramour, •whicli makes the world go round,’ than I am 
•likely to do for many a day. I’ll tell you what, Sir ! These 
simple -natural ties, which are common to us and the dumb 
'^animals, — ras I live, Sir ! they are the divinest things I see in the 
world ! I tiave but one, and that is love to my poor old father; 
that’s all the religion I have as yet : but I tell you, it alone has 
kept me from being a ruffian and a blackguard. And I’ll tell 
■you more,” said Tom, warming, “ of all diabolical dodges for 
preventing the parsons from seeing who they are, or what human 
'beings are, or what their work in the world is, or anything else, 
the neatest is that celibacy of the clergy. I should like to have 
:you with me in Spanish America, or in France either, and se6 
what you thought of it then. How it ever came into mortal 
'brains is to me the puzzle. I’ve often fancied, when I’ve watched 
rthose priests — and very good fellows, too, some of them are — 
^that there must be .a devil after all abroad in the world, as you 
'say ; for no human insanity could ever have hit upon so complete 
and ’cute a device h r making parsons do the more harm, the 
more good they try to do. There, I’ve preached you a sermon, 
and made you angry.” 

“ Hot in the least : but I must go now and see some sick.” 

“ Well, go, and prosper ; only recollect that the said sick are 
men and women.” 


And away Tom went, thinking to himself : “ Well, that is a 
noble, straightforward, honest fellow, and will do yet, if he’ll 
only get a wife. He’s not one of those asses who have made up 
their minds by book that the world is square, and won’t believe 
it to be round for any ocular demonstration. He’ll find out what 
shape the world is before long, and behave as such, and act 
accordingly.” 

Little did Tom think, as he Avent home that day in fuU-bloAvn 
satisfaction Avith his sermon to Frank, of the misery he had 
- caused, and was going to cause for many a day, to poor Grace 
Harvey. It was a rude shock to her to find herself thus sus- 
pected ; though perhaps it Avaa one which she needed. She had 
never, since one first trouble ten years ago, knoAvn an}*^ real grief ; 
and had therefore had all the more time to make a luxury of 
unreal ones. She was treated by the simple folk around her as 
all but inspired ; and being possessed of re^ powers as miraculous 
in her OAvn eyes as those Avhich were imputed to her were in 
theirs, (for what are real spiritual experiences but daily miracles ?) 
^she was just in that temper of mind in which she required, as 
ballast, all her real goodness, lest the moral balance should topple 
headlong after the intellectual, and the downAvard course of 
vanity, excitement, deception, blasphemous assumptions bo 
'entered on. Happy for her that she was in Protestant and 
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conmioii-scnsc England, and in a country parish, where inesme- 
risiu und s])iiit-ra])pmg were unknown. Had slie been an 
American, slic might liave become one of the most lucrative 

mediums liad slie been born in a liomish country, she would 
liave probably become an even more famous personage. Tliere is 
no reason Avby she slioidd not liave equalled, or surpassed, the 
ecstasies of tSt. ilieiesa, or of St. llildegardis, or any other 
sweet dreamer of sweet divanis ; lun^e founded a new order of 
sliarily, have enriched the cleig^' of a wJiole jirovince, and have 
died in se\en }’ears, maddmied by allernate })aroxysms of self- 
conceit and ]■e^■ulsions id sell -abasement. Her own jtreachers 
and class-leaders, indeed (so do extremes meet), would not have 
been sorry to make use of lier in somewhat the same manner, 
however feebly and coarsely : but her innate self-resjiect and 
modesty had preserved her from the snares of such clumsy 
j'oacliers ‘ and more than one good-looking young preacher had 
lied desperately from a station where, instead of making a tool of 

Grace Harvey, he coidd only madden his own foolish heart with 
love for her. 

So Grace had reigned uj)on her jiretty little throne of nol 
unbearable scurows, till a lual and bitter woe came; one which 
could not bo hugged and clicrished, like tlic rest; one which she 
tried to fling from her, angrily, scornfully, and found to her 
horror, tliat, instead of her j>ossessi]ig it, it posse.ssed her, and 
coiled ilsell round her heait, and would not be flung aM'ay. 
She— she, of all beings, to be sus])ected as a thief, and by tlie 
A ery man vhosc life she had saved ! She was Avillinu cnoimii to 
cauifess herself— 

miserable sinner, and lier heart a cage of unclean birds, deceitful, 
and des])crately wicked — excc]'»t in that. The conscious inno- 
cence fkished up in jiridc and scorn, in thoughts, even when she 
v as alone, in words, of which she woidd not liaA'e believed 
herself capable. With hot brow and dry eyes she j)aced her 
little chamber, sat down on the bed, staring into vacancy, s])rang 
U}) and jiaced again : but she went into no trance — she dare not. 
H'hc grief was too great; she felc that, if she once gave Avay 
enough to lose her self-])ossessioii, she should go mad. And the 
first, and })erha])S not the least good efrect of that fiery trial was, 
tliat it compelled her to a stern self-restraint, to which her will, 
weakened by mental luxuriousness, had been long a stranger. 

Ihit a fici’y trial it was. T'hat first wild (and yet not uunatuial) 
fan'-y, that heaven had given T'hurnall to her, had dee])ened day 
liy day, liy tlie mciu indulgence of it. Hut she never dreamt id- 
him as her husband : only as a friendless stranger to be hcl])ed 
and comforted. And that he was Avorthy of lielj) ; that some 
great futuri' Avas in store for him ; that ire AA'as a chosen vessel 


and confessed liersclf night and morning 


a 
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m^kcd oiit for glory, she had persuaded herself uttcny ; and 
the persuasion grew in her day by day, as she heard more and 
more of his cleverness, honesty, and kindliness, mysterious and, 
Hid" her, miraculous learning. Therefore she did not make haste j 
she did not even try to see him, or to speak to him ; a cnul 
how in passing was all that she took or gave ; and she was 
content with that, and waited till the time came, when she was 
destined to do for him— what she Imew not ; but it would bo 
done, if she were strong enough. So she set herself to learn, 
and read, and trained her mind and temper more earnestly than 
ever, and waited in patience for God’s good time. And now, 
behold, a black, unfathomable gulf of doubt and shame had 
opened between them, perhaps for ever. And a tumult arose in 
her soul, which cannot be, perhaps ought not to be, analysed in 
^ words : but wHch made her know too weU, by her own crimson 
cheeks, that it was none other than human love strong as death, 

and jealousy cruel as the grave. i 4 . 

At last long and agonizing prayer brought gentler thoughts, 

and mere physical exhaustion a calmer mood. How wicked she 
had been ; how rebellious ! AVhy not forgive him, as One greater 
than she had forgiven ? It was ungrateful of him : but was he 
not human 1 my should she expect his heart to be better tlmn 
hersi Besides, he might have excuses for his suspicion. Ho 
mi"ht be the best judge, being a man, and such a clever one too. 
Yes ; it was God’s cross, and she would bear it ; she would try 
and forget him. Ho ; that was impossible ; she must hear of 
liim, if not see him, day by day : besides, was not her fate linked 
up with his 1 And yet shut out from him by that dark wall of 
suspicion ! It was very bitter. But she could pray for him ; 
she would pray for him now. Yes ; it was God’s cross, and she 
would bear it. He would right her if He thought fit ; and if 
not, what matter ] Was she not born to sorrow ? Should she 
complain if anotlicr drop, and tliat tlio bitterest of all, Avas added 

to the cup 1 . 1 j 

And bear her cross she did, about vath her, coming in, and 

going out, for many a weary day. There was no change in her 
habits or demeanour ; she was never listless for a moment in her 
school ; she was more gay and amusing than ever, when she 
gathered her little ones around her for a story : but still there 
was the unseen burden, grinding her heart slowly, till she felt 
as if every footstep was stained with a drop of her heart’s blood. 
^ . . . Why not ? It would be the sooner over. 

^ Then, at times came that strange woman’s pleasure in martyr- 
dom, the secret pride of suffering unjustly ; but even that, after 
a while, she cast away from her, as a snare, and tried to believe 
lihat she deserved all her sorrow — deserved it, that is, in the real 
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honest sense of the word ; that she had worked it out, and 
earned it, and brought it on herself — how, she knew ngt, but 
longed and strove to know. No; it was no martyrdom. She 
would not allow herself so silly a cloak of j)rido ; and she went 
daily to her favourite ‘‘Hook of ^lartyrs,” to contemplate there 
the stories of those udio, really innocent, really siiifered for well* 
doing. And out of that book she began to draw a new and a 
strange enjo 3 nnent, tor she soon found that her intense imagina* 
tion enablecl her to re-enact those sad and glorious stories in her 
own person ; to ti’cinblc, agonize, and conquer with those heroines 
who had l>een for years her highest ideals — and what higher 
ones could she have 'I And many a night, after extinguishing 
the light, and closing her eyes, she would lie motionless for 
hours on her little bed, not to sleep, but to feel with Perpetua 
the wild bull’s horns, to hang with St. INfaura on the cross, or-^ 
lie with Julitta on the rack, or see Avith triumphant smile, by 
Anne Askew’s side, the fire flare up around her at the Smithfield 
stake, or to promise, with dying Dorothea, celestial roses to the 
mocking youth, Avhosc face too often took the form of Thurnall’s; 
till every nerve quivered responsive to her fancy in agonies of 
actual pain, which tiled away at last into heavy slumber, as body 
and mind alike irave wav before the strain. SAveet fool ! she 
kncAV not — hoAV could she knoAv ? — that she might be rearing in 
herself the seeds of idiotcy and death : but Avho that applauds a 
Pachel or a Pistori, for being able to make aAvhilc their souls 
and tlieir countenances the homes of the darkest passions, can 
blame her for enacting in herself, and for lierself alone, incidents 
in AAdiich the highest and holiest Aurtiic takes shape in perfect 
traged}^ ? 

Pmt soon another, and a yet darker cause of sorroAV arose in 
her. It Avas ch.'ar, from Avhat Willis had told her, that she had 
held the lost belt in her hand. The question aa'us, Iioav had she 

lost it 1 _ - 

Did her mother knoAv any tiring about it 1 That question could 

not but arise in her mind, though for very reverence she dared 
not put it to her mother ; and Avith it arose the recollection of 
her mother’s strange silence about the matter. Why had she put 
aAvay the subject, carelessly, and yet peevishly, AAdienevei it Avas 
mentioned'? Yes. Why? Did her mother knoAV anything? 
Was she — ? Grace dared not pronounce the adjective, even in 
thought ; dashed it array as a temptation of the derdl ; dashed 
aAvaru too, the thought Avhich had forced itself on her too often 
already, that her mother Avas not altogether one Avho possessed" 
the single eye ; that in spite of lier deep religious feeling, her 
assurance of salrmtion, her fits of bitter self-humiliation and 
despondency, there Avas an inclination to scheming and intrigue, 
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ambition, covetousness ; that the secrets which she gained as 
class-leader too, were too often (Grace could but fear) used to her 
own advantage; that in her dealings her morality was not above 
^he average of little country shop-keepers ; that she was apt to 
have two prices ; to keep her books with unnecessary carelessness 
when the person against whom the account stood was no scholar. 
Grace had more than once remonstrated in her gentle way ; and 
had been silenced, rather than satisfied, by her mother’s common- 
places as to the right of “ making those who could pay, pay for 
those who could not that “ it was very hard to get a living, 
and the Lord knew her temptations,” and “ that God saw no sin 
in His elect,” and “ Christ’s merits were infinite,” and “ Chris- 
tians always had been a backsliding generation and all the 
other common-places by which such people drug their consciences 
lo'a degree which is utterly incredible, except to those who have 
seen it with their own eyes, and heard it Avith their OAvn ears, 

I 4 

from cliildhood. 

Once, too, in those very days, some little meanness on her 
mother’s part brought the tears into Grace’s eyes, and a gentle 
rebuke to her lips : but her mother bore the interference less 
pati('-ntly than usual ; and answered, not by cant, but by counter- 
reproach. “Was she the person to accuse a poor widowed mother, 
struggling to leave her child something to keep her out of the 
workhouse ? A mother that lived for her, would die for her, sell 
her soul for her, perhaps — ” 

And there Mrs. Harvey stopped short, turned pale, and burst 
into such an agony of tears, that Grace, terrified, threw her arms 
round her neck, and entreated forgiveness, all the more intensely 
on account of those thoughts within which she dared not reveal. 
So the storm passed over. But not Grace’s sadness. Bor she 
could not but see, with her clear pure spiritual eye, that her 
mother was just in that state in Avhich some fearful and shame- 
ful fall is possible, perhaps wholesome. “ She would sell her 
soul for me f What if she have sold it, and stopped short just 
now, because she had not the heart to tell me that love for me 
had been the cause ? Oh ! if she have sinned for my sake ! 
Wretch that I am ! Miserable myself, and bringing misery with 
me ! Why was I ever born 1 Why cannot I die — and the 
world be rid of me 1 ’• 

No, she would not believe it. It was a wicked, horrible, 
temptation of the devil. She would rather believe that she 
herself had been the thief, tempted during her unconsciousness ; 
" -^at she had hidden it someAvhere ; that she should recollect, 
confess, restore aU some day. She would carry it to him her- 
self, grovel at his feet, and entreat forgiveness. “ Ho will surely 
forgive, Avhen he finds that I was not myself when — that it was 

* N 
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not altogether my fault — not as if I had been waking — ^yes, he 
will forgive ! And then on that thought followed a dream of 
ivdiat might follow, so wild that a moment after she had hid her 
olushes in her hands, and fled to books to escape from thoughts." 


CHAPTER XL 

THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF AN OLD DEBT. 

« 

We must noAV return to Elsley, who had walked home in a 
state of mind truly pitiable. He had been flattering his soul 
with the liope that Thurnall did not know liim ; that his beard, 
and the change wliich years had made, formed a sufficient disguise : 
bnt he could not conceal from himself that the very same altera- 
tions had not prevented his recognising Thmnall ; and he had 
been living for two months past in continual fear that that 
would come which now had come. 

His rage and terror knew no bounds. Fancying Thurnall a 
merely mean and self-interested worldling, untouched by those 
higher aspirations Avhich stood to him in place of a religion, he 
imagined him making every possible use of his power ; and 
longed to escape to the uttermost ends of the eaifh from his old 
tormentor, wliom the very sea would not put out of the way, 
but must needs cast ashore at his very feet, to plague him 

afresh. 

'\\nrat a net he had spread around his oAvn feet, by one act of 
foolish vanity ! He had taken his present name, merely as a 
noin de guerre^ when first he came to London as a penniless and 
friendless scribbler. It would hide him from the ridicule (and, 
as lie fancied, spite) of Thurnall, whom he dreaded meeting every 
time he walked London streets, and who was for years, to his _ 
melancholic and too intense fancy, his hete noir, his Franken- 
stein’s familiar. Reside, he was ashamed of the name of Briggs. 
It certainly is not an euphonious or aristocratic name j and 
“ The Soul’s Agonies, by John Briggs,” would not have sounded 
as well as “The Soul’s Agonies, by Elsley Vavasour.” Vavasour 
was a very pretty name, and one of those wliich is supposed by 
novelists and young ladies to be aristocratic ; — why so is a puzzle ; 
as its plain meaning is a tenant-farmer, and nothing more nor less. 
So ho had played with the name till he became fond of it, and 
considered that he had a right to it, through seven long 3’’ears of 
weary struggles, penury, disappointment, as he climbed the 
Parnassian Mount, vu'iting for magazines and newspapers, sub- 
editing this periodical and that ; till he began to be known aa a 


THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF AN OLD DEBT. 179 

ready, graceful, and trustworthy workman, and was "befriended 
by one kind-hearted litterateur after another. For in London, at 
thiR moment, any young man of real power will find friends 
enough, and too many, among his fellow hookwrights, and is 
more likely to have his head turned by flattery, than his heart 
crushed by envy. Of course, whatsoever flattery he may receive, 
he is expected to return; and whatsoever clique he may be 
tossed into on his dJehut^ he is expected to stand by, and fight 
for, against the universe ; but that is but fair. K a young 
gentleman, invited to enrol himself in the Mutual-puffery Society 
which meets every Monday and Friday in Hatchgoose the pub- 
lisher’s drawing-room, is willing to pledge himself thereto in the 
mystic cup of tea, is he not as solemnly bound thenceforth to 
support those literary Catilmes in their efforts for the subversion 
of common sense, good taste, and established things in general, 
as if he had pledged them, as he would have done in Eome of 
old, in his own life-blood % Bound he is, alike by honoiu and 
by green tea ; and it will be better for him to fulfil his bond . 
For if association is the cardinal principle of the age, will it not 
work as well in book-making as in clothes-making ] And shall 
not the motto of the poet (who will also do a little reviewing on 
the sly) be henceforth that which shines triumphant over all the 
world, on many a valiant Scotchman’s shield — 

“ Caw me, and I’ll caw thee ” ? 


But to do John Briggs justice, he kept his hands, and his 
heart also, cleaner than most men do, during this stage of his 
career, .^ter the first excitement of novelty, and of mixing 
with people who could really talk and think, and who freely 
spoke out whatever was in them, right or wrong, in language 
which at least sounded grand and deep, he began to find in the 
literary world about the same satisfaction for his inner life which 
he would have found in the sporting world, or the commercial 
world, or the religious world, or the fashionable world, or any 
other world, and to suspect strongly that wheresoever a world is, 
the flesh and the devil are not very far off. Tired of talking 
when he wanted to think, of asserting when he wanted to 
discover, and of bearing his neighbours do the same; tired of 
little meannesses, envyings, intrigues, jobberies (for the literary 
world, too, has its jobs), he had been for some time withdrawing 
himself from the Hatchgoose soirees into his own thoughts, 
-JSrhen his “ Soul’s Agonies” appeared, and he found himself, 
if not a lion, at least a lion’s cub. 

There is a house or two in Town where you may meet, on 

ged 

poets, bishops and red republican refugees, fox-hunting noblemen 

N 2 


certain evenings, everybody; where duchesses and unfled 
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and briefless barristers who have taken to 
together for a couple of hours, to make 'v 
each other, to the exceeding benefit of them all. For each and 
every one of them finds his neighbour a pleasanter person than 
ho expected ; and none need leave those rooms without knowing 
sometliing more than ho did when ho came in, and taking an 
interest in some human being who may need that interest. To 
one of these houses, no matter Avhich, Elsley was invited on the 
strength of the “ Soul’s Agonies ; ” found himself, for the first 
time, face to face wdth higli-bred Englishwomen ; and fancied — 
small blame to him — that he was come to the mountains of the 
Peris, and to Fairy Land itself. He had been flattered already: 
but no^^cr Avith such grace, such sjunpathy, or such seeming 
understanding ; for there are few high-bred women who cannot 
seem to understand, and delude a hapless genius into a belief in 
their OAvn surpassing brilliance and penetration, Avhilo they are 
cunningly retailing again to him the thoughts which they have 
caught up from the man to Avhom they spoke last ; perhaps — for 
this is the very triiunph of their art — from the very man to 
Avhom they are speaking. Small blame to bashful, clumsy John 
Briggs, if ho did not knoAV his OAvn children ; and could not 


politics, are jumbled 
hat they can out of 


recognise his OAvn stammered and fragmentary fancies, when 
they were re echoed to him the next minute, in the prettiest 
shape, and with the most delicate articulation, from lips which 
(like those in the fairy tale) never opened without dropping pearls 


and diamonds. 




Oh, what a contrast, in the eyes of a man whose sense of 
beauty and grace, Avhether physical or intellectual, was true and 
deep, to that ghastly ring of prophetesses in the Ilatchgoose 
draAving-room ; strong-minded and emancipated Avomen, who 
prided themselA'’es on having cast off conventionalities, and on 
being rude, and aAvkAvard, and dogmatic, and irreverent, and 
sometimes slightly improper ; Avomen Avho had missions to mend * 
everything in heaven and earth, except themselves ; Avho had 
quarrelled Avith their husbands, and had therefore felt a mission 
to assert Avomen’s rights, and reform marriage in general ; or who 
had never been able to get married at all, and therefore AS’^ere 
especially competent to. promulgate a model method of educating 
the children Avhoni they never had had ; women who wrote 
poetry about Lady Blanches whom they never had met, and 
novels about male and female blackguards whom (one hopes) 
they never had met, or about whom (if they had) decent women 
would have held their peace ; and every one of whom had, in 
obedience to Emerson, “ folloAved her impulses,” and despised 
fashion, and Avas accordingly clothed and bedizened as Avas right 
in the sight of her own eyes, and probably in those of no one else. 
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No wonder that Elsley, ere long, began drawing comparisons, 
and using bis wit upon ancient patronesses, of course behind 
their backs, Hkening them to idols fresh from the car of Jugger- 
-'naut, or from the stem of a South-sea canoe ; or, most of all, to 
that famous wooden image of Preya, which once leapt lumbering 
forth from her bullock-cart, creaking and rattling in every oaken 
joint, to belabour the too daring Viking who was flirting with 
her priestess. Even so, whispered Elsley, did those brains and 
tongues creak and rattle, lumbering before the blasts of Pythonio 
inspiration ; and so, he verily believed, would the awkward arms 
and legs have done likewise, if one of the Pythonesses had ever 
so far degraded herself as to dance. 

No wonder, then, that those gifted dames had soon to com- 
plain of Elsley Vavasour as a traitor to the cause of progress and 
. civilization j a renegade who had fled to the camp of aristocracy, 
f flunkeydom, obscurantism, frivoKty, and dissipation ; though 
there was not one of them but would have given an eye — per- 
haps no great loss to the aggregate loveliness of the universe — 
for one of his invitations to 999, Cavendish Street south-east, 
with the chance of being presented to the Duchess of Lyonesse. 

To do Elsley justice, one reason why he liked his new 
acquaintances so well was, that they liked him. He behaved 
well himself, and therefore people behaved well to bim. He was, 
as I have said, a very handsome fellow in his way ; therefore 
it was easy to him, as it is to aU physically beautiful persons, to 
acquire a graceful manner. Moreover, he had steeped his whole 
soul in old poetry, and especially in Spenser’s Eaery Queen. 
Good for him, had he followed every lesson which he might 
have learnt out of that most noble of English books : but one 
lesson at least he learnt from it ; and that was, to be chivalrous, 
tender, and courteous to all women, however old or ugly, simply 
because they were women. The Hatchgoose Pythonesses did 
^ not wish to be women, but very bad imitations of men ; and 
therefore he considered himself absolved from all knightly duties 
toward them ; but toward these Peris of the west, and to the 
dowagers who had been Peris in their time, what adoration 
could be too great 1 So he bowed down and worshipped ; and, 
on the whole, he was quite right in so doing. i^Ioreover, he 
had the good sense to discover, that thotigh the young Peris were 
the prettiest to look at, the elder Peris were the better company : 
and that it is, in general, from married women that a poet or anv 
^ one else will ever learn what woman’s heart is Hke. And so 
-well did he carry out his creed, that before his first summer was 
over he had quite captivated the heart of old Lady Knock do^\m, 
aunt to Lucia St. Just, and wife to Lucia’s guardian ; a charming 
old Irishwoman, who affected a pretty brogue, peihaos for the 
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same reason that she wore a wig, and who had been, in her day, 
a beauty and a blue, a friend of the Miss Berrys, and Tommy 
^loore, and Grattan, and Lord Edward Fitzgerald, and LNm 
O’Connell, and all other lions and lionesses which had roar^ 
for tlxo last sixty years about the Emerald Isle. There was no 
one whom she did not know, and nothing she could not talk 
about. Married up, when a girl, to a man for whom she did 
not care, and having no children, she had indemnihed herself by 
many llirtations, and the writing of two or three novels, in which 
she pemied on paper the superfluous feeling which had no vent 
ill real life. She had deserted, as she grew old, the novel for 
unfulfilled prophecy ; and was a distinguished leader in a dis- 
tinguished religious coterie : but she still prided herself upon 
having a green head upon grey shoulders; and not without 
reason ; for underneath all the worldliness and intrigue, and - 
petty alFectation of girlisliness, Avliich she contrived to jumble in 
with her religiosity, beat a young and kindly heart. So she 
was charmed with Mr. Vavasour’s manners, and commended 
them much to Lucia, who, a shrinking gird of seventeen, was 
pce})ing at her first season from under Lady Knockdown’s 
sheltering wing. 

“ Me dear, let Mr. Vavasour be who he will, he has not only 
the intellect of a true genius, but what is a great deal better for 
practical purposes; that is, the manners of one. Give me the 
man who will let a woman of our rank say what we like to h im, 
without supposmg that he may say what he likes in return ; 
and considers one’s familiarity as an honour, and not as an 
excuse for taking liberties. A most agreeable contrast, indeed, 
to the young men of the present day; who come in their shooting 
jackets, and talk slang to their partners, — though really the 
ghls are just as bad, — and stand with their backs to the fire, 
and smell of smoke, and go to sleep after dinner, and pay no 
respect to old age, nor to youth either, I think. ’Pon me word, 
Lucia, the answers I’ve heard 3’’0ung gentlemen make to young 
ladies, this very season,— they’d have been called out the next 
morning m my time, me dear. As for the age of chivah}'’, 
nobody expects that to bo restored : but really one might have 
neen spared the substitute for it which we had when I was 
young, in the grand air of the old school. It was a ‘sham,’ I 
daresay, as the}^ call everything now-a-da3’'S : but really, me dear, 
a pleasant sham is better to live rvith than an unpleasant reality, 
esj)ecially when it smells of cigars.” 

So it befell that Elsley Vavasour was asked to Lady Knock- 
down’s, and that there he fell in love vdth Lucia, and Lucia fell 
in love with him. 

The next winter, old Lord Knockdown, who had been decrepit 



AN 


183 


for some years past, died j and his widow, whose income was 
under five hundred a year, — for the estates were entailed, and 
mortgaged, and everything else which can happen to an Irish 
--property, — came to live with her nephew, Lord Scouthush, in 
Eaton Square, and take such care as she could of Lucia and 
Valencia. 

n and winter of parting and silence, 
Elsley found himself the next season invited to Eaton Square ; 
there the mischief, if mischief it was, was done ; and Elsley and 
Lucia started in life upon two hundred a year. He had inherited 
some fifty of his own ; she had about a hundred and fifty, 
which, indeed, was not yet her own by right ; but little Scout- 
bush (who was her sole surviving guardian) behaved on the 
whole very weU for a young gentleman of twenty-two, in a state 
of fury and astonishment. The old Lord had, wisely enough, 
settled in his will that Lucia was to enjoy the interest of her 
fortune from the time that she came out, provided she did not 
marry without her guardian’s leave ; and Scoutbush, to avoid 
esclandre and misery, thought it as well to waive the proviso, 
and paid her her dividends as usual. 

But how had she contrived to marry at all without his leave 1 
That is an ugly question. I will not say that she had told a 
falsehood, or that Elsley had forsworn hims elf when he got the 
licence : but- certainly both of them were guilty of something 
very like a white lie, when they declared that Lucia had the 
consent of her sole surviving guardian, on the strength of an 
half-angry, half-jesting expression of Scoutbush’s, that she might 
marry whom she chose, provided she did not plague him. In 
the first triumph of success and intoxication of wedded bliss, 
Lucia had written him a saucy letter, reminding h i m of his 
permission, and saying that she had taken him at his word : 
but her conscience smote her ; and Elsley’s smote him likewise ; 
and smote him all the more, because he had been married under 
a false name, a fact which might have ugly consequences in law 
which he did not like to contemplate. ,To do him justice, he 
had been, half-a-dozen times during his courtship, on the point 
of telling Lucia his real name and history. Happy for him had 
he done so, whatever might have been the consequences: but 
ho wanted moral courage; the hideous sound of Briggs had. 
become horrible to him j and once his foolish heart was fright- 
ened away from honesty, just as honesty was on the point of 
conquering, by old Lady Knockdown’s saying that she could 

never have married a man with an ugly name, or let Lucia 
marry one. 

“ Conceive becoming Mrs. Hatty Bumppo, me dear, even for 
twenty thousand a year. If you could summon up courage to 
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do the deed, I couldn’t sum ^ _ ^ 

correspondence with ye.” ^ o- — — « — 

hilsley knew that that was a lie ^ that the old lady would have 
let her marry the most triumphant snob in England, if he had“ 
haK that income : but unfortunately Lucia capped her aunt’s 
nonsense with “ Ihero is no fear of my ever marrying any one 
who has not a graceful name,” and a look at Vavasour, which 
said—“ And you have one, and therefore I — ” For the matter 
had tjion heeii scttlod between them. This was too much for 
his vanity, and too much, also, for his fears of losing Lucia by 
confessing the truth. So Elsley went on, ashamed of his real 
name, ashamed of having concealed it, ashamed of being afraid 
that it would be discovered, — in a triple complication of shame, 
which^ made him gradually, as it makes every man, moody, 
suspicious, apt to take offence where none is meant. Besides, 
they were very poor. He, though neither extravagant nor pro- 
fligate, was, like most literary men who are accustomed to live 
from liand to mouth, careless, self-indulgent, unmethodical. She 
knew as much of housekeeping as the Queen of Oude does; 
and her charming little dreams of shopping for herself were 
rudely enough broken, ere the first week was out, by the horrified 
looks of Clara, when she returned Aoni her first mornino-’s 
marketing for the weekly consumption, with nothing but^a 
woodcock, some truffles, and a bunch of celery. Then the land- 
lady of the lodgings robbed her, even under the nose of the 
faithful Clara, who Icnew as little about housekeeping as her 
mistress ; and Clara, faithful as she was, repaid herself by grimi- 
bling and taking liberties for being degraded from the luxurious 
post of lady’s maid to that of servant of all work, with a landlady 
And “marchioness” to VTestle with all day long. Then, what 
with imprudence and anxiety, Lucia of coui’se lost her first child : 
and after that came months of illness, during wliich Elsley 
tended her, it must be said for him, as lovingl}'- as a mother; and.- 
])C]haj)s they were both really happier during that time of sorrow 
than they had been in all the delirious bliss of the honeymoon. 

Valencia meanwhile defied old Lady Knockdown (whose 
horror and \vrath knew no bounds), and walked off one morning 
■^vith her maid to see her prodigal sister ; a visit which not only 
brought comfort to the weary heart, but important practical 
benefits. For going home, she seized upon Scoutbush, and so 
moved his heart with pathetic pictures of Lucia’s unheard-of 
jx^nuiy and misery, that his heart was softened ; and though he 
absolutely relused to call on Vavasour, he made him an offer, 
iln'ough Lucia, of Benalva Court for the time being; and thither 
they went — perhaps the best thing they could have done. 

There, of course, they were somewhat more comfortable, A 


4 






THE FIRST IKSTALMENT OF AW 

very clieap cotmtry, a comfoi'table bouse rent free, und a lovely 
neighbourhood, were a pleasant change, after dear London 
lodgings : but it is a question whether the change made Llsley 

better mam , 

In the first place, he became a more idle man.^ Ine ncn 

enervating, climate began to tell upon his mind, as it did upon 
Lucia’s health. He missed that perpetual spur of nenrous ex- 
citement, change of society, influx of ever-fcesh objects, w^ch 
makes London, after aU, the best place m the world for hard 
working; and which mai:es even a walk along the sfreets an 
intellectual tonic. In the soft and luxurious West Country, 
Nature invited him to look at her, and dreain ; and dream he 
did, more and more, day by day. He was tired, too ^ w o 
would not be ?— of the drudgery of writing for his daily bread^; 
and relieved from the importunities of publishers and printers - 
devils, h e sent up fewer and fewer contributions to the magazines. 
He would keep his energies for a great work ; poetry was, after 
all, his forte : he would not fritter himseK away on prose and 
periodicals, but would win for himself, &c. &c. If he made a 

mistake, it was at least a pardonable one. 

But Elsley became not only a more idle, but a more morose 

There was no one 


man. 


He began to feel the evils of solitude. 


near with whom he could hold rational converse, save an anti- 
quarian parson or two ; and parsons were not to his taste. So, 
never measuring his wits against those of his peers, and despising 
the few men whom he met as inferior to himself, he grew more 
and more wrapt up in his own thoughts and his OAvn tastes. 
His own poems, even to the slightest turn of expression, became 
more and more important to him. He grew more j'ealous of 
criticism, more confident in his own little theories, about this 
and that, more careless of the opinion of his fellow-men, and, as 
a certain consequence, more unable to bear the little crosses and 
ontradictions of daily life ; and as Lucia, having brought one 
aTHL-^inftther child safely into the world, settled down into 
mothembod, he became less and less attentive to her, and 
more and more attentive to that self which was fast becoming 
the centre of his universe. 

True, there were excuses for him ; for whom are there none 1 
He was poor and struggling ; and it is much more difficult (as 
Becky Sharp, I think, pathetically observes) to be good when 
one is poor than when one is rich. It is (and all rich people 
should consider the fact) much more easy, if not to go to heaven, 
at least to think one is going thither, on three thousand a year, 
than on three hundred. Not only is respectability more easy, as 
is proved by the broad fact that it is the poor people who fill the 
gaols, and not the rich ones ; but virtue, and religion — of the 
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popular sort. It is undeniably more easy to be resigned to the 
will of Heaven, when that will seems tending just as we would 
have it ; much more easy to have faith in the goodness of Provi- 
dence, when that goodness seems safe in one’s pocket in the form 
of bank-notes ; and to believe that one’s children are under the 
protection of Omnipotence, when one can hire for them in half an 
hour the best medical advice in London. One need only look 
into one s own heart to understand the disciples’ astonishment at 

the news, that “How hardly shall they that have riches enter 
into the kingdom of heaven.” 

^Vho then can be saved 1 ” asked they, being poor men, 

accustomed to see the wealthy Pharisees in possession of “the 

highest religious privileges, and means of grace.” Who, indeed, 

'if not the rich? If the noblemen, and the bankers, and the 

dowagers, and the young ladies who go to church, and read 

good books, and have been supplied from youth with the very 

best religious articles which money can procure, and have time 

for all manner of good works, and give their hundreds to 

cliaiities, and head reformatory movements, and build churches, 

and work altar-cloths, and can taste all the preachers and father- 

confessors round London, one after another, as you would taste 

wiiies, till they find the spiritual panacea which exactly suits 

their complaint — if they are not sure of salvation, who can be 
saved '? 

Without further comment, the fact is left for the consideration 
of aU readers : only let them not be too hard upon Elsley and 
Lucia, if, finding themselves sometimes Kterally at their wits’ 

end, they went beyond their poor wits into the region where 
foolish things are said and done. 

Moreover, Elsley’s ill-temper (as well as Lucia’s) had its 

excuses in physical ill-health. Poor fellow ] Long years of 

sedentary work had begun to tell upon him ; and while Tom 

Ihurnall s chest, under the influence of hard work and oxygen, 

measui'ed roimd perhaps six inches more than it had done 

sixteen years ago, EL^'ley s, thanks to stooping and carbonic 

acid, measuied six inches less. Short breath, lassitude, loss 

of appetite, heartburn, and all that fair company of miseries 

wEich Mr. Cockle and his Antibilious Pills profess to cui'e, 

are no cheering bosom friends ; but when a man’s breast-bone 

is gradually growing into his stomach, they will make their 

appearance , and small blame to him whose temper suffers from 

tlicir gentle hints that he has a mortal body as well as an 
immortal soul. 

^ But most fretting of all was the discovery that Lucia knew — 

if not all about his original name— stiQ enough to keep him in 
dread lest she should learn more. 
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twelve 


this 


about — 


leapt up and stared in liis face. He liad leit a letter 
a tbiTig which he was apt to do — in which the W hithury lawyer 
some allusions to his little property j and he was sure that 
liUcia had seen it : the hated name of Briggs certamly she had 
not seen ; for Elsley had torn it out the moment he opened the 

hnH RPATi ftiioiierh. as he soon found, to be certain 


time or other, passed under 


name 


If Lucia had been a more thoughtful or high-minded woman, 
she would have gone straight to her husband, and quietly and 
lovingly asked him to tell her all : but, in her left-handed Irish 
fashion, she kept the secret to herself, and thought it a very 
good joke to have him in her power, and to be able to torment 
biTri about that letter when he got out of temper. It never 
occurred, however, to her that his present name was the feigned 
one. She fancied that he had, in some youthful escapade, 
assumed the name to which the lawyer alluded. So the next 
time he was cross, she tried laughingly the effect of her newly- 
discovered speU ; and was horror-struck at the storm which she 
evoked. In a voice of thunder, Elsley commanded her never to 
mention the subject again ; and showed such signs of teiTor and 
remorse, that she obeyed him from that day forth, except when 
now and then she lost her temper as completely, too, as he. 
Little she thought, in her heedlessness, what a dark cloud of 
fear and suspicion, ever deepening and spreading, she had put 
between his heart and hers. 

But if Elsley had dreaded her knowledge of his story, he 
dreaded ten times more Tom’s knowledge of it. AVhat if Thur- 
nall should tell Lucia ? What if Lucia should make a confidant 
of Thurnall? Women told their doctors everything ; and Lucia, 
he knew too well, had cause to complain of him. Perhaps, 

. thought he, maddened into wild suspicion by the sense of his 
own wrong-doing, she might complain of him ; she might com- 
bine with Thurnall against him — for what purpose he knew 
not : but the wildest imaginations flashed across him, as lie 
hurried desperately home, intending as soon as he got there to 
forbid Lucia’s ever caUinj? in his dreaded enemy. No, Thurnall 

On that one point he was 

determined, but on nothing else. 

However, his intention was never fulfilled. For long before 
he reached home ho began to feel himself thoroughly ill. His 
was a temperament upon wliich mental anxiety acts rapidly and 
severely; and the burning sun, and his rapid walk, combined 
with rage and terror to give him such a “ turn ” that, as he 
hurried down the lane, he found himself reeliner Hko a drunken 


should never cross his door again ! 

o 
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man. He had just time to hurry thi-ough the garden, and into 

his study, when j)ulse and sense failed him, and he rolled over 
on the sofa in a dead faint. 


him 


in. 


The poor little thing was at her wits’ end, and thought 
that he had had nothing less than a coup-de-soleil. And when 
he recovered from his faintness, he began to be so horribly ill, 
that Clara, who had been called in to help, had some grounds 
for the degrading hypothesis (for which Lucia all but boxed 
her ears) that “ Master had got away into the woods, and gone 
eating toad-stools, or some such poisonous stuff;” for he lay 
a full half-hour on the sofa, death-cold, and almost pulseless ; 
moaning, shuddering, hiding his face in his hands, and refusing- 
cordials, medicines, and, above all, a doctor’s visit. 

However, this coidd not be allowed to last. Without Elsley 
knowledge, a messenger was despatched for Thurnall, and luckil 
met him in the lane ; for he was retm’ning to the town in th 
footsteps of his victim. 



Elsley’s horror was complete, when the door opened, and Lucia 
brought in none other than liis tormentor. 

“ My dearest Elsley, I have sent for Mr. Thurnall. I knew 
you would not let me, if I told you; but you see I have done it, 
and now you must really speak to him.” 

Elsley’s first impulse was to motion them both away angrily; 
but the thought that he was in Thurnall’s power stopj^ed him. 

He must not show his disgust. What if Lucia were to ask 
its cause, even to guess it ? for to his fears even that seemed 
possible. A fresh misery ! Just because he shi'ank so intensely 
from the man, he must endiue h i m ! 

“ There is nothing the matter with me,” said he languidly. 

“ I should be the best judge of that, after what Mrs. Vavasour 
has just told me,” said Tom, in liis most professional and civil 
voice; and slipped, cat-like, into a seat beside the unresisting....'' 
poet. 


He asked question on question : but Elsley gave such unsatis- 
factory answers, that Lucia had to detail everything afresh for 
him, with — “ You know, Mr. Thurnall, he is ahvays overtasking 
his brain, and will never confess himself ill,” — and aU a woman’s 
anxious comments. 


Eogue Tom knew all the while well enough what was the 

cause : but he saw, too, that Elsley was very ill. He felt that 

he must have the matter out at once ; and, by a side glance, sent 

the obedient Lucia out of the room to get a table-spoonful of 
brandy. 

“ hTow, my dear Sir, that we are alone,” began he blandly. 
“Now, Sir!” answered Vavasour, springing off the sofa, hie 
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W.OU pont-up -tK ^ 

the safety-valve was lifted. _ 

mX"’’ answe»d Torn, rising, in 
when you know the cause of my malady weU enou^n j 

tTy'dl^^r sSd K™iy, “ r -- 

::^Kyava. 

“ I told yon that, as lo®S ^ have^met in that character. 

^s4W “e ,« I 

iaui I am aU the more likely to know the cure. 

«my notl Believe me, it is in yo” ^ 

much h^pier man, simply hy hecommg a healthier one. 

O pS“ cln I gain by being impertinent Sir 1 I know 

vPTv well' that you have received a severe shock; u 
Suy tti^t if yon were as yon ought to he yo“ 

mtt Ceten looted, for the mind to gam such power 

"^Ellky repUed with a grunt ; hut Tom went on, bland and 

“o Meve me, it may he a very materialist view of things : hut 
fact is fact — the corpus sanum is father to the mens sa7ia o 
Ind xem^make L ills of life look marvel onsly smaUe^ 

?™is too ’ late,” said Elsley, pleased, a3_ most men are, hy 

being told that they might be strong and ^ 

“ Not in the least. Three months would strengthen yom 

muscles, open your cheat again, settle y““ f 

tte poetry would be the better for it, as well as the stomacn. 

Now positively, I shall begin questioning you. 

^ So Elsley wi won to detail the symptoms of “teraal moluKe, 

^hich he was only too much in the habit of watching hmse , 
but there were some among them which Tom could T" ‘ 
account for on the ground of mere effeminate habits. A thong 

struck him. 
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Yon sleep ill, I suppose?’’ said he carelessly. 

“ Very ill.” 

“ Did you ever try opiates ? ” 

somotimos.” " 

carelessly still, for he wished to hide 
by all means, the importance of the confession. “ Well the^ 

give rehef for a time : hut they are dangerous things— disordei 

the digestion, and have their revenge on the nerves next morning 

as spitefully as brandy itself. Much better try a glass of stronc 

ale or porter just before going to bed. I’ve'known it give sleen^ 

even in consumption— try it, and exercise. You shoot ? ” 

“ 1^0.” 


“Pity; there ought to 
However, the season’s past. 
“ Ko.” 


be noble cocking 
You fish ? ” 


in these woods. 


‘ Pity again. I hear Alva is full of trout. Why not try 
sailing ? Nothing oxygenates the lungs like a sad, and your 
Iriends the fishermen would be delighted to have you as super- 
cargo. They are always full of your stories to them, and your 
picking their brains for old legends and adventures/^ 

Ihey are noble fellows, and I want no better company • 
but, unfortunately, I am always sea-sick.” ^ 

‘•Ah I wholesome, but unpleasant : you are fond of garden- 

ing ? 


“ Very ; but stooping makes my head swim.” 

“ True, and I don’t want you to stoop. I hope to see you 
soon as erect as a Guardsman. Why not try walks ? ” 

“ Abominable bores — lonely, aimless — ” 

“ Well, perhaps you’re right. I never knew but three men 

who took long constitutionals on principle, and two of them 

were cracked. But why not try a companion; and persuade 

that Curate, who needs just the same medicine as you, to accom- 

pany you ? I don’t know a more gentleman-like, agreeable,. 
'Well-informed man than he is.” 

“Thank you. I can choose my acquaintances for myself.” 

“You touchy ass ! ” said Thurnall to himself. “ If we were 
in the blessed state of nature now, wouldn’t I give you ten 
mrinites’ double thonging, and then set you to Avork, as the 
runaway nigger did his master, Bird o’ freedom Sawin, till you’d 
learnt a thing or two.” But blandly still he went on. 

“Try the dumb-bells then. Nothing like them for opening 
your chest. And do get a high desk made, and stand to your 
writing instead of sitting.” And Tom actually made Vavasour 
promise to do both, and, bade him farewell with — 

“ Now, I’ll send you up a little tonic ; and trouble you with 
no more visits tiU you send for me. I shall see by one glance 
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at your fawe whether you are following my prescriptions. And, 
I say, I wouldn’t meddle with those opiates any more ; try goo(l 
malt and hops instead.” 

“Those who drink heer, think heer,” said Elsley, smiling; 
for he was getting more hopeful of himself, and his terrors were 
vanishing beneath Tom’s sMlful management. 

“And those who drink water, think water. The Elizabethans, 
— Sidney and Shakspeare, Burleigh and Queen Bess, worked 
on beef and ale, — and you would not class them among the 
muddle-headed of the earth : Believe me, to write well, you 
must live well. If you take it out of your iDrain, you must put 
it in agam. It’s a question of fact. Try it for yourself.” And 
off Tom went ; while Lucia rushed back to her husband, covered 
him with caresses, assured him that he was seven times as ill as 
he really was, and so nursed and petted him, that he felt him- 
self, for that time at least, a beast and a fool for having suspected 
her for a moment. Ah, woman, if you only knew how you carry 
our hearts in your hands, and would but use your power for our 
benefit, what angels you might make us aU ! 

“So,” said Tom, as he went home, “he has found his way to 
the elevation-bottle, has he, as well as Mrs. Heale ? It’s no con- 
cern of mine : but as a professional man, I must stop that. You 
will certainly be no credit to me if you kill yourself under my 
hands.” 


► 


Tom went straight home, showed the blacksmith how to make 
a pair of dumb-beUs, covered them himself with leather, and 
sent them up the next morninor with directionf? to bp. nsprl 


it an nour mormng and eveninsr 

^ o o 

And something — ^whether it was the dumb-bells, or the tonic, 

or wholesome fear of the terrible doctor— kept Elsley for the 

next month in better spirits and temper than he had been in 
for a long while. 


Moreover, Tom set Lucia to coax him into walking with 
Headley. She succeeded at last ; and, on the whole, each of 
them soon found that he had something to learn from the other. 
Elsley improved daily in health, and Lucia wrote to Valencia 
flaming accounts of the wonderful doctor who had been cast on 
shore in their world’s end ; and received from her after a while 

this, amid much more — for fancy is not exuberant enough to 
reproduce the whole of a young lady’s letter. 

“ I am so ashamed. I ought to have told you of that 
doctor ^ a fortnight ago ; but, _ rattle-pate as I am, I forgot all 
^bout it. Do you know, he is Sabina Mellot’s dearest friend ; 
and she begged me to recommend him to you : but I put it off, 
then it slipped my memory, like everjdhing else good. She 
has told me the most wonderful stories of his courage and good- 
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wiUi Urn thTsav^nn ^ho prisonen 

“ i,t f f u 

chSs^Mch 5 X-. “ box“ady tS and tC 

from Scontbush besl who bw“poor “0!^“/ 

conceive what about: ’but wSun^’ SrlTut^ 
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most foolish, t arn out best after all. Live and let hV^ everv 

“ftlTe de™ 1 -nf ?Tr*T-’ -y aatontwJ^! 

U p ° “ that way ! 

by the way, I have had to quote his own advice against 

Ind ccmi^^’e ^ ':!x!r “® ‘00 perfect 


and c nip ete a person ; thli ipSrcT a h ’sCrwC I 
could break in for myself, even though he gave me a little trouble 

frt S"e bX ?hk ®ft™ds tha; TwS 

just like Lahy Blake (the wetch always calls me Baby Blake 

frXlv that it f v'-'i, : “<1 1 ‘oW hta 

rankly that it was, if he meant that I had sooner break in a 

pXX® thafioraT^^^'’’ X” ^ “■ “ ‘>'® 

ver: fintlferx-r / “u Chalkclero ml; be 

sXXh’at onXtXow'' WcTalh/"^”’ 

to bind m Eussian leather, and put on one’s library shelves to 

Ulysses of a doctor-provided, of course, he turned^out a pr^ce 
taste of your naughtiest of sisters.” ^ 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A PEER IN TROUBI. R. 

Somewhere in those clays, so it seems, did Mr. Bowie call unto 
himself a cab at the barrack-gdte, and, dressed in his best array, 
repair to the wilds of Brompton, and request to see either Claude 
or Mrs. Mellot. 

Bowie is an ex-Scots-Fusilier, who, damaged by the kick of a 
horse, has acted as valet, first to Scoutbush’s father, and next to 
Scoutbush himself. He is of a patronising habit of mind, as 
befits a tolerably “ leeterary ” Scotsman of forty-five years of ago 
and six-feet three in height, who has full confidence in the 
integrity of his own virtue, the infallibility of his own opinion, 
and the strength of his own right arm ; for Bowde, though ho has 
a rib or two “dinged in,” is mighty stiU as Theseus’ self j and 
both astonished his red-bearded compatriots, and won money 
for his master, by his prowess in the late feat of arms at Holland 

House. 

Mr. Bowie is asked to walk into Sabina’s boudoir (for Claude 
is out in the garden), to sit down, and deliver his message; 
which he does after a due militar\ salute, sitting bolt upright in 
his chair, and in a solemn and sonorous voice. 

“ Well, Madam, it’s just this, that his lordship would be very 
glad to see ye and Mr. Mellot, for he’s vary ill indeed, and 
that’s truth ; and if he winna tell ye the cause, then I will — 
and it’s just a’ for love of this play-acting body here, and more’s 
the pity.” 

. “ More’s the pity, indeed ! ” 

“ And it’s my opeenion the puir laddie will just die, if nobody 
sees to him ; anci I’ve taken the liberty of writing to Major 
Cawmill mysd’, to beg him to come up and see to him, for it’s 
a pity to see his lordship cast away, for want of an understanding 
body to advise him.” ° 

“ So I am not an understanding body, Bowie 1 ” 

“ Oh, Madam, ye’re young and bonny,” says Bowie, in a tone 
in which admiration is not unmingled mth pity. 

“ Young indeed ! Mr. Bowie, do you know that I am almost 
as old as you 1 ” 

“ Hoot, hut, hut — ” says Bowie, looking at the wax like com- 
plexion and bright hawk-eyes. 

“ Really I am. I’m past five-and-thirty this many a day,” 
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“ "Wecl, High, Madam, if you’ll excuse me, ye’re old enough 
to 1)0 ^vise^ than to lot his lordship be inveigled with any such 

play-acting.” 

“Ileailyhe’s not inveigled,” says Sabina, laughing. “It is 
all his own fault, and I liave warned him hoAv absurd and im- 
])0ssibic it is. She has refused CA'^en to see liiiii ; and you know 
yourself he has not been near our house for these three weeks.” 

“ Ah, kladain, you’ll excuse me: but that’s the Avay with that 
sort of peoj)le, just to draAV back and draAA"^ back, to make a poor 
young gentlemen folloAv them all the keener, as a trout does u 
minnoAA'^, the faster you s{)in it.” 

“ J assure you no. I can’t let you into ladies’ secrets : but 
there is no more chance of her listening to him than of me. 
And as for mo, I haA^e been trying all the spring to marry him 
to a young lady Avith eighty thousand pounds; so 3mu can’t' 
complain of me.” 

“ Eh ? No. That’s more like and fitting.” 

o 

“ AVell, noAv. Tell his lordship that we are coming ; and 
trust us, IMr. BoAA’ie : wo do not look very villainous, do 
we? ” 

“Faith, ’deed then, and I suppose not,” said BoAAde, using the 
verb Avhich, in his caut ious, Scottisli tongue, expresses complete 
certainty. The truth is, that Bowie adores both Sabina and her 
husband, A\'ho are, he says, “just fit to be put under a glass case 
on the sideboard, like tAva aa'go china angels.” 

In half an hour they Avere in Scoutbush’s rooms. They found 
the little man lying on his sofa, in his dressing-goAvn, looking 
pale and pitiable enough, lie had been trying to read ; for the 
table by him Avas coA’'erGd AAuth books : but either gunnery and 
mathematics had injured his eyes, or he had been crying ; 
Sabina inclined to the latter opinion. 

“ This is very kind of j^ou both ; but I don’t AA^ant you, Claude. 

I Avant ISlrs. MeUot. You go to the AAundow Avith BoAAue.” 

BoAvio and Claude shrugged their shoulders at each other, and 
departed. 

“Noav Mrs. Mellot, I can’t help looking up to you as a 
mother.” 

“ Complimentary to my youth,” says Sabina, aaIio ahvays calls 
herself young A)'hcn she is called old, and old AA'hen she is called 
young. 

“ I didn’t mean to be rude. But one does long to open one’s 
heart. I never had any mother to tallc to, j’^ou knoAA' ; and I 
can’t tell my amit ; and Valencia is so flighty ; and I thought 
^'ou Avould give me one chance more. Bon’t laugh at me, I say. 

I am really past laughing at.” 

“ I see }'ou are, 3'ou poor creature,” says Sabina, melting ; and 
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a long conversation follows, while Claude and Bowie exchange 
confidences, and arrive at no result beyond the undeniable 
_^assertion ; it is a very bad job.” 

Presently Sabina comes out, and Scoutbush calls cheerfully 
from the sofa : — 

“ Bowie, get my bath and things to dress ; and order me the 
cab in half an hour. Good-bye, you dear people, I shall never 
thank you enough.” 

Away go Claude and Sabina in a hack-cab. 

“ What have you done 1 ” 

“ Given him what he entreated for — another chance -with 
Marie.” 

“ It will only madden him all the more. Why let him try, 
when you know it is hopeless ?” 

“ Why, I had not the heart to refuse, that’s the truth ; and 
besides, I don’t know that it is hopeless.” 

“ AU the naughtier of you, to let him run the chance of making 
a fool of himself.” 

“ I don’t know that he wiQ make such a great fool of himself. 
As he says, his grandfather married an actress, and why should 
not he 1 ” 

“ Simply because she won’t marry him.” 

“And how do you know that. Sir? You fancy that you 
understand all the women’s hearts in England, just because you 
liave found out the secret of managing one little fool.” 

“ Managing her, quotha ! Being managed by her, till my quiet 
house is turned into a perfect volcano of match-making. Why, 
I thought he was to marry Manchestrina.” 

“ He shall marry who he likes ; and if Marie changes her 
mind, and revenges herself on this American by taking Lord 
Scoutbush, all I can say is, it will be a just judgment on him. T 
have no patience with the heartless fellow, going off thus, and 
never even leaving his address.” 

“ And because you have no patience, you think Marie will 
have none ? ” 

“ What do you know about women’s hearts ? Leave us to 
mind our own matters.” 

“ Mr. Bowie will kill you outright, if your plot succeeds.” 

“ No, he won’t. I know who Bowde wants to marry j and if 

he is not good, he shan’t have her. Besides, it will be such fun 

to spite old Lady Knockdown, who always turns up her nose at 

- jiie. How mad she will be ! Here we are at home. Now, I 
shall go and prepare Marie.” ’ 

An hour after, Scoutbush was pleading his cause with Marie ,' 

and. had . been met, of course, at starting, with the simple 
rejoinder, — 

0 3 
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“ Oh, of course not ; but, you see, people very often get love 

after they are married :— and I am sure I would do all to mate 

you love mo. I know I can't bribe you by promising you 

carnages and jewels, and aU that :-but you should have what 

you would like — pictures and statues, and books— and aU that I 

can buy Oh, Madam, I know I am not worthy of you I never 

have liad any education as you have 

I^larie smiled a sad smile. 

“But I would learn — I know I could — for I am no fool 
thougli I say it : I like all that sort of tiling, and— and if I had 
you to teach me, I should care about nothing else. I have given 
up aU my nonsense since I knew you ; indeed I have— I am 
trying all day long to read— ever since you said something about ' 
being useful, and noble, and doing one’s work : — I have never 
iorgotten that, IMadam, and never shall; and you would find 
me a pleasant person to live with, I do believe, 
would — oh. Madam 


At all events, I 
I would be your servant, your dog— I 


would fetch and carry for you like a negro slave ! ’’ 

IMarie turned pale, and rose. 

“ Listen to me, my Lord ; this must end. You do not know 

to whom you are speaking. You talk of negro slaves. Know 
that you are talking to one ! ” 

Scoutbush looked at her in blank astonishment 
“ iMadara ? " 


Excuse me ; but my own eyes 
“ You are not to trust them ; I tell you fact.” 

Scoutbush was silent. She misunderstood his silence: 


but 


went on steadily. 

“I tell you, my Lord, what I expect you to keep secret : and 
i know that I can trust your honour.” 

Scoutbush bowed. 

And what I should never have told you, were it not nw^ 

T>nly chance of curing you of this foolish passion. I am an 
American slave !” 

“ Curse them ! Who dared make you a slave ?” cried Scoiit- 
bnsh, turning as red as a game-cock. 

“ I was born a slave. ;^[y father was a white gentleman of 

goexi family : ray mother was a quadroon ; and therefore I am a 

slave a negress a runaway slave, my Lord, who, if I returned 

to Ammca, should be seized, and chained, and scourged and 
sold.— JDo you understand me ?” o > 

“What an infernal shame!” cried Scoutbush, to whom the 

whole thing appeared simply as a wrong done to Marie 
“ Well, my Lord ?” 

“ Well, Madam 2” 
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“ Does not this fact put the question at rest for ever 
“ N^o, Madam ! What do I know about slaves ? !N o one is 
& slave in England. !No, Madam j all that it does is to make 
me long to cut half-a-dozen fellows’ throats — ” and Scoutbush 
stamped with rage. “ No, Madam, you are you : and if you 
become my viscountess, you take my rank, I trust, and my 

name is yours, and my family yours ; and let me see who dare 
interfere ! ” 


“But public opinion, my Lord?” said Marie, half-pleased, 
half-terrified to find the shaft which she had fancied fatal fall 
harmless at her feet. 

“ Public opinion ? You don’t know England, Madam ! What’s 
the use of my being a peer, if I can’t do what I like, and make 
public opinion go my way, and not I its ? Though I am no 
great prince. Madam, but only a poor Irish viscount, it’s hard if 
I can’t maiTy whom I like — in reason, that is — and expect all 
the world to call on her, and treat her as she deserves, ^Tiy, 
Madam, you will have all London at youi* feet after a season or 
two, and aU the more if they know your story : or if you don’t 
like that, or if fools did talk at first, why we’d go and live quietly 
at Kilanbaggan, or at Penalva, and you’d have all the tenants 
looking up to you as a goddess, as I do, Madam.— Oh, Madam, 
I would go anywhere, Hve anywhere, only to be with you ! ” 

Marie was deeply affected. Making all allowances for the 

wilfulness of youth, she could not but see that her origin formed 

no bar whatever to her marrying a nobleman; and that he honestly 

believed that it would form none in the opinion of his compeers, 

if she proved herself worthy of his choice ; and, full of new 
emotions, she burst into tears. 

“ There, now, you are melting : I knew you would ! Madam I 
Signora !” and Scoutbush advanced to take her hand. 

“ Never less,” cried she, drawing back. “ Do not ; — you onlv 

make me miserable ! I teU you it is impossible. I cannot teil 

you aU —You must not do yom’self and yours such an injustice f 
Do, 1 teU you ! 


Scoutbush still tried to take her hand. 

“Go, I entreat you,” cried she, at her wits’ end, “ or I wUl 
really rmg the beU for Mrs. Mellot I ” 

“ You need not do that. Madam,” said he, drawing himself 
Bp ; I am not in the habit of being troublesome to ladies, or 
being Wd out of drawing-rooms. I see how it is-” and his 

nTnv W pH me a vain, frivolous 

puppy.— WeU ; 1 11 do something yet that you shall not despise ! ” 
And he turned to go. ^ 

despise you; 1 think you a generous, high-heartod 
gentleman — nobleman m all senses.” 
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Sccrtitbush turned again. 

“ But, again, impossible ! I shall always respect you ; but wo 
must never meet again.” 

She held out her hand. Little Freddy caught and kissed it^ 
till he was breathless, and then rushed out, and blundered ovei 
Sabina in the next room. 

“ ISTo hope ?” 

“ JSTono.” And though he tried to squeeze his eyes togethei 
very tight, the great tears would come dropping down. 

Sabina took him to a sofa, and sat him down while he made 
his little moan. 

“ I told you that she was in love with the American.” 

“ Then why don’t he come back and marry her? Hang him, 
I’ll go after him and make him !” cried Scoutbush, glad of anj 
object on which to vent his wrath. ^ 

“You can’t, for nobody knows where he is. How do be good 
and patient : you will forget aU this.” 

“I shan’t!” 

“ You will ; not at first, but gradually ; and marry some one 
really more fit for you.” 

“ Ah, but if I marry her I shan’t love her ; and then, you know, 
Mrs. Mellot, I shall go to the bad again, just as much as ever. 
Oh, I was trying to be steady for her sake 1” 

“ You can be that still.” 

“ Yes, but it’s so hard, with nothing to hope for. I’m not fit 
to take care of myself. I’m fit for nothing, I believe, but to go 
out and bo shot by those Russians ; and I’ll do it I” 

“ You must not ; you are not strong enough. The doctors 
would not let you go as you are.” 


“ Then I’Ll get strong ; I’ll — 

“ You’Ll go home, and be good.” 

“ Ain’t I good now ? ” 

“ Yes, you are a good, sensible fbUow, and have behaved 
nobly, and I honour you for it, and Claude shall come and see 

you every day.” 

That evening a note came from Scoutbush. 


“Dear Mrs. Mellot, — Whom should I find when I went 
home, but Campbell ? I told him all ; and he says that you and 
everybody have done quite right, so I suppose you have ; and 
that I am quite right in trying to get out to the East, so I shall 
do it. But the doctor says I must rest for six weeks at least. 
So Campbell has persuaded me to take the yacht, which is at 
Southampton, and go down to Aberalva, and then round to 
Snowdon, where I have a little slate-quarry, and get some fishing. 
Campbell is coming with me, and I wish Claude would come too. 
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He knows that brother-in-law of mine, Vavasour, I think, and 1 
shall go and make friends with him. I’ve got very merciful to 
foolish lovers lately, and Claude can help me to face him ; for I 
m a little afraid ol geniuses, yom know. So there we’ll pick 
up my sister (she goes down by land this week), and then go 
on to Snowdon; and Claude can visit his old quarters at the 
Eoyal Oak at Bettws, where he and I had that joUy week among 
the painters. Do let him come, and beg La Signora not to be 
angry with me. That’s aU I’U ever ask of her again.” 


“ Poor fellow ! But I can’t part with you, Claude.” 

“ Let liim,” said La Cordifiamma. “ He will comfort his 
lordship ; and do you come with me.” 

“ Come with you ? Where ?” 

“ I will teU you when Claude is gone.” 

“ Claude, go and smoke in the garden. How 1 ” 

“ Come with me to Germany, Sabina.” 

“ To Germany ? Why on earth to Germany 1 ” 

“ I — I only said Germany because it came fost into my mind. 
Anywhere for rest ; anywhere to be out of that poor man’s way. ” 

“ He will not trouble you any more ; and you 'will not surely 
throw up your engagement ? ” 

“ Of course not ! ” said she, half peevishly. “ It will be over 
in a fortnight ; and then I must have rest. Don’t you see how 
I want rest ? ” 

Sabina had seen it for some time past. That white cheek had 
been fading more and more to a wax-like paleness ; those black 
eyes glittered with fierce unhealthy light ; and dark rings round 
them told, not merely of late hours and excitement, but of wild 
passion and midnight tears. Sabina had seen all, and could not 
but give way, as Marie went on. 

“ I must have rest, I tell you ! I am beginning — I can 
confess all to you — to want stimulants. I am beginning to 
long for brandy and water-; — pah ! — to nerve me up to the ex- 
citement of acting, and then for morphine to make me sleep 
after it. The very eau de Cologne flask tempts me ! They say 
that the fine ladies use it, before a ball, for other purposes than 

scent. You would not like to see me commence that practice, 
would you 1 ” 

“ lliere is no fear, dear.” 

“ There is fear ! You do not know the cra'ving for exhilara- 
tion, the capability of self-indulgence, in our wild Tropic blood. 
Oh, Sabina, I feel at times that I could sink so low— that I could 
be so wicked, so utterly wicked, if I once began ! Take me 
away, dearest creature, take me away, and let me have fresh air, 
and fair quiet scenes, an^ rest — rest — oh, save me, Sabina ! ” 
and she put her hands over her face, and burst into tcais. 
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“ We will go, then : to the Khine, shall it he ? I have not 

been there now for these three years, and it will be such tun 

running about the world by myself once more, and Imomng all 

the while that—” and Sabina stopped; she did not like to 

remind Marie of the painful contrast between them. 

“ To the Ehine Yes. And I shall see the beautiful old 

world, the old vineyards, and castles, and Mils, which he used 
to tell me of— taught me to read of in those sweet, sweet books 
of LongfeUow’s ! So gentle, and pure, and calm— so unlike 

me ! ” 

U 


Yes, we will see them ; and perhaps 
Marie looked up at her, guessing her 

scarlet. 


“ You, too, think then, that 
sentence. 


that 


she could not finish her 


Sabina stooped over her, and the two beautiful souths met. 
“There, darling, we need say nothing. We are both women, 

and can talk without words.’ 

“ Then you think there is hope f ’ p n i.v 4. 

“ Hope? Do you fancy that he is gone so very far? or that 

if he were, I could not hunt him out ? Have I wandered half 

round the world alone for nothing ? ” 

“ No, but hope — hope that — ” 

“ Not hope, but certainty ; if some one I know had but 


courage. 

“ Courage 


to do what?” 


“ To trust him utterly.” , , i j* 

Marie covered her face rvith her hands, and shuddered in eveiy 


limb . 

“You know uiy story. 
Claude all ? ” 


Did I gain or lose by telling my 


“ I will I ” 


“ I will ! ” sire cried, looking up pale but firm. ^ 

and she looked steadfastly into the mirror over 

as if trying to court the reappearance of that ugly vision which 

haunted it, and so to nerve herself to the utmost, and face the 

little more than a fortnight, Sabhia and Mane, with maid 
and cornier (for Marie was rich now) Avere away m the old 
Antwerpen. And Claude was rolling down to Southampton by 
rail, with CampbeU, Scoutbush, and last, least, the 

faitliful Bowie ; who had under lus charge what he described to 

the puzzled railway-guard as “goads and cleiks, and ^ns and 

keels, and beuts and heuks, enough for a’ the cods o' Neufund- 
land.’’ 
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L*HOMME INOOMPBIS. 

Elslby went on, between improved health and 

Court, and to tanded out tterefrom V alencia, and Yalenc 

Lucia had discovered that the wind was east, and that she was 
wTo gfto fte gate for fear of catching cold ; her real purpose 

beinff that Valencia should meet Elsley first. i 

“She is so impulsive,” thought the good httle creature, always 

plotttog about her husband “ that she .vill 

see him for the first five mmutes ; and Elsley is so sen 

sitiye— how can he be otherwise, m his position, poo^ dea 

So she refrained herself, like Joseph, and 

kissed, and sobbed, and talked, till Lucia was out of hreath , 
but Valencia was not so easily silenced. T 

expS •“^^"not qu4 you^eH yet. That -ugh^^^®^y^- 
kiUing vou, I am sure ! And Mr. Vavasour too, I shaU be^m 
to call him Elsley to-morrow, if I like him as much as 
now— but he is looking quite thin— wearing himself out mth 
ivriting so many beautiful books,— that Wreck was perfect. 
La where are the children l-I must rush upstans and devour 
them I— and what a delicious old garden ! and clipt yews, too, 
so dark and romantic, and such dear f 


■And 


Mr. Vavasour mus 
wood, too. What 

'^'^rsVsh^^ept in, with her arm 

Elsley stood looking after her, well enough satisfied vnth h^ 

reception of hi , 
vould slacken after a while 

4' “ What a magnificent creature ! ” said he to himseli 

l’* . ^1.1 X. . 


Who 


could believe that the three years would make such a change . 

- - • ’ * tail hthe girl had bloomed into tuh 


And 


and 
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was as splendid an Irish damsel as man need look upon, with a 
grand inasque, aquiline features, luxuriant black hair, and — 
though it was the fag-end of the London season — tho unrivalled 
Irifch complexion, as of tho fair dame of Kilkenny, whose - ^ 

“ Lips were like roses, her cheeks were the same, 

Like a dish of fresh strawberries smother’d ia crame.” 

Her figure was perhaps too tall, and somewhat too stout also; 
but its size was relieved by tho delicacy of those hands and feet 
of wMch Miss Valencia was most pardonably proud, and by 
that mdescribable lissomeness and lazy grace which Irishwomen 
iiiLerit, perhaps, with their tinge of southern blood ; and when, 
in half an hour, she reappeared, with broad straw-hat, and gown 
tucked up la hergere over the striped Welsh petticoat, perhaps 
to show off the ancles, which only looked the finer for a pair oL_^^ 
heavy laced boots, Elsley lionestly felt it a pleasure to look at'^ 
her, and a still greater pleasure to talk to her, and to be talked 
to by her ; while she, bent on making herself agreeable, partly 
from real good taste, partly from natural good-nature, and partly, 
too, because she saw in his eyes that he admired her, chatted 
sentiment about all heaven and earth. 

For to Miss Valencia — it is sad to have to say it — admiration 
had been now, for three years, her daily bread. She had lived 
in the thickest Avhirl of the world, and, as most do for a while, 
found it a very pleasant place. 

She had flirted — with how many must not be told; and 

perhaps with more than one with whom she had no business to 

flirt. Little Scoutbush had remonstrated with her on some such 

aflair, but she had silenced him with an Irish jest, — “'You’re a 

fisherman, Freddy ; and when you can’t catch salmon, you catch 

trout; and when you can’t catch trout, you’ll whip on the 

shallow for poor little gubbahawns, and say that it is all to keep 
your liand in — and so do 1.” 

The old ladies said tliat this was the reason why she had not 
niaiiied ; the men, however, asserted that no one dare marry 
bci ; and one club-oracle had given it as his opinion that no man 
in his rational senses was to be allowed to have anything to do 
with her, till she had been well jilted two or three times, to take 
the spirit out of her: but that catastrophe had not yet occurred, 
and Miss Valencia still reigned “triumphant and alone,” though 
her aunt, old Lady Knockdown, moved all the earth, and some 
dirty places, too, below the earth, to get the wild Irish girl off 
her hands ; “ for,” quoth she, “ I feel with Valencia, indeed, 
just like one of those men who carry about little dogs in tho 
Quadrant. I always pity the poor men so, and think liow 
happy they must bo when they have sold one. It is one chance 


I 


iNOOJtPBW* 

less, you know, of having it bite them horrihly, and then run 
away after aU.” , , • yoiencia, than 

& she was selfish, as 2 s^^ uninten- 

WUyf r^she^ tut“ 2° mosrk£^»rted t!!d 

-p£t£r« herr mt 

than once ; at winch she had VataTof cast- 

a little, and promised to ‘’““.P £0 fine to he of 

r .?sr£ ttsx 

garme^ r^L ondon flirtations, she had too t^t ^d 

lood feeling to talk th^ °2r h^ been 

but Tighte^ the time of her escapade, and had not been 

ifS“=-;r/s.Mi= 

TkW -^ked him to read his last new poom-whicl , I need 
not 3 W he did ; told him how she devoured everythmg he 
- ► 2toT’planned ’walks with him in the country ; seemed tc 

consult his pleasme m ^ay children 

I uck • XomsH must not interrupt Mr. Vavasour : hut r^l 
in the’aftemoon I must ask him to spare a couple of hours frou 

%^vr^m was delighted to do anything-" Where would she 

”^mere 1 of course to see the beautiful schoolmistress who 
savedthe man from drowning ; and then to see the chasm 
^Ims wWch he was swept. I shaU understod your poem so 
much better, you loiow, if I can hut realize ‘ke peo^^nd the 

^i^’’;™rMeutenant-i£ he does not smeU too much of 
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brandy. I will bo so gracious and civil, quite the lady of the 
castle.” 

“You will make quite a royal progress,” said Lucia, looking 
at her with sisterly admiration. 

“ Yes, I intend to usurp as many of Scoutbush's honours as 
I can till he comes. I must lay down the sceptre in a fort- 

know, so I shah make as much use of it as I can 
meanwhile.” I 

And so on, and so on ; meaning all the while to put Elsleji 
quite at his ease, and let him understand that bygones were 
bygones, and that with her any reconciliation at all was meant 
to be a complete one ; which was wise and right enough But 
Valencia had not counted on the excitable and vain nature with 
wliich she was dealing ; and Lucia, who had her own fears from 
the first evening, was the last person in the world to tell heT~-v^ 
of it ; first from pride in herself, and then from pride in her 
husband. For even if a woman has made a foolish match, it is 
hard to expect her to confess as much ; and, after all, a husband 
is a husband, and let his faults be what they might, he was still 
her Elsley ; her idol once ; and perhaps (so she hoped) her idol 
again hereafter, and if not, still he was her husband, and that 
was enough. 

“ By which you mean, Sir, that she considered herself bound 
to endure everything and anything from liim, simply because 
she had been married to him in church ? ” 

Yes, and a great deal more, l^ot merely being married in 
church ; but what being married in church means, and what 
every woman who is a woman understands ; and lives up to 
without flinching, though she die a mart3rr for it, or a confessor ; 
a far higher saint, if the truth was known, as it will be some 
day, than all the holy vii’gins who ever fasted and prayed in 
a convent since the days when Macarius first turned fakeer. 

For to a true woman, the in ere fact of a man’s being her^*'^ 
husband, put it on the lowest ground that you choose, is utterly 
sacred, divine, all-iDowerful ; in the might of wliich she can 
conquer self in a way which is an CA'^ery day miracle ; and tlie 
man Av^ho does not feel about the mere fact of a AAmman’s having 
given herself utterly to him, just Avhat she herself feels about 
it, ought to be despised by all his felloAvs ; — AA^ere it not that, 
in that case, it Avould be necessary to despise more human beings 
than is safe for the soul of any man. 

That fortnight AA'^as the sunniest Avhich Elsley had passed, _ - 
since he made secret love to Lucia in Eaton Square. Romantic 
walks, the company of a beautiful Av^oman as ready to listen 

she Avas-to talk, fi-eo licence to pour out all his fancies, sure 
of admiration, if not of flattery, and pardonably satisfied vanity 



l'homme incompris. 


206 


these are comfortable things for most men, who have 




Rothing 


But, on the whole, this feast 

not make Elsley a better or wiser man at home. Why 
- - ^ improved by turning him loose 

And thus the contrast between 


should it 1 


into a confectioner’s shop? 
what he chose to call Valencia’s sympathy, and Lucia’s want 
of sympathy, made him, unfortunately, all the more cross to 
her when they were alone j and who could blame the poor Ij^ttle 

woman for saying one night, angrily enough : ^ ^ 

“Ah, yes! Valencia, — Valencia is imaginative 

—Valencia thinks 


V alencia 


understands you — Valencia sympathises 
Valencia has no children to wash and dress, no accounts to keep, 
no linen to mend — Valencia’s back does not ache all day long, 
so that she would be glad enough to lie on the sofa from morn- 
’dhg till night, if she was not forced to work whether she can 
work or not. No, no j don’t kiss me, for kisses will not make 
up for injustice, Elsley. I only trust that you will not tempt 
me to hate my o'svn sister. No ; don’t talk to me now, let mo 
sleep if I can sleep j and go and walk and talk sentiment with 
Valencia to-morrow, and leave the poor little brood hen to 
sit on her nest, and be despised.” And refusing all Sisley’s 
entreaties for pardon, she sulked herself to sleep. 

Who can blame her 1 If there is one thing more provoking 
than another to a woman, it is to see her husband Strass-engel , 


Haus-teufel, an angel of courtesy to every woman but herself ; to 
see him in society all smiles and good stories, the most amiable 
and self-restraining of men ; perhaps to be complimented on his 
agreeableness : and to know all the while that he is penning up 
all the accumulated ill-temper of the day, to let it out on her 
when they get home ; perhaps in the very carriage as soon as it 
leaves the door. 


men ! 


Hypocrites that you are, some of you gentle- 
Why cannot the act against cruelty to women, corporal 
punishment included, be brought to bear on such as you ? And 
yet, after all, you are not most to blame in the matter : Eve her- 


self tempts you, as at the beginning ; for who does not know 
that the man is a thousand times vainer than the woman ? He. 


does but follow the analogy of all nature. Look at the Red 


philoso 

phers inform those who choose to believe them) we all sprung. 
Which is the boaster, the strutter, the bedizener of his sinful 


carcase with feathers and beads, fox-tails and bears’ claws, — the 
brave, or his poor little squaw ? An Australian settler’s wife 
bestows on some poor slaving gin a cast-off Erench bonnet ; be- 


hundred yards, her husband 
puts it on his own mop, quiets her for its loss with a tap of the 
waddie. and struts on in srlorv. Why not? Has ho not the 
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analogy of all nature on his side 1 Have not the male birds 
and the male moths, the fine feathers, while the females go 
soberly about in drab and brown ? Does the lioness, or the hon, 
rejoice in the grandeur of a mane ; the hind, or the stag, in 
antlered pride ? How know we but that, in some more perfect 
and natural state of society, the women will dress like so many 
quakeresses ; while the frippery shops will become the haunts 
of men alone, and “browches, pearls and owches be consecrate 
to the nobler sex? There arc signs already, in the dress of our 
youn" gentlemen, of such a return to the law of nature frorn the 
present absurd state of things, in which the human peahens 
carry about the gaudy trains which are the peacocks right. ^ _ 
For there is a secret feeling in woman s heart that she is m 
her wroim place j that it is she who ought to worship the man, 
and not the man her ; and when she becomes properly conscious 
of her destiny, has not he a right to be conscious of his ? if 
the grey hens will stand round in the mire clucking humble 
admiration, who can blame the old blackcock for dancing and 

-*nincT on the top of a moss hag, with outspread wings and 

: tad, glorious and self-glorifying ? He is a splendi^l- 
ivj >v ctnd he was made splendid for some purpose, surely ? w hy 
did Nature give him his steel-blue coat, and his crimson crest, 
Ttfe theory same purpose that she gave Mr. A * * * his 
intellect— to be admued by the other sex ?_ And if young 
damsels, overflowing with sentiment and Ruskinism, will crowd 
round him, ask his opinion of this book and that picture, 
treasure his bon-mots, bog for his autograph, looking aU the 
wliile the praise which they do not speak (though they speak a 
good deal of it), and when they go home write letters to him on 
matters about which in old times girls used to ask only their 
mothers; — who can blame him if he finds the little wife at 
liome a very uninteresting body, Avhose head is so full of petty 
cares and gossip, that he and all his talents are quite unappre- 
ciated ? Xgs femmes incomprises of France used to (perhaps do 
now) form a class of married ladies, whose soitows were esp^ 
cially dear to the novelists, male or female ; but what are their 
woes compared to those of I Iiomme incompt is ? hat higher 
vocation for a young maiden than to comfoit the mait^T during 
his agonies ? And, most of all, where the sufferer is not merely 
a genius, but a saint ; persecuted, perhaps, abroad by vulgar 
tradesmen and Philistine bishops, and snubbed at home by a 
stupid wife, who is quite unable to appreciate his magnificent 
projects for regenerating all heaven and earth ; and only, h^im- 
drura, practical creature that she is, tries to do justly, and Icve 
mercy, and walk humbly with her God ? Fly to his help, all 
pious ’maidens, and pour into the wounded heart of the holy 
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an the healing balm of self-conceit ; cover his table with con- 
fidential letters, choose him as your father-confessor, ^nd lock 
yourself up alone with him for an hour or two every week, 
^^Ue the wife is mending his shirts upstairs. — True, you may 
break the stupid wife’s heart by year-long misery, as she slaves 
on, hearing the burden and heat of the day, of which you never 
dream } keeping the ■wretched man, by her unassuming good 
example, from making a fool of himself three times a week j and 
sowing the seed of which you steal the fruit. WTiat matter 1 
If yo'iir immortal soul requires it, what matter what it costs hei 
carnal heart ? She -will suffer in silence ; at least, she will not tell 
you. You think she does not understand you. Well ; — and she 
thinks in return that you do not understand her, and her married 
joys and sorrows, and her five children, and her butcher’s bills, 
Hmd her long agony of fear for the husband of whom she is ten 
times more proud than you could be ; for whom she has slaved 
for years j whose defects she has tried to cure, while she cured 
her own j for whom she would die to-morrow, did he fall into 
disgrace, when you had flounced off to find some new idol ; and 
so she "v^l not tell you : and what the ear heareth not, that the 
heart grieveth not. — Go on and prosper ! You may, too, ruin 
the man’s spiritual state by vanity ; you may pamper his dis- 
content with the place where God has put him, till he ends by 
flying off to “some purer Communion,” ‘and taking you with 
him. Never mind. He is a most delightful person, and his 
intercourse is so improving. Why were sweet things made, but 
to be eaten ? Go on and prosper. 

Ah, young ladies, if some people had (as it is perhaps well for 
them that they have not) the ordering of this same British 
nation, they would certainly follow your example, and try to 
restore various ancient institutions. And first among them 
would be that very ancient institution of the cucking-stool ; to 
‘ bo employed however, not as of old, against married scolds (for 
whom those who have been behind the scenes have all respect 
and sympathy), but against unmarried prophetesses, who, under 
whatsoever high pretence of art or religion, fl irt with their neigh- 
bours’ husbands, be they parson or poet. 

Not, be it understood, that Valencia had the least sus])icion 
that Elsley considered himself “ incompris.” If he had hinted 
the notion to her, she would have resented it as an insult to the 
St. Justs in general, and to her sister in particular; and would 
have said something to him in her off-hand way, the like whereof 
he had seldom heard, even from adverse re'vdewers. 

Elsley himself soon dmned enough of her character to see that 
he must keep his sorrows to himself, if he wished for Valencia’s 
good opinion ; and soon, — so easily does a vain man lend himself 
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to meaunoss,-ho found lumsclf trying to please VaIencia.IbT 

after all, ho was trying to say to his guest what he kjew h^ 
guest would like ; and what was that hut following those verv 

him gauche and morose? So ho actually quieted his own 
science by the fancy that ho was bound to bo civil, and to keen 
up appearances, ” oven for Lucia’s sake,” said the sdf dtdyl to 
lunself J.nd thus the mischief was done; and the breach 
etween Luca and her husband, which had been soraewW 
budged over during the last month or two, opened more wide 

doing all she eould to hriak her sister’s Wt. 

She, meanwhile had plenty of reasons which justified her new 
intimacy to herself. IIoav could she better plea'^e Lucia ? Kn. 

wt‘“lLncSmth1o’hr'‘“' -T"™, *° 

hithnate^ possible with him ? M'liat mLter how 

sister ^ “ brother, and she his 

She had law on her side in that last argument as well as levs 

y amusement. Whether she had either common’ sense oi L'rin 
ture, IS a very different question. ^ P 

Poor Lucia, _ too, tried to make the best of the matter • and to 
take the new intimacy as Valencia would have had hL- tSe it 

sV 1 ? V *1 compliment to herself ; and so, in her pride she 
sa d to \alencia, and tohl iier that she should love hcl fo ever 

for her knu ness to Elsley, while her heart was i-en<ly to burst 

Lucia, wonian as slm was, could not repress a thrill of malicious 
the chln'k ^ than ever at - 

CD * 

What was the Nemesis, tiicn ? 

Simply that tliis naughty Jliss St. Just began to smile iineu 

V™tur" """ upon Hfi:; 

It Avas very nauglity ; but siic liad her eveu^oq i i 

f.uiid Llsley out; and it wa.s well for both of *hem tiiat^she ''''‘l 

ship, she had allowci l,im to h 11 a Avlt deal ’’ '“'T 

of them that EIsloy was a mail withm.l s Uf * "f 

to show the weak side of his sliaractor fiwly mmugh.'as soeTas" 
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Re became at eape with his compMuon, and excited by conversa- 
tion. Valencia quickly saw that he was vain as a peacock, and 
weak enough to be led by her in any and every direction, when 
-ahe chose to work on his vanity. And she despised him. accord- 
ingly, and suspected, too, that her sister could not be very happy 
with such a man. 

if one are more quick than sisters-in-law to see faults in the 
brother-in-law, when once they have begun to look for them ; 
and Valencia soon remarked that Elsley showed Lucia no jpetiU 
soins, while he was ready enough to show them to her ; that he 
took no real trouble about his children, or about anything else : 
and twenty more faults, which she might have perceived in the 
first two days of her visit, if she had not been in such a hurry 
to amuse herself. But she was too delicate to ask Lucia the 
-truth, and contented herself with watching aU parties closely, 
and in amusing herself meanwhile — for amusement she must 
have — ia 


“ Breaking a country heart 
For pastime, ere she went to town.” 

She had met Erank several times about the parish and in the 
schools, and had been struck at once with his grace and high 
breeding, and with that air of melancholy which is always 
interesting in a true woman’s eyes. She had seen, too, that 
Blsley tried to avoid him, naturally enough not wishing an in- 
trusion on their pleasant tHes-d,-tHe. Whereon, half to spite 
Elsley, and half to show her own right to chat with whom she 
chose, she made Lucia ask Erank to tea ; and next contrived to 
go to the school when he was teaching there, and to make Elsley 
ask him to walk with them ; and all the more, because she had 
discovered that Elsley had discontinued his walks with Erank, 
as soon as she had appeared at Penalva. 

Lucia was not sorry to countenance her in her naughtiness; it 
was a comfort to her to have a fourth person in th^ room at 
times, and thus to compel Elsley and Valencia to think of some- 
thing beside each other ; and when she saw her sister gradually 
transferring her favours from the married to the unmarried 
victim, she would have been more than woman if she had not 

rejoiced thereat. Only, she began soon to be afraid for Erank, 
and at last told Valencia so. 

“ Do take care that you do not break his heart ! ” 

“ My dear ! You forget that I sit under Mr. O’Blareaway, 
and am to him as a heathen and a publican. Eresh from St. 
Ifepomuc’s as he is, he would as soon think of falling in love 
■with an ‘ Oirish Prodestant,’ as with a malignant and a tui'baned 

Turk. Besides, my dear, if the mischief is going to be done, it’s 
done already.” 


210 


L'HOMMB INOOMPRIB. 


“I dare say it is, you naughty beautiful thing. If any body 
IS goose enough to fall in love with you, he’U he also goose 
enough, I don t doubt, to do so at fii’st sight. There, don’t look 
perpetuaUy in that gl^s : but take care ! ” 

'N^^at use 1 If it is going to happen at all, I say, it has 
Happen ed already; so I shaU just please myself, as usual.” 

And it had happened : and poor Trank had been, ever since 
the first day he saw Valencia, over head and ears in love. His 
time had come, and there was no escaping his fate. 

But to escape he tried. Convinced, with many good men of 
all ages and creeds, that a celibate life was the fitt^t one for a 
clergjnuan, he had fied from St. hTepomuc’s into the wilderness 
to avoid temptation, and beheld at his cell- door a fairer fiend 
than ever came to St. Uunstan. A fairer fiend, no doubt ; for 
St. Dunstan.’s imagination created his temptress for him, but 
Valencia was a reality : and fact and nature may be safely backed 
to produce something more charming than any monk’s brain can 
do. One questions whether St. Dunstan’s apparition was not 
something as coarse as his own mind, clever though that mind 
was. At least, he would never have had the heart to apply the 
hot tongs to such a nose as Valencia’s, but at most have bowed 

her out pittyingly, as Frank tried to bow out Valencia from the 
sacred place of his heart, but failed. 

Hard he tried, and humbly too. He had no proud contempt 
for married parsons. He was ready enough to confess, that he, 
too, rmght be weak in that respect, as in a hundred others. He 
conceived that he had no reason, from his own inner life, to 
believe himself worthy of any higher vocation — 2^0 v i ri g his own 
real nobleness of soul by that very humihty. He had rather 
not marry. He might do so some day : but he would sacrifice 
much to avoid the necessity. If he was weak, ho would use 
what strength he had to the uttermost ore he yielded. And ail 
the more, because he felt, and reasonably enough, that Valencia ^ - 

was the last woman in the world to make a parson’s wife. He 
had his ideal of Avhat such a wife should he, if she were to be 
allowed to exist at all — the same ideal which ]\Ir. Paget has 
drawn in Ids charming little book (ivould that all pamons vdves 
would read and perpend), the “ Owlet of Owlstone Edge.” But 
A^aleiicia would surely not make a Beatrice. Beautiful she was, 
glorious, loveable, but not the helpmeet whom he needed. And 
he fought against the new dream like a brave man. He fasted, 
he wept, he prayed : but his prayers seemed not to be heard. 
Valencia seemed to have enthroned herself, a true Venus victrisy 
m the centre of his heart, and would not be disiiossessed. He 
tried to avoid seeing her : but even for that he had not strength : 
he v/ent again and again when asked, only to come home more 
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miseraHe each time, as fierce against himself and his own weak- 
ness as if he had given way to wine or to oaths. In vain, too, 
li6 rcprBSBiited to liini self tli0 ridiculous liopclessiiBSS of his 
— n^sion ; the impossibility of the London beauty ever stooping to 
marry the poor country curate, fi'ancies would come in, how 
such things, strange as they might seem, had happened already ; 
might happen again. It was a class of marriages for which he 
had always felt a strong dislike, even suspicion and contempt j 
and though he was far more fitted, in family as well as personal 
excellence, for such a match, than three out of four who make 
them, yet he shrunk with disgust from the notion of being him- 
self classed at last among the match-making parsons. Whether 
there was ** carnal pride or not in that last thought. Ins soul so 
loathed it, that he would gladly have thrown up liis cure at 
.-Aberalva ^ and would have done so actually, but for one word 
' which Tom ThurnaU had spoken to him, and that was — 

Cholera. 

That the cholera might come ; that it probably would come, m 
the course of the next two months, was news to him which was 
enough to keep him at his post, let what would be the cons^ 
quence. And gi’adually he began to see a way out of his 
difficulty— and a very simple one ; and that was, to die. 

“ That is the solution after all,” said he. “ I am not strong 
enough for God’s work : but I will not shrink from it, if I 
can help. If I cannot master it, let it kill me ; so at least I 
may have peace. I have failed utterly here : all my grand plans 
have crumbled to ashes between my fingers. I find myself a 
cumberer of the ground, where I fancied that I was going forth 
like a very Michael — fool that I was !— leader of the armies of 
heaven. And now, in the one remaining point on which I 
thought myseK strong, I find myself weakest of all. Useless 
and helpless ! I have one chance left, one chance to show these 
poor souls that I really love them, really wish their good 
Selfish that I am ! What matter whether I do show it or not ? 
What need to justify myself to them 1 Self, self, creeping in 
everywhere ! I shall begin next, I suppose, longing for the 
cholera to come, that I may show off myself in it, and make 
spiritual capital out of their dying agonies ! Ah me ! that it 
were all over ! — That this cholera, if it is to come, would wipe 
out of this head what I verily believe nothing but death will 
do ! ” And therewith Frank laid his head on the table, and 
cried till he could cry no more. 

It was not over manly : but he was weakened with overwork 
and sorrow : and, on the whole, it was perhaps the best thing 
ne could do ; for he fell asleep there, with his head on the table, 
and did not wake till the dawn blazed through his open window. 
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grew 


mountain 


passages Avliich chan^ged perpetually before you, and up and down 
break-neck stairs which broke off perpetuaUy behind you ? Hid 

the wliole night, foot in sthrup, mounting that 
phantom hunter Mdiicli never gets mounted, or, if he does, turns 

nto a pen between your knees ; or in going to fish that phantom 

s ieam which never gets _ fished ? Did you ever, late for that 

mysteiioiis dmner-party m some enclianted castle, wander dis- 

consolately, m unaccountable rags and dirt, in search of that ' 

pliantom^^ carpet-bag which never gets foimd 1 Did you ever 

realize to yom-self tlie sieve of the Danaides, the^stone of 

feisyphus, the wheel of Ixion ; the pleasure of shearing that 

domestic animal who (according to the experience of a very 

ancient observer of nature) produces more cry than wool: the 

peiambulatiou of that Irisliiuaii’s model bog, where you slip 

two steps backward for one forward, and must, therefore, in 

order to progress at all, turn yoiu face homeward, and progress as 

a pig does into a steamer, by going the opposite way ? Were you 

ever condemned to spin ropes of sand to all eternity, like TrecreLle 

the vrecker; or to extract the cube roots of a mdlion or two of 

hopeless surds like the mad mathematician ; or last, and worst 

of all, to work the X uisances Removal Act ? Then you can 

enter, as a man and a brother, into the sorrows of Tom ThurnaU, 
in txi6 montlis of June and July^ 1854, 

He had made up his mind, for certain good reasons of his own, 
that the cholera ought to visit Aberalva in the course of the 
summer ; anu, of course, tried his best to persuade pncnlp to ^et 

t visitor : but in vain. The cholera come 

there ^ VHiy it never had come yet, wliioh signified, when he 
nquired a little more closely, that there had been only one or 
two doubtful cases m 1837, and five or six in 1849. In vain he 
answered, “ Very well ; and is not that a proof that the causes 
of cholera are increasmg here ? If you had one case the first 
time, and five times as many the next, by the same rule you will 
have five times as many more if it comes this summer.” 

‘‘ I healthiest town on the coast.” ’ 

W^ell but would Tom say, “in the census before last, you 

hack a population of 1,300 in 112 houses, and that was close 

packiug enough, in all conscience ; and in the last census I 
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find you had a population of over 1,400, which must have 
increased since ; and there are eight or nine old houses in the 
town pulled down, or turned into stores ; so you are more closely 
"^cked than ever. And mind, it may seem no very great differ- 
ence ; but it is the last drop that fills the cup.” 

What had that to do with cholera 1 And more than one gave 
h\m to understand that he must be either a very silly or a very 
impertinent person, to go poking into how many houses there 
were in the town, and hew many people lived in each. Tardrew, 
the steward, indeed, said openly, that Mr. Thurnall was making 
disturbance enough in people’s property up at Pentremochyn, 
without bothering himself with Aberalva too. He had no 
opinion of people who had a finger in everybody’s pie. Whom 
Tom tried to soothe with honeyed words, knowing him to be of 
H;hc original British bulldog breed, which, once stroked against 
the hair, shows his teeth at you for ever afterwards. 

But staunch was Tardrew, unfortunately on the wrong side ; 
and backed by the collective ignorance, pride, laziness, and 
superstition of Aberalva, showed to his new assailant that terrible 
front of stupidity, against which, says Schiller, “ the gods them- 
selves fight in vain.” 

“ Does he think wo was all fools afore he came here ? ” 

That was the rallying cry of the Conservative party, wor- 
shippers of Baalzebub, god of flies, and of that (so say Syrian 
scholars) from which flies are bred. And, indeed, there were 
excuses for them, on the Yankee ground, that “ there’s a deal 
of human natur’ in man.” It is hard to human nature to make 
all the liumiliating confessions which must precede sanitary 
repentance ; to say, “ I have been a very nasty, dirty fellow. 
I have lived contented in evil smeUs, till I care for them no 
more than my pig does. I have refused to understand Nature’s 
broadest hints, that anything which is so disagreeable is not 
meant to be left about. I have probably been more or less 
the cause of half my own illnesses, and of three-fourths of 
tlie illness of my children ; for aught I know, it is very much 
my fault that my OAvn baby has died of scarlatina, and two 
or three of my tenants of typhus. No, hang it ! that’s too 
much to make any man confess to ! I’ll prove my innocence 
by not reforming ! ” So sanitary reform is thrust out of sight, 
simply because its necessity is too humiliating to the pride 
of all, too frightful to the consciences of many. 

Tom went to Trebooze. 

“ Mr. Trebooze, you are a man of position in the county, and 
own some houses in Aberalva. Don’t you think you could use 
your influence in this matter 1 ” 

*‘0\Yn some houses? Yes,” — and Mr. Trebooze consip-ned 
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Klio said cottages to a variety of unmentionable places ; ‘‘ cost 
me more in rates than they bring in in rent, even if I get the 
rent paid. I should like to get a six-pounder, and blow the 
whole lot into the sea. Cholera coming, eh? D’ye thiTiV ft 
will be there before Michaelmas ? ” 

I do.” 

“Pity I can’t clear ’em out before Michaelmas. Else I’d 
have ejected the lot, and pulled the houses down.” 


wards cleansing them.” 

a If;- * 


meanwhile 


Let ’em cleanse them themselves ! 


enough with yoin * * * free trade, ain’t it ? 


Soap’s cheap 
No, Sir ! That 


sort of talk will do well enough for my Lord Minchampstead, 
Sir, tlie old money-lending Jew! * * * but gentlemen. Sir, 
gentlemen, that are half-ruined with free trade, and your Wnig 
policy. Sir, you must give ’em back their rights before they 
can afford to throw away their money on cottages. Cottages, 
indeed ! * * * upstart of a cotton-spinner, coming down here, 
buying the land over our heads, and pretends to show us how 
to manage our estates ; old families that have been in the 
county this four hundred years, with the finest peasantry in 
the AYoiid ready to die for them. Sir, till these neAV revolutionary 
doctrines came in — Pride and purse-proud conceit, just to show 
ofi’ his money I "Wliat do they Avant with better cottages than 
their fathers had ? Only jDut notions into their heads, raise ’em 
above their station ; more they have, more they’ll Avant, * ♦ * 
Sir, make chartists of ’em all before he’s done I I’ll tell you 
Avhat, Sir,” — and Mr. Trebooze attempted a dignified and dog- 
matic tone — “ I never told it you before, because you were my 
very good friend. Sir : but my opinion is. Sir, that by what 
you’re doing up at Pentremochyn, you’re just spreading chartism 
— chartism, Sir I Of course I know nothing. Of course I’m 
nobody, in these daj's : but that’s my opinion, Sir, and you’ve 
got it!” 

By which motion Tom took little. Mighty is envy always, 
and mighty ignorance : but you become aware of their truly 
Titanic grandeur only Avhen you attempt to touch their OAATier’s 
pocket, 

Tom tried old Heale : but took as little in that quarter. 
Heale had heard of sanitary reform, of course • but he kncAV 
nothing about it, and gave a general assent to Tom’s doctrines, 
for fear of exposing his oaaui ignorance : acting on them was 
a very different matter. It is ah^ ays hard for an old medical 
man to confess that anything has been discoAmred since the 
days of his youth ; and beside, there were other reasons behind, 
which Heale tried to aAmid giving ; and therefore fenced off, 
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and fenced oflF, till, pressed hard by Tom, wrath came forth, 

and truth with it. . . «> j 

« And what be you thinking of. Sir, to expect me to oiiencl 

my best patients % and not one of ’em but rents some two 

cottages, some a dozen. And what’U they say to me if I go 

a routing and rooklihg in their di-ains, like an old sow by the 

wayside, beside putting ’em to aU. manner of expense 1 And all 

on the chance of this cholera coming, which I have no faith in, 

nor in this new-fangled sanitary reform neither, which is all 

a dodge for a lot of young Government puppies to fill their 

pockets, and rule and ride over us : and my opmion always 

was with the Bible, that ’tis jidgment. Sir, a jidgment of God, 

and we can’t escape His holy will, and that’s the plain truth 

^ 'Pqjjj made no answer to that latter argument. He had heard 
that “’tis jidgment” from every mouth during the last few 
days; and had mortally offended the Brianite preacher that 

very morning, by answering his “ ’tis jidgment ” with — 

“ But, my good Sir ! the Bible, I thought, says that Aaron 

stayed tW plague among the Israelites, and David the one at 
Jerusalem.” 

“ Sir, those was miracles, Sir ! and they was under the Daw, 
Sir and we’m under the Gospel, you’U be pleased to remember.” 

« Humph ! ” said Tom, “ then, by your showing, they were 
better off under the Law than we are now, if they could have 
their plagues stopped by miracles ; and we cannot have ours 

stopped at all.” 

“ Sir, be ^you an infidel ? ” 

To which there was no answer to be made. 

In this case, Tom answered Heale with 
“ But, my dear Sir, if you don’t like (as is reasonable enough) 

to take the responsibility on yourself, why not go to the Board 
of Guardians, and get them to put the act in force ^ ” 

“ Boord, Sir ? and do you know so little of Boords as tnat 1 
Wliy, there ain’t one of them but owns cottages themselves, and 

it’s as much as my place is worth — ” 

“ Your place as medical officer is just worth nothing, as you 
know; you’ll have been out of pocket by it seven oi eight 
pounds this year, even if no cholera comes.” 

Tom knew the whole state of the case ; but he liked tormentin 

Heale now and then. 

“ Well, Sir ! but if I get turned out next year, in steps thai 
Hrew over at Carcarrow Churchtown into my district, and int' 
the best of my practice, too. I wonder what sort of a Poo 
Law district you were medical officer of, if you don’t know ye 
that that’s why we take to the poor.” 
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“:My dear Sir, I know it, and a good deal more beside.” 

“ TJicn why go bothering me this way ? ” 

hy , said Tom, “it s pleasant to hr.ve old notions confirmed 

ns often as possible — 

‘ Life is a jest, and all things show it ; 

I thought so once, but now I know it. ’ 

Wliat an ass the fellow must have been who bad that put on 
tombstone, not to have found it out many a year before he 



He wont next to Headley the Curate, and took little by that 
move ; though more than by any other. 

Tor Erank already believed his doctrines, as an educated 
London parson of coui’se would ; was shocked to hear that they 
Avere likely to become fact so soon and so fearfully ; offered to 
do all he could i but confessed that he could do notliing. 

I have been hinting to them, ever since I came, improve- 
ments in cleanliness, in ventilation, and so forth : but I have 
l.)een utterly unheeded : and bully me as you Avill, Hoctor, about 
my cramming doctrines doAvn their throats, and roaring like 

^ V « ^ ^ ^ -w- _ ^ Cj 


a 


P(>pes bull, I assure you that, on sanitary reform, my roaring 

was as of a sucking dove, and ought to have prevailed, if soft 
persuasion can.” 

“ You Avere a dove where you ought to haA^e been a bull, and 
a bull Avhere you ought to have been a dove. But roar now, if 

CATr you roared, in the pulpit and out. Why not preach to tliem 
on it next Simday % ” 

“ Well, Ld giA^e a lecture gladly, if I could get any on^ to 
come and hear it; but that you could do better than me.” 

“ I’ll lecture them myself, and sIioav them bogies, if my 
quarter-inch Avill do its Avork. If they Avant seeing to believe, 
see they shall ; I liaA^e half-a-dozen specimens of Avater aheady 
Avhich will astonish them. Let me lecture, you must preach.” 

“ You must kiiOAA'", that there is a feeling, — you would call it a 
prejudice, — against introducing such purely secular subjects into 
the pulpit.” 

Tom gaA'^e a long whistle. 

“ Pardon me, Mr. Headley ; you are a man of sense ; and I 
can spea.u to you as one human being to another, Avhich I haA’'e 
seldom been able to do with your respected cloth.” 

“ Say on ; I shall not be frightened.” 

“Well, don’t you put up the Ten Commandments in your 
Church % ” 

“Yes.” 

“ iWd don’t one of them rim ; ‘ Thou shalt not kill.’ ” 

‘ ' WeU ? ” 
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^ And is not murder a moral offence — what you call a sin ? ” 

“ /Sans doute.” 

“ If you saw your parishioners in the habit of cutting each 
"lither’s throats, or their own, shouldn’t you think that a matter 
spiritual enough, to he a fit subject for a little of the drum 

ecclesiastic ? ” 

“WeUI” 

“ Well ? Ill ! There are your parishioners about to commit 
wholesale murder and suicide, and is that a secular question 1 
If they don’t know the fact, is not that aU the more reason for 
your telling them of it ? You pound away, as I warned you 
once, at the sins of which they are just as well aware as you ; 
why on earth do you hold your tongue about the sins of which 
they are not aware? You tell us every Sunday that we do 
Heaven only knows how^many more wrong things than wo 
dream of. Tell it us again now. Don’t strain at gnats like 
want of faith and resignation, and swallow such a camel as 
twenty or thirty deaths. It’s no concern of mine ; I’ve seen 
pl«nty of people murdered, and may again: I am accustomed 
to it ; but if it’s not your concern, what on earth you are here 
for is more than I can teU.” 

“You are right — ^you are right ; but how to put it on religious 
grounds — ” 

Tom whistled again. 

“ If your doctrines cannot be made to fit such plain matters 
as twenty deaths, tant pis pour eux. If they have nothing to 
say on such scientific facts, why, the facts must take care of 
themselves, and the doctrines may, for aught I care, go and — 
But I won’t be really rude. Only think over the matter : if 
you are God’s minister, you ought to have something to say 
about God’s view of a fact which certainly involves the lives 
of his creatures, not by twos and threes, but by tens of 
thousands.” 

So Frank went home, and thought it through ; and went once 
and again to Thurnall, and condescended to ask his opinion of 
what he had said, and whether he said ill or well. What Thur- 
nall answered was — “ Whether that’s sound Church doctrine is 
your business ; but if it be. I’ll say, with the man there in the 
Acts — what was his name ? — Almost thou persuadest me to be 
a Christian.’ ” 

“ Would God that you were one ! for you would make a right 
^ood one.” 

“ Humph ! at least you see wliat you can do, if you’ll onlj 
face fact as it stands, and talk about the realities of life. I’ll 
puff your sermon beforehand, I assure you, and bring all I can 
to hear it.” 
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So Frank preached a noble 

spiritual withal ; but he, too, like 
raotion. 


sermon, most rational, and most 


All the present fruit upon which he had to congratulate him- 
selt was, that the Brianite preacher denounced him in chapel 
next Sunday as a German Eationalist, who impiously pretended 
to explain away the Lord’s visitation into a carnal matter of 
drams, and pipes, and gases, and such like ; and that his rival 
ot another denomination, who was a fanatic on the teetotal 
question, denounced^ him as bitterly for supporting the cause of 
drunkenness, by attri outing cholera to want of cleanliness, wldle 
ml rafronal people knew that its true source was intemperance. 
1 oor Frank ! he had preached against drunkenness many a time 
and oft : but because he would not add a Mohammedan eleventh 
commandment to those ten which men already find difficulty'' 
enough in keeping, he was set upon at once by a fanatic whose 
game it was as it is that of too many — to snub sanitary reform 
and hinder the spread of plain scientific truth, for the sake of 
puslung their own nostrum for all human ills. 

In despair, Tom went off to Elsley Vavasour. Would he 

help ? Would he join, as one of two householders, in making a 
representation to the proper authorities ? 

Elsley had never mixed in local matters : and if he had, he 
kncAv nothing of how to manage men, or to read an Act of Par- 
liament ; so, angry as Tom was inclined to be with him, he 
found it useless to quarrel Avith a man so utterly unpractical, 

who Avould, probably, liad he been stirred into exertion, have 
done more harm than good. 

Only come with me, and satisfy yourself as to the existence 

ol one of these nuisances, and then you will have grounds on 

which to go,” said Tom, who had still hopes of making a cat’s- 

l>aAv of Elsley, and by his power over him, pulling the strings 
from behind. 


Sorely against his will, Elsley went, saAv, and smelt; came 
home again ; was very unwell ; and was visited nightly for a 
A^eek after by that most disgusting of all phantoms, sanitaiy 
nightmaie ; Avhich some who have worked in the foul places of 
tlie earth know but too well. Evidently his health could not 


stand it. 
direction. 


There was no work to be* got out of him in that 


“ Would he write, then, and represent matters to Lord Scout- 
bush ? 

How could he ? He did not knoAv the man ; not a line had 
ever been exchanged between them. Their relations were so 
A CIA peculiar. It Avould seem sheer impertinence on his part to 
interfere Avith the management of Lord Scoutlmsh’s property 
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Really there was a great deal to be said, Tom felt, for poor 
Elsley’s dislike of meddling in that quarter. 

“ Would Mrs. Vavasour write, then ? ” 

For Heaven’s sake do not mention it to her. She would be 
so terrified about the children ; she is worn out with anxiety 

already,” — and so forth. 

Tom went hack to Frank Headley. 

“ You see a good deal of Miss St. Just.” 

“ 1 1 — Ho — why 1 — what ? ” said poor Frank, blushing. 

“ Only that you must mako her write to her brother about 


this cholera.” 

“ My dear fellow, it is such a subject for a lady to meddle 
with.” 

“ It has no scruple in meddling with ladies ; so ladies ought 
dio have none in meddling with it. You must do it as delicately 
as you will : but done it must be : it is our only chance. Tell 
her of Tardrew’s obstinacy, or Scoutbush will go by his opinion ; 
and teU her to keep the secret from her sister.” 

Frank did it, and weU. Valencia was horror-struck, and wrote. 

Scoutbush was away at sea, nobody knew where ; and a full 
fortnight elapsed before an answer came. 


‘ ‘ My dear, you are quite mistaken if you think I can do any- 
thing. Nine-tenths of the houses in Aberalva are not in my 
hands ; but copyholds and long leases, over which I have no 
power. If the people wiU complain to me of any given nuisance, 
I’ll right it if I can ; and if the doctor wants money, and sees 
any ways of laying it out well, he shall have what he wants, 
though I am very high in Queer Street just now, ma’am, having 
paid your bills before I left town, like a good brother : but I 
tell you again, I have no more power than you have, except over 
a few cottages, and Tardrew assured me, three weeks ago, that 
they were as comfortable as they ever had been.” 


So Tardrew had forestalled Thurnall in writing to the 
Viscount. WeU, there was one more chance to be tried. 

Tom gave his lecture in the school-room. He showed them 
magnified abominations enough to frighten all the children into 
fits, and dUated on horrors enough to spoil aU appetites : he 
proved to them that, though they had the finest water in the 
world aU over the town, they had contrived to poison almost 
every drop of it ; he waxed eloquent, witty, sarcastic ; and the 
net result was a general grumble. 

“ How did he get hold of aU the specimens, as ho calls them 1 
What business has he poking his nose down people’s weUs and 
waterbutts ? ” 

But an unexpected aUy arose at this juncture, in the Co^str 
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guard Lieutenant, who, being valiant after his evening’s brandy 
aud-water, rose and declared, “ that Dr. ThurnaU was a very 
clever man ; that by what he’d seen liimself in the West Indies 
it was ail as true as gospel ; that the parish might have the cholera 
if it liked,” — and here a few expletives occurred, — “ but that he’d 
see that the Coast-guard houses were put to rights at once ; for 
he would not have the lives of Her Majesty’s servants endangered 
by such dirty tricks, not fit for heathen savages,” &c. &c. 

Tom struck while the iron was hot. He saw that the great 
man’s speech had produced an impression. 

“ Would he,” (so he aslccd the Lieutenant privately,) “ get some 
one to join him, and present a few of these nuisances ?” 

He would do anything in his contempt for “ a lot of long-shore 
merchant- slcippers and herringers, who went about calling them- 
selves captains, and fancy themselves. Sir, as good as if they woro ^— 
the Queen’s uniform ! ” 

I 

“ Well, then, can’t we find another householder — some cantan- 
kerous dog who don’t mind a row?” 

Yes, the cantankerous dog was found, in the person of IMr. 
John Penruddock, coal-merchant, who had quarrelled Avith Tar- 
drow, because Tardrew said he gave short Aveight — Avhich he very 
probably did — and had quarrelled also with Thomas Beer, senior, 
ship-builder, about right of passage tlirough a back-yard. 

Mr. Penruddock suddenly discovered that Mr. Beer kept up a 
dirt-heap in the said back-yard, and with virtuous indignation 
voAved “he’d sarA^e the old beggar out at last.” 

So far so good. The weapons of reason and righteousness 
having failed, Tom felt at liberty to borroAv the devil’s tools, 

H OAA^ to pack a vestry, and to nominate a local committee. 

The vestry Avas packed ; the committee nominated ; of course 
half of them refused to act — they “ didn’t AA'^ant to go quarrelling 
Avith their neighbours.” 

Tom explained to them cimningly and delicately that they * 
Avould have nothing to do ; that one or tAvo (he did not say that 
he was the one, and the tAvo also) Avould do all the AA’'ork, and 
bear all the odium ; Avhereon the malcontents subsided, consider- 
ing it likely that, after all, nothing Avould be done. 

Some may fancy that matters Avere noAv getting somcAvhat 
settled. Those who do so knoAV little of the charming machinery 
of local governments. One man has “ sunimat to say,” — utterly 
Irrelevant. Another must needs ansAA'^er him Avith something 
equally irrelevant ; a long chatter ensues, in spite of all cries to 
order and question. Soon one and another gets personal, and 
temper shows here and there. You Avould fancy that the go- 
ahead party try to restore order, and help business on. Not in 
the le.nst. They have begun to cool a little. They are a little 


T&B DOCTOR AT BaY, 

afraid that they have committed themselves. If people quarrel 
with each other, perhaps they may quarrel with them too. And 
they begin to be wonderfully patient and impartial, in the hope 
staving off the evil day, and finding some excuse for doing 
nothing after all. “ Hear ’mun out !” . . . “ Vair and zoft, let 
ev’ry man ha’ his zay !” . . . “ There’s vary gude rason in it !” . . . 
“ I didn’t think of that avore and so forth j till in a quarter 
of an hour the whole question has to be discussed over agaiu, 
through the fog of a dozen fresh fallacies, and the miserable 
earnest man finds himself considerably worse off than when he 
began. Happy for biTu if some chance word is not let drop, 
which will afford the whole assembly an excuse for falling on him 
open-mouthed, as the cause of all their woes ! 

That chance word came. Mr. Penruddock gave a spiteful hit, 
being, as he said, of a cantankerous turn, to Mr. Treluddra, 
principal “jowder,” i.e. fish salesman, of Aberalva. Whereon 
Treluddra, whose conscience told him that there was at present 
in his back-yard a cartload and more of fish in every stage of 
putrefaction, which he had kept rotting there rather than lower 
the market-price, rose in 'svrath. 

“An’ if any committee puts its noz into my back-yard, if it 
doant get the biggest cod’s innards as I can collar hold on, about 
its ears, my name is not Treluddra ! A man’s house is his castle, 
says I, and them as takes up with any o’ this open-day burglary, 
for it’s nothing less, has to do Avi’ me, that’s all, and them as 
knows their interest, knows me ! ” 

Terrible were these words; for old Treluddra, like most jowders, 
combined the profession of money-lender with that of salesman ; 
and there were dozens in the place who were in debt to him for 
money advanced to buy boats and nets, after wreck and loss. 
Besides, to offend one jowder was to offend all. They combined 
to buy the fish at any price they chose : if angered, they would 
. combine now and then not to buy it at all. 

“You old twenty per cent, rascal,” roared the Lieutenant, 
“ after making a fortune out of these poor fellows’ mishaps, do 
you Want to poison ’em all with your stinking fish ] ” 

“ I say. Lieutenant,” says old Beer, whose son owed Treluddra 
fifty pounds at that moment, “ fair’s fair. You mind your Coast- 
guard, and we’m mind our trade. W e’m free fishermen, by charter 
and right ; you’m not our master, and you shall know it.” 

“ !^ow it 1 ” says the Lieutenant, foaming. 

“ Iss ; you put your head inside my presences, and I’U split 
mun open, if I be hanged for it.” 

“ You split my head openi” 

“ Iss, by .” And the old grey-bearded sea-king set Iris 

arms akimbo. 
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“ Gentlemen, gentlemen, for Heaven’s sake !” cries poor Head- 
a^'ournod ! really going too far. Gentlemen, the vestry is 

“ Best thing too ! oughtn’t never to have been called,” savs 
one and another. ’ 

And some one, as he went out, muttered something about 
interloping strange doctors, colloquies with popish curates” 

Titludh^r fi-om 


^ Tom stepped up to Treluddra instantly. “ What were you so 

kind as to say. Sir B’ ' 

a turned very pale. “ I didn’t say nought.” 

- Oil, but I assure you I heard ; and I shall be most happy 

to jump mto the quay pule this afternoon, if it wdl afford you 

tlie slightest amusement. Say the word, and I’U borrow a flute . 

and play you the Eogue’s March all the while with my right 

land, swimming ■with my left. How, gentlemen, one word 
beiore we part ! ” 

“ ho be you V’ cries some one. 

A man at least, and ought to have a fair hearing. How, T 
ask yon, what possible interest can I have in this matter ? ’ I 
kncAv when I began that I should give myself a frightful quan- 
tity of trouble, and get only what I have got.” 

“ Why did you begin at all, then ?” 

“ Because I was a very foolish, meddlesome ass, who fancied 
that I ought to do mj’’ duty once in a way by my neighbours, 
h ow, I have onlj'’ to say, that if you will but forgive and forget, 
and let bygones be bygones, I promise you solemnly PH never 
do my duty by you again as long as I live, nor interfere with 
the sacred pri-^lege of every free-born Englishman, to do that 
which is right in the sight of his own eyes, and ■wrong too ! ” 

“ Youm making fun at us,” said old Beer dubiously. 

“ Well, Mr. Beer, and isn’t that better than quarrelling with 
you ? Come along, we’ll all go homo and forget it, like good 
Christians. Perhaps the cholera won’t come ; and if it does, 
what’s the odds so long as you’re happy, eh?” 

^ And to the intense astonishment both of the Lieutenant and 
Frank, Toin walked home with the malcontents, making himself 
BO agreeable, that he was forgiven freely on the spot. 

“ What does the fellow mean ? He’s deserted us. Sir. after 
bringing us here to make fools of us ! ” 

Frank could give no answer ; but Thurnall gave one himself 
that evening, both to Frank and the Lieutenant. 

“ The cholera will come ; and these fellows are just mad j but 
I mustn’t quarrel with them, mad or not.” 

“ Why, then ?” 
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“ For the same reason that you must not. If we keep our 
Influence, we may he able to do some good at the last, which 
means, in plain English, saving a few human lives. As for you. 
Lieutenant, you have behaved like a hero, and have been served 
as heroes generally are. "What you must do is this. On the 
first hint of disease, pack up your traps and your good lady, and 
go and live in the watch-house across the river. As for the 
men’s houses. I’ll set them to rights in a day, if you’ll get the 
commander of the district to allow you a little chloride of lime 
and whitewash.” 

An d so the matter ended. 

“ You are a greater puzzle than ever to me, Thurnall,” said 
Frank. “You are always pretending to care for nothing but 
your own interest, and yet here you have gone out of your way 
to incur odium, Imowing, ypu say, that your cause was all but 
hopeless.” 

“ Well, I do it because I like it. It’s a sort of sporting with 
your true doctor. He blazes away at a disease where he sees 
one, as he would at a bear or a lion ; the very sight of it excites 
his organ of destructiveness. Don’t you understand me ? You 
hate sin, you know. Well, I hate disease. Moral evil is your 
devil, and physical evil is mine. I hate it, little or big ; I hate 
to see a fellow sick ; I hate to see a cliild rickety and pale ; I 
hate to see a speck of dirt in the street j I hate to see a woman’s 
gown torn ; I hate to see her stockings down at heel ; I hate to 
see anything wasted, anything awry, anything going wrong ; I 
hate to see water-] 30 wer wasted, manure wasted, land wasted, 
muscle wasted, pluck wasted, brains wasted ; I hate neglect, 
incapacity, idleness, ignorance, and all the disease and misery 
which spring out of that. There’s my devil ; and I can’t help 
it, for the life of me, going right at his throat, wheresoever I 
meet him !” 

Lastly, rather to clear his reputation than in the hope of doing 
good, Tom wrote up to London, and detailed the case to that 
much-calumniated body, the General Board of Health, informing 
them civiQy, that the Huisances Ecmoval Act was simply waste 
paper ; that he could not get it to bear at all on Aberalva ; and 
that if he had done so, it would have been equally useless, for the 
simple reason that it constituted the offenders themselves judge 
and jury in their own case. 

To which the Board • returned for answer, that they were per- 
fectly aware of the fact, and deeply deplored the same : but that 
soon as cholera broke out in Aberalva, they should be most 
happy to send down an inspector. 

To which Tom replied courteously, that he would not give 
them the trouble, being able, he trusted, to perform without 
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assistance tJie not uncommon 
after the horse was stolen. 


And so was Aberalva left “ a virgin city," undefiled by Govern 


. . ' , . O' — govGrnnioiit, 

which signifies, in plain Enghsh, the leaving the few to destroy 

theiiisolves and tlie many, by the unchecked exercise of the 
virtues of pride and ignorance, stupidity and stinginess. 

But to Tom, in his sorest need, arose a new and most unex- 
pected coadjutor • and this was the way in which it came to 


pass. 

h or it befell in tliat pleasant summer time, “ when small birds 
sing, and shaughs are green," that Thurnall started, one bright 
Sunday eve, to see a sick child at an upland farm, some few miles: 
from the toMui. And partly because he Hked the walk, and partly 
because he could no other, having neither horse nor gig, he wenU 
on foot ; and whistled as he went like any throstle-cock, along- 
the pleasant vale, by flowery banks and ferny walls, by oak and. 
ash and thorn, while Alva flashed and swirled between green' 
boughs below, clear coifee-brown from last night’s rain. Some- 
miles up the turnpike road he went, and then away to the right,, 
tlirough the ash-woods of Trebooze, up by the rill which drips- 
from pool to pool over the ledges of grey slate, deep-bedded in- 
dark sedge, and broad bright burdock leaves, and tall angelica, and 
ell-broad rings and tufts of king, and crown, and lady-fern, and 
all the semi-tropic luxuriance of the fat western soil, and steam- 
ing Avestern woods ; out into the boggy moor at the glen head, 
all hagrant with the gold-tipped gale, where the tiu’f is enamelled 
with the hectic marsh violet, and the pink pimpernel, and the 
pale yellow leaf-stars of the butterwort, and the blue bells and 
gieen threads of the ivy-leaved campanula ; out upon the steep 
smooth down above, and away over the broad cattle-pastures ; 

and then to pause a moment, and look far and wide over land 
and sea. 

It was a ‘ da}'^ of God,” The earth lay like one great emerald, 

imged and roofed with sapphire j blue sea, blue mountain, blue 

sky overhead. ^ There she lay, not sleeping, but basking in her 

quiet Sabbath joy, as though her two great sisters of the sea and 

air had washed her weary limbs with holy tears, aiid purged 

away the stains of last week’s sin and toil, and cooled her hot 

worn forehead with then* pure incense-breath, and folded her 

witlmi their azure robes, and brooded over her with smiles of 

pitying love, till she smiled back in answer, and took heart and 
tope for next week’s weary 'work. 

Heart and hope for next week’s work. — That was the sermon 
which it preached to iom Thurnall, as he stood there alone, a 
stranger and a wanderer, like Ulysses of oldj but, like him. 
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itdlf-helpfiil, cheerful, feite-defiaut. In one respect, indeed, he 
knew less than Ulysses, and was more of a heathen than ho ; foi 

he knew not what Ulysses knew 
— M^th kim in his wanderings ; still less what U lysses kiiew not 

that what he called the malicious sport of fortime was, in truth 

the earnest education of a Father : but who will blame him foj 

getting strength and comfort frpm such merely natural founts 

or say that the impulse 

which made him say 

“Brave old world she is, after all, and right-well made; and 

looks right well to-day, in her go-to-meeting clothes ; and plenty 
of room and chance in her for a brave man to earn his bread, if 
he will but go right on about his business, as the birds and the 
flowers do, instead of peaking and pining over what people think 
^f him, like that miserable Briggs. Ilark to that jolly old 
missel-thrush below ! he’s had his nest to build, and his supper 
to earn, and his young ones to feed, and all the crows and kites 
in the wood to drive away, the Sturdy J ohn Bull that he is ; 
and yet he can find time to sing as merrily as an abbot, morning 
and evening, since he sang the new year in last January. And 
why should not I ? ” 

Let him be a while ; there are sounds of deeper meaning in 
the air, if his heart had ears to hear them ; far off church-bells 
chiming to even-song j hymn-tunes floating up the glen from 
the little chapel in the vale. He may learn what they, too, 
mean some day. Honour to him at least, that he has learnt 
what the missel-thrush below can tell him. If he accept cheer- 
fully and manfully the things which he does see, he will be 
all the more able to enter hereafter into the deeper mystery of 
things unseen. The road toward true faith and reverence for 
God’s kingdom of heaven does not lie through Manichoean con- 
tempt and slander of God’s kingdom of earth. 

. So let him stride over the down, enjoying the mere fact of 
life, and health, and strength, and whistlmg shriUy to the bird 
below, who trumpets out a few grand ringing notes, and repeats 
them again and again, in saucy self-satisfaction ; and then stops 
to listen for the answer to this challenge ; and then rattles on 
again with a fresh passage, more saucily than ever, in a tone 
which seems to ask, — “ You could sing that, eh 1 but can you 
sing this, my fine fellow on the down above 1 ” So he seems to 
Tom to say ; and, tickled with the fancy, Tom laughs, and 
whistles, and laughs, and has just time to compose his features 
as he steps up to the farm-yard gate. 


Let him 


will 


He might have better Sundav 

o t/ 

ne dav. At least he is a 


^ A A V 

man, and a brave one ; and as the greater contains the less, 
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siu'ely before a man can be a good man, be must be a brave one 
first, much more a man at all. Cowards, old Odin held, in- 
evitably went to the very bottom of Hela-pool, and by no pos- 
sibility, unless of coui’se they became brave at last, could rise 
out of that everlasting bog, but sank whining lower and lower 
like mixed cattle, to all eternity in the unfathomable peat-slLme. 
And if tlie twenty-first chapter of the Book of Eevelation, and 
the eighth verse, is to bo taken as it stands, their doom has not 
altered since Odin’s time, uidess to become stUl worse. 

Tom came up, over the home-close and through the barton- 
gate, tlu’ough the farm-yard, and stopped at last at the porch. 
The front door was open, and the door beyond it ; and ere he 
knocked, he stopped, looking in sdence at a picture which held 
him spell-bound for a moment by its rich and yet quiet beauty. 

Tom was no artist, and Icnew no more of painting, in spite of 
his old friendship with Claude, than was to be expected of a 
keen and observant naturalist who had seen half the globe. 
Indeed, he had been in the habit of snubbing Claude’s pro- 
fession ; and of arriving, on pre-Eaphaelite grounds, at a by no 
means pre-Eaphaelite conclusion. “ A picture, you say, is worth 
nothing unless you copy Eature. But you can’t copy her. She 
is ten times more gorgeous than any man can dare rej^resent her. 
Ergo, every picture is a failure ; and the nearest hedge-bush is 
Avorth all your galleries together” — a syllogism of sharp edge, 
which he would back up by Byron’s — 

“ I’ve seen mucli finer women, ripe and real, 

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal.” 


But here was one of ISTatui'e’s o^yn pictures, drawn and 
coloured by more than mortal hand, and framed over and above, 
read}’- to his eye, by the square of the dark doorway, beyond 
which aU was flooded with the full glory of the low north- 


western sun. 

A dark oak-ribbed ceiling ; walls of pale favm-yellow ; an 
open window, showing a corner of rich olive-stone wall, en- 
amelled with golden lichens, orange and green combs of poly- 
pody, pink and grey tufts of peUitory, all glowing in the 

sunlight. 

Above the window-sill rose a bush of maiden-blush roses ; a 
tall spire of blue monkshood ; and one head of scarlet lychnis, 
like a spark of fire ; and, beliind all, the dark blue sea, which 
faded into the pale-blue sky. 

At the window stood a sofa of old maroon leather, its dark 


hue throwing out in strong relief two figures who sat upon it. 
And when T- n hud once looked at them, he looked at nothing 


fls(i 
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ITiere sat the sick girl, her head nestling upon the shoulder of 
Grace Harvey ; a tall, delicate thing of seventeen, with thin 
white cheeks, the hectic spot aflame on each, and long fair curls, 
which mingled lovingly with Grace’s dark tresses, as they sat 
cheek against cheek, and hand in hand. Her eyes were closed ; 
Tom thought at first that she was asleep : but there was a quiet 

and every now and then her left hand 
left Grace’s, to move toward a leaf full of strawberries which lay 
on Grace’s lap ; and Tom could see that she was listening 
intently to Grace, who told and told, in that sweet, measured 
voice of hers, her head erect, her face in the full blaze of sun- 
shine, her great eyes looking out far away beyond the sea, beyond 
the sky, into some infinite which only she beheld. 

Tom had approached unheard, across the farm-yard stra\v. 
He stood and looked his fill. The attitude of the two girls was 
so graceful, that he was loth to disturb it ; and loth, too, to dis- 
tm’b a certain sunny ailm which warmed at once and softened 
his stout heart. 

He wished, too — he scarce knew why — to hear what Grace 

was saying ; and as he listened, her voice was so di^inct and 

delicate in its modulations, that every word came clearly to his 
ear. 


smile about her pale lips ; 


It was. the beautiful old legend of St. Dorothea : — 

“ So they did all sorts of dreadful things to her, and then led 

her away to die ; and they stood laughing there. Eut after a 

little time there came a boy, the prettiest boy that ever was seen 

on earth, and in his hand a basket full of fruits and flowers, more 

beautiful than tongue can telL And he said, ‘ Dorothea sends 

you these, out of the heavenly garden which she told you of — • 

will you believe her now ? ’ And then, before they could reply, 

he vanished away. And Theophilus looked at the flowers, and 

tasted the fruit — and a new heart grew up within him ; and he 

said, ‘ Dorothea’s God shall be my God, and I will die for Him 
like her.’ 


“ So you see, darling, there are sweeter fruits than these, and 
gayer flowers, in the place to which you go j and all the lovely 
things in this world here will seem quite poor and worthless 
beside the glory of that better land which He will show you : 
and yet you wiR not cai-e to look at them ; for the sight of Him 
will be enougli, and you mil care to think of nothing else.” 

“ And you are sure He will accept me, after all i ” asked the 
si^k girl, opening her eyes, and looHng up at Grace. She saw 
Thurnall standing in the doorway, and gave a little scream. 

Tom came forward, bowing, “ I am very soiry to have dis 

turbed you. I suspect Miss Harvey was giving you bette 
medicine than I can give.” 
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Kow wliy did Tom say that, to whom the legeiid of St. 
Dorothea, and, indeed, tliat whole belief in a better land, was as 
a dream iit only for girls 1 

Not altogether because he must need say something civil. 
True, ho felt, on tlie Avhole, about the future state as Goethe did 
— “To the able man this world is not dumb: why should he 
ramble off into eternity ‘i Such incomprehensible subjects lie 
Loo far oli", and only disturb our thoughts, if made the subject 
of daily meditation.” That there was a future state he had no 
doubt. Our having been born once, he used to say, is the 
strongest possible presumption in favour of our being born 
again ; and probably, as nature always works upward and 
develops higher forms, in some higher state. Indeed, for aught 
he knew, the old ichthyosaurs and j^lesiosaurs might be alive 
now, as lions — or as men. He himself, indeed, he had said, ei’h' 


now, had been probably a pterodactyle of the Lias, neither fish, 
llesh, nor good red herring, but crocodile and bat in one, able alike 
to swim, or run, or fl}'-, eat anything, and live in any element. 
Stdl it was no concern of his. He was here ; and here was his 


business. 


no concern of his. He was here ; and here was his 
He had not thought of this life before he came into 


it ; and it wordd be time enough to think of the next life when 
he got into it. Besides, he had all a doctor’s dislike of those 
terrors of the unseen Avorld, with Avhich some men are Avont to 
oppress still more failing natme, and break the bruised reed. 
His business A\"as to cure his patients’ bodies ; and if he could 
not do that, at least to see that life Avas not shortened in them 
by nervous depression and anxiety. Accustomed to see men of 
every character die under every possible chcuni stance, he had 
come to the coirclusion that the “ sautv of a man’s soul ” could 

V 

by no possibility be inferred from iris deatli-bed temper. The 
vast majority, good or bad, died in peace : Avhy not let them die 
so ? If nature kindly took off the edge of sorroAA', by blunting 
the nervous system, Avhat right had man to interfere Avith so 
merciful an arrangement ? LAnry man, he held in his easy 
optimism, Avould go Avhere he ought to go : and it could be no 
possible good to him — indeed, it might be a very bad thing fof 
him, as in this life — to go AiLere he ought not to go. So he used 
to argue, Avith three-fourths of mankind, mingling truth and 
falsehood : and Avould, on these grounds, have done his best to 
turn the dissentmg preacher out of that house, had he found him 
in it. But to-day he Avas in a more lenient, perhajrs in a more 
human, and therefore more s])iritual mood. It AAns all Amy Avell- 
for him, full of lifs, and poAver, and hope, to look on death 
in that cold, careless Avay ; but for that poor young thing, cut 
off just as life opened from all that made life lovely — Avas 
not death for her a painful, ugly anomaly ? Could she be 
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blamed, if she shuddered at going forth into the unknown 
blank, she knew not whither 1 All very well for the old em- 
peror of Kome, who had lived his life and done his work, 
—tgrplay with the dreary question — 

“ Animula, vagula, blandola, 

Hospes comesque corporis, 

Quaa nunc abibis in loca, 

Rigidula, nudula, pallida? — ” 

V 

But she, who had lived no life, and done no work — only had 
pined through weary years of hideous suffering ; crippled and 
ulcerated with scrofula, now dying of consumption : was it not a 
merciful dream, a beautiful dream, a just dream — so beautiful 
and just, that perhaps it might be true, — that in some fairer 
world, all this, and more, might be made up to her ? If not, was 
it not a mistake and an injustice, that she should ever have come 
into the world at all ? And was not Grace doing a rational as 
well as a loving work, in telling her, under whatsoever symbols, 
that such a home of rest and beauty awaited her 1 It was not 
the sort of place to which he expected, perhaps even vdshed, to 
go : but it fitted weU enough with a young girl’s hopes, a young 
girl’s powers of enjoyment. Let it be; perhaps there was such 
a place, — why not 1 — fitted for St. Dorothea, and those cut off in 
youth like her; and other places fit for such as he. And he 
spoke more tenderly than usual (though he was never untender;, 
as he said, — 

“ And you feel better to-day ? I am sure you must, with such 
a kind friend, to tell you such sweet tales.” 

“ I do not feel better, thank you. And why should I wish to 
do so ? You all take too much trouble about me ; why do you 
want to keep me here]” 

“We are loth to lose you ; and besides, while you can be kept 
here, it is a sign that you ought to be here.” 

“ So Grace tells me. Yes, I will be patient, and wait till Ho 
has done His work. I am more patient now ; am I not, Grace ]” 
And she fondled Grace’s hand, and looked up in her face. 

“ Yes,” said Grace, who was standing near, with downcast face, 
trying to avoid Tom’s eye. “ Yes, you are very good ; but you 
must not talk but the girl went on, with kindling eye, — 

“ Ah — I was very ffetful at first, because I could not go to 
heaven at once : but Grace showed me how it was good to be 
here, as weU as there, as long as He thought that I might be 
made perfect by sufferings. And since then, my pain has become 

quite pleasant to me, and I am ready to wait and bear — wait and 
bear.” 

“ You must not talk — see, you are beginning to cough,” said 
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Tom, who wished someho^7 to stop a form of thought which so 
utterly puzzled him. Not that he had not heard it before 
common-place enough indeed it is, thank God : but that day the 
Avoids came liome to him -with spirit and power, all the more 
SL'le.mnly from their contrast Avith the scene around— 


-Avithout, ah 

sunshine, jo}^ and glory : all which could tempt a human being 
to linger here : and Avithin, that young girl longing to leave it all, 
and }'et content to stay and suffer. Wliat mysteries there were 
in the human spirit — mysteries to Avhich that knowledge of man- 


ivind on Avhich he prided himself gaA'e him no key 1 

“ What if I were laid on my back to-morroAv for life, by a fall, 
a bloAV, as I have seen many a better man than me ; — should I not 
Avish to have one to talk to me, as she was talking to that cliild 
And for a moment a yearning after Grace came over him, as it 


had done before, and swept from his mind the dark cloud 
suspicion. ^ 


“ Now I must talk Avith your mother,” said he ; “ for you have 
better company than mine ; and I hear her just coming in.” 

He settled little matters for his patient's comfort with the 
farmer’s Avife. When he returned to bid her good-bye Grace was 


gone 


>> 


“ I hope I have not driA'^en her aAvay. 

“ Oh no ; she had been here an hour, and she must go back 
noAv, to get her mother’s supper.” 

“ That is a good girl,” said Tom, looldng after her as she went 
down the Held. 


“ She’s an angel from hcaA'^en, Sir. Not a three days go OA’^er 
Avithout her Avalking up here all this Avay after her work, to 
comfort my poor maid — and all of us as well. It’s like the deAV 




of heaven upon us. Pity, Sir, you didn’t see her home.” 

I should haA^’e liked it well enough ; but folks might talk, 
if tAvo young people Avere seen walking together Sunday 


evening. 


}) 


“ Oh, Sh, they knoAv her too Avell by noAV, for miles round : 
and you too, Sir, I’ll make bold to say.” 

“ Well, at least I’ll go after her. 


)) 


So Tom Avent, and kept Grace in sight, till she had crossed 
the little moor, and disappeared in the Avood below. 

He had gone about an hundred yards into the wood, Avhen he 

then a loud shriek. He hurried 


licard voices and laughter 


foiward. In another minute, Grace rushed up to him, her eyes 


Avide Avith terror and indignation. 


“ Wliat is it?” cried he, trying to stop her : but, not .seeming 
to SCO Mm, she dashed past him, and ran on. Another moment, 


and a man appeared in full pursuit. 


It was Trebooze of Trebooze, an evil laugh upon Ms face. 
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Tom planted himself across the narrow path in an attitude 
which there was no mistaking. 

Ifot a word passed between them. Silently and instinctively, 
— ^e two fierce dogs, the two men flew upon each other ; Tom 
full of righteous wrath, and Trebooze of half-drunken passion^ 

turned to fury by the interruption. 

He was a far taller and heavier man than Thurnall, and, as 

the bully of the neighbourhood, counted on an easy victory. 

But he was mistaken. After the first rush was over, he found 

it impossible to close with his foe, and saw in the doctor’s face, 

now grown cool and business-like as usual, the wily smile of 

superior science and expected triumph. 

“ Brandy-and- water in the morning ought not to improve the 
wind,” said Tom to himself, as his left hand countered provok- 
Ingly, while his right rattled again and again upon Trebooze’s 
^ watch-chain. “ Justice will overtake you in the offending part, 

which I take to be the epigastric region.” 

In a few minutes more the scuffle ended shamefully enough 

for the sottish squireen. 

Tom stood over him for a minute, as he sat grovelling and 
groaning among the long grass. “ I may as well see that I have 
not killed him. Ko, he will do as well as ever — which is not 

Baying much K ow, Sir ! Go home quietly, and ask Mrs. 

Trebooze for a little rhubarb and salvolatile. Ill call up in 
the course of to-morrow to see how you are.” 

“ I’ll kin you, if I catch you 1 ” 

“As a man, I am open of course to be killed by any fair 
means : but as a doctor, I am still bound to see after my 
patient’s health.” And Tom bowed civilly, and walked back 
up the path to find Grace, after washing face and hands in 
the brook. 

He found her up at Tolchard’s farm, trembling and thanltful. 

** I cannot do less than see Miss Harvey safe home.” 

Grace hesitated. 

“ Mrs. Tolchard, I am sure, will walk with us ; it would be 
safer, in case you felt faint again.” 

But Mrs. Tolchard would not come to save Grace’s notions of 
propriety; so Tom passed Grace’s arm through his own. She 
offered to withdraw it. 

“ No ; you wiU require it. You do not know yet how much 
you have gone through. My fear is, that you will feel it all the 
more painfully when the excitement is past. I shall send you 
up a cordial ; and you must promise me to take it. You owe 
me a little debt you know, to-day ; you must pay it by taking 
my medicines.’’ 

Grace looked up at him sidelong ; for there was a playful 
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tenderness in his voice which was new to her, and which 
thrilled her through and through. 

“ I Avill indeed, I promise you. But I am so much hettei^ 
now. Really, I can walk alone ! ” And she mthdrew her arm 
from his, but not hastily. 

After that they walked on awhile in silence. Grace kept 
her veil down, for her eyes were full of tears. She loved that 
man intensely, utterly. She did not seek to deny it to herself. 
God had given liim to her, and hers he was. The very sea, the 
devonrer whom she hated, who hungered to swallow i.p all 
yoinig fair life, the very sea had yielded him up to her, alive 
from the dead. And yet that man, she knew, suspected her of 
a base and liateful crime. It was too dreadful ! She could not 


and what would that 

She had 


In the bright summer evenitig, all things 


exculpate herself, save by blank denial 
avail ? The large hot drops ran down her cheeks, 
need of all her strength to prevent sobbing. 

She looked round, 
were full of joy and love. The hedge-banks were gay as flower 
gardens ; the sudlts chased each other, screaming harsh delight ; 
the ring-dove murmured in the wood beneath his world-old 
song, which she had tanght the children a hundred times — 

‘ ‘ Curuckity coo, curuck coo ; 

You love me, and I love you ! ” 



The woods slept golden in the evening sunlight; and over head 
brooded, like one great smile of God, the everlasting blue. 

“He will right me!” she said. “‘Hold thee still in the 
Lord, and abide patiently, and He will make thy righteousness 
clear as the light, and thy just dealing as the noon-day!’ ” And 
after that tlionght slie wept no more. 

Was it as a reward for her faith that Tom began to talk to 
her ? He had paced on by her side, serious, but not sad. True, 
he had suspected her ; he suspected her still. But that scene" 
with the dvino[ child had been no sham. There, at least, there 

VJ 7 ? 

was nothing to suspect, notliing to sneer at. The calm purity, 
self-sacrifice, hope, wliich was contained in it, had softened Ids 
world-hardened spirit, and woke up in 1dm feelings which were 
always pleasant, feelings wldch the sight of his father, or the 
writing to his father, could only awaken. Quaintly enough, the 
thought of Grace and of his father seemed intertwined, inex- 
tricable. If the old man had but such a nurse as she ! And for 
a moment he felt a glow of tenderness toward her, because he 
tliought she would be tender to his father. She had stolen his 
money, certainly ; or if not, she knew whore it was, and would 
not tell him. Well, what matter just then? He did not want 
the money at that minute. How much pleasanter and Aviser to 


333 


f 


the dootob at bay. 

take tliinss as they came, and enjoy himself wh^e he 
aM fa^y she was always what he had seen her that day 

After all it was mnch more pleasant to trust psop ® ^ 

sidM, she did me the kindness of savmg my life , so it would 

Tmf Tip Pivil tO tstik tO ll6r 3i llttlo. - 

He began to talk to her about the lovely 

a irreat deal more in it than he. Her answers were short, modest, 
faUerincr ; but each one of them suggestive ; and soon found 
that he had met with a mind which contained all the elements 

of noetrv and needed only education to develop tlmm. 

? mit a blue stocking, pre-Eaphaelite f 

she would have been, if she had had the 

leau“o™nrtalk he wUl, and must, for the mere soke of 

showing off, tho^h she be but a village schoolmistress ; and 

Tom soon found himself, Avith a secret sneer at his own va y, 
displaying before her all the much finer things that he had seen 
in Ms^avels ; and as he talked, she answered, with quiet ex- 
pressions of wonder, sympathy, regret at her own na^ow sph r 

himself running to tlie very edge of exaggeration, and a little 
over it, in the enjoyment of caUing out her passion for the mar- 
vellous especially when called out in hono^ of himseK. 

And she, simple creature, drank it all in as sparlthng wine, 
and only dreaded lest the stream should cease. _ Adventures with 
nolle sivages in palm-fringed coral-islands, with greedy robbers 
amid the fragrant hills of Greece, with herce Indians beneath 
the snow-peaks of the Far West, with coward Mexi lans among 

tunals of cactus and agave, beneath the burnmg 

What a man he was ! Where had he not been ^ and what 

^ had he not seen 1 And how he had been preserved-for her 1 
And his image seemed to her utterly 

clothed as it was in the beauty and glory of all that he had seen, 
and done, and suffered. Oh Love, Love, Love, the same in 
peasant and in peer ! The more honour to you, then, old Love, 
to be the same thing in this world which common to peasant 
and to peer. They say that you are blind; a dreamer, an exag- 
gerator-a liar, in short. They know just nothing about jou, 
then. You will not see people as they seem, and as they have 
become, no doubt : but why ^ because you see them as they ought 
to be, and are, in some deep way, eternally, in the sight ot Him 

who conceived and created them. 

At last slie started, as if waking from a pleasant dream, and 

spoke, half to herself 
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“ Oh, how foolish of me— to he idling away this opportunity. 

the only one, perhaps, which I may have ! Oh, Mr. ThumalL 
tell me about this cholera ! ” 

“ What about it 

‘‘ Everything. Ever since I heard of what you have been 
saying to the people, ever since Mr. Headley’s sermon, it has 
been like fii’o in my ears !” 

“ I am truly glad to hear it. If all parsons had preached about 
it for the last fifteen years as Mr. Headley did last Sunday, if 
they had told people plainly that, if the cholera was God’s judg- 
ment at aU, it was His judgment of the sin of dirt, and that the 
repentance which He required was to wash and be clean in literal 
earnest, the cholera would be impossible in England by now.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Thurnall : but is it not God’s doing ? and can we 
stop His hand?” ^ 

“ I know nothing about that, Miss Harvey. I only know 
that wheresoever cholera breaks out, it is some one’s fault : and 
if deaths occur, some one ought to be tried for manslaughter — I 
had almost said murder, and transported for life.” 

“ Some one ? Who ?” 

“ That wiU be settled in the next generation, when men have 
rommon sense enough to make laws for the preservation of their 
own lives, against tlie dirt, and covetousness, and idleness, of a 
set of human hogs.” 

Grace was silent for awhile. 

“ But can nothing be done to keep it off now ? Must it 
come ?” 

“ I believe it must. Still one may do enough to save many 
lives in the meanwhile.” 

“ Enough to save many lives — lives ? — immortal souls, too ! 
Oh, what could I do ?” 

“ A great deal. Miss Harvey,” said Tom, across whom the 
recollection of Grace’s influence flashed for the first time. What ^ 
a help she might be to him ! 

And he talked on and on to her, and found that she entered 
into his plans with all her wild enthusiasm, but also with sound 
practical common sense ; and Tom began to respect her intellect 
as well as her lieart. 

At last, however, she faltered — 

“ Oh, if I could but believe all this ! Is it not fighting against 
God?” ^ ° ^ 

‘‘ I do not know what sort of God yours is. Miss Harvey. I 
believe in some One who made all that ! ” and he pointed round 
him ^ to the glorious woods and glorious sky ; “ I should havfl 
fancied from jmur speech to that poor girl, that you believed in 
Him also. You may, however, only believe in the same being 
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in whom the Methodist parson believes, one who intends to hurl 
into endless agony every human being who has not had a chance 
of hearing the said preacher’s nostrum for deUvermg men out of 

^ hands of Him who made them ! ” , , i , i. rp . 

“What do you mean?” asked Grace, startled alike by ioms 

words, and the intense scorn and bitterness of his tone. 

“ That matters little. What do you mean in turn ? ^at did 
you mean by saying, that saving lives is saving immortal souls 1 
“ Oh, is it not giving them time to repent ? Wliat will become 

of them, if they are cut off in the midst of their sins ? 

“ K you had a son whom it was not convenient to you to keep 
at home, would his being a bad fellow— the greatest scoundrel on 
the earth — ^be a reason for your turning him into the streets to 
live by thieving, and end by going to the dogs for ever and a 

- day I” 

“ Ho ; but what do you mean 1 ” 

“ That I do not think that God, when He sends a human being 
out of this world, is more cruel than you or I would be. If vre 
transport a man because he is too bad to be in England, and lie 
shows any signs of mending, we give him a fresh chance in the 
colonies, and let him start again, to try if he cannot do better 
next time. And do you fancy that God, when He transports a 
man out of this world, never gives him a fresh chance in another 
— especially when nine out of ten poor rascals have never had a 

fair chance yet 1 ” 

Grace looked up in his face astonished. 

“ Oh, if I could but believe that ! Oh ! it would give me some 
gleam of hope for my two !— — Hut no it s not in Scripture. 

Where the tree falls there it lies.” 

“ And as the fool dies, so dies the wise man ; and there is one 

account to the righteous and to the wicked. And a man has no 

pre-eminence over a beast, for both turn alike to dust , and 

Solomon does not know, he says, or any one else, anything about 

the whole matter, or even whether there be any life after death 

at all j and so, he says, the only wise thing is to leave such deep 

questions alone, for Hun who made us to settle in His own way, 

and just to fear God and keep His commandments, and do the 

work which lies nearest us with all our might.” 

Grace was silent. 

“You are surprised to hear me quote Scripture, and w'ell 
you may be ; but that same books of Ecclesiastes is a very old 
favourite with me ; for I am no Christian, but a worlding, if ever 
there was one. But it does puzzle me why you, who are a Cliris- 
tian, should talk one half-hour as you have been tallving to that 
poor girl, and the next go for information about the next life t< 
pDor old disappointed, broken-hearted Solomon, with his three 
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Imudred and odd idolatrous wives, who confesses fairly that this 

life is a failuio, and that he does not know whether tliere is any 
next life at all.” 

“ Whether Tom were altogether right or not, is not the ques- 
tion here ; the novelist’s business is to represent the real thoughts 
of mankind, when they are not absolutely unfit to be told ; "and 

certainly Tom spoke the doubts of thousands when he spoke his 
o wn . 

Grace was silent still. 


“ Well,” he said, “ beyond that I can’t go, being no theologian. 
r»ut when a preacher tells iie(qde in one breath of a God who so 
loves men that He gave His own Sou to save them, and in the 
next, that the same God so hates men that He vull cast nine- 
tenths of them into hopeless torture for ever, — (and if that is not 
hathig, I don’t know what is), — unless he, the preacher, gets a-^ 
chance of talking to tlumi for a few minutes — 'WTiy, I should like 
IMiss Harvey, to put that gentleman upon a real Ere for ten 
minutes, instead of his comfortable Sunday’s dinner, which stands 
ready fr 3 nng for him, and which he was going home to eat, as 
joU}'- as if all the world was not going to destruction ; and there 
let him feel what fire was like, and reconsider his statements.’' 

Grace looked up at him no more : but walked on in sdcnce, 
pondering many things. 

“ Howsoever that may be, Sir, tell me what to do in this 


cholera, and I will do it, if I kill inyself with work or infection! ” 
“ You shan’t do that. We cannot s])are 3 mu from Aberalva, 
Grace,” said Tom ; “ you must save a few more poor creatures ere 
you die, out of the hands of that Good Jlemg who made little 
children, and love, and happiness, and the flowers, and the sim- 


shine, and the fruitful earth ; and who, you say, redeemed them 
all again, when they Avere lost, by an act of loA-e which passes all 
human dreams.” 


me, 


Do not talk so 1” cried Grace. “ It frightens me, it ])uzzles ^ 
and makes me niiseralde. Oh, if you AA'ould but become a 


Gliristian 1 




“ And listen to the Gospel ?” 

“ Yes — oh yes ! ” 

“ A gospel means good news, I thought. When you have 
any to tell me, I will listen. MeaiiAvhile, the news that tlueo 
out of four of those poor fellows doAvn town are going to a 
certain place, seems to me such terribly bad news, that I can’t 
help fanc 3 dng that it is not the Gospel at all ; and so get on the 
best way 1 can, li.stening to the good news about God which 
this grand old world, and my microscope, and ray books, toll me. 
No, Grace, I have more good news than that, and I’ll cont’ess it 
to you.” 
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his voice softened. 

— preacher may, He must he a good God who 
makes such creatures as you, and sends them into the world to 


comfort poor wretches 


own sweet heart, Grace 


and torment yourself no more with these dark dreams ! 

“ My heart ? ” cried she, looking down ; “ it is deceitful and 


wicked.” . 4 . u 

miriA were too. then.” said Tom : “ hut it cannot be, 

Now stop, Grace, I want to 


gate in front of them, leading into the 


as long as it is so unlike yours. 

speak to you.” 

There was a 

As they came to it, Tom lingered with liis hand upon the top 
bar, that Grace might stop. She did stop, half frightened. Why 

did he call her Grace 'i i t i v t 

“ I 'wisli to speak to you on one matter, on wnicli I Deiieve i 

ought to have spoken long ago.” 

She looked up at him, surprise in her large eyes ; and turned 

pale as he went on. 

“ I ought long ago to have hegged your pardon for something 
rude which I said to you at your own door. This day has made 
me quite ashamed of — ” 

But she interrupted him, quite wildly, gasping for breath. 

“ The belt ? The belt ? Oh, my God ! my God ! Have you 
heard anytliing more ? — anything more 1 ” 

“Not a word ; but — ” 

To his astonishment, she heaved a deep sigh, as if relieved 
from a sudden fear. His face clouded, and hm eyebrows rose. 
Was she guilty, then, after all ? ” 

With the quick eyes of love, she saw the change j and broke 

out passionately, — 

“ Yes ; suspect me ! suspect me, if you will ! only give me 
time ! Send me to prison, innocent as I am — innocent as that 
child there above 


give mo time ! 0 misery ! 
that it was lost in the sea 


would God I were dying like her ! — Only 

I had hoped you had forgotten 
that — what am I i 


iiyin 


Only 


give mo time ! ” — and she dropped on her knees before him, 
wringing her hands. 

“ Miss Harvey ! This is not worthy of you. If you be inno- 
cent, as I don’t doubt, what more do you need — or I ] ” 

He took her hands, and lifted her up : but she still kept 
looking down, round, upwards, like a hunted deer, and ph ’ ' 
in words which seemed sobbed out — as by some poor sc 
the rack — between choking spasms of agony. 

“ Oh, I don’t know, — God help me ! 0 Lord, help me ! I 

will try and find it — I know I shall find it ! onlv have natience : 


on 
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hav 0 patience with me a httlo, and I know I shaU brint; it you • 
find then and then you will forgive ? — forgive ? ” * 

And she laid her hands upon his arms, and looked up in hia 
lace Avitli a piteous smile of entreaty. 

She had never looked so beautiful as at that moment. The 
devil saw it ; aiid entered into the heart of Thomas Thurnall. 
J1 e caught her in liis arms, kissed away her tears, stopped her 
iiioiitli Avith kisses. ‘‘Yes ! 1^11 wait — Avait for ever, it you AvillJ 
1 11 lose another belt, for such another look as that ! ” 

She was bewildered for a moment, poor fond VTetch, at find- 
ing heisell W'here she would gladly liave stayed for ever : but 
quickly she recovered her reason. 



“ I Avill not, Grace ! I love you ! I love you, I tell you ! ” 

“ You do not, Sir ! ” and she struggled still more fiercely. 

“ Do not deceive youi’self ! Me you cannot deceive ! Let me 

go, I say ! You could not demean yourself to love a poor girl 
like me ! ” 


Utterly losing his head, Tom ran on with passionate words. 

“No, Sir ! you know that I am not fit to be ^mur wife : and 
do YOU fancy that I — ” 


kladdcned now, Tom went on, ere he was aware, from a 
foolish deed to a base speech. 

“ I know nothing, but that I shall keep you in pawn for my 

belt, fill that is at least restored, you are in my power Grace * 
Ilemember that ! '’ ' ‘ 


She thrust him away with so sudden and desperate a spasm, 

that he "was forced to let her go. She stood gazing at him, 

a trembling deer no longer, but rather a lioness at bay, her face 
flashing beautiful indignation. 

“In your power! Yes, Shi My character, my life, for-- 
aiight I laiow : but not my soul. Send me to Bodmin Gaol 
if will ,• but offer no more insults to a modest maiden ! 
Gh ! and her expression changed to one of lofty sorrow and 
> Gh I to find all men alilee at heart ! After having 
fancied^ you — fancied you,” (what she had fancied him her 

V Oman s modesty dare not repeat) — “ to find you even such 
another as Mr. Trebooze I ” 


lorn Avas checked. As for mere indignation, in such cases, 
he had seen enough of that to trust it no more than “ ice that 
is one night old : but pity for him Avas a Aveapon of defence to 
n hich ho AA'^as unaccustomed. And there Avas no contempt in 
her pdy , and no affectation either. Her voice was solemn but 
tender, gently upbraiding, like her countenance. Never had he 
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felt Grace’s mysterious attraction so ;jtrong upon lum ; and for 
the first and last time, perhaps, fo^ many a year, he answered 


with downcast eyes of shame. 


I have been rude 


ad. 


I beg your pardon. Miss Harvey 
If you will look in your glass when you go home, and have a 
woman’s heart in you, you may at least see an excuse for me : 
but like Mr. Trehooze I am not. Forgive and forget, and let us 
walk home rationally.” And he offered to take her hand. 

“ Ho : not now ! Hot till I can trust you. Sir ! ” said she. 
The words were lofty enough : hut there was a profound melan- 
choly in their tone which humbled Tom still more. Was it 
possible — she seemed to have hinted it — that she had thought 
him a very grand personage till now, and that he had disgraced 
himself in her eyes ? 

- If a man had suspected Tom of such a feeling, I fear he would 
have cared little, save how to restore the balance by making a 
fool of the man who fancied him a fool : but no male self- 
sufficiency or pride is proof against the contempt of woman ; and 
Tom slunk along by the schoolmistress’s side, as if he had been 
one of her naughtiest school-children. He tried, of course, to 
brazen it out to his own conscience. He had done no liarm, 
after all ; indeed, never seriously meant any. She was makinc? a 
ridiculous fuss about nothing, 
methodistical cant. 


It was all part and parcel of her 


He dared say that she was not as prudish 
with the methodist parson. And at that base thought he paused ; 
for a flash of rage, and a strong desire on such hypothesis to slay 
the said methodist parson, or any one else who dared even to look 
sweet on Grace, showed him plainly enough "what he had long 
been afraid of, that he was really in love with her ; and that, as 
ne put it, if she did not make a fool of herself about him, ho 
was but too likely to end in making a fool of himself about her. 
However, he must speak, to support his own character as a man 
of the world ; it would never do to knock under to a country 
prl m tUs^ way she might go and boast of it all over the 
o\ra beside, foiled or not, he would not give in without 

mottle somewliat furtlier. 

“ Miss Harvey, will you forgive me 1 ” 

“ I have forgiven you.” 

“ Will you forget 1 ” 

fiM * I®**® ® marked expression, which sioni- 

“to&wLf to oiderstand'lt , 

forget. ’’ ^ IS past IS too precious, and some too painful, to 

“lam at ^ < ” 

I® you. Sir, to have rememter^!ii^^ 
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word Z?; idT 
pow6rr“^‘’‘^ sidelong round,— “ That I am in youi 

“ JSTo ! curse it ! I wish 

had said that i fhTl o" """ '''''' I 

anything so untrue is forgotten the better.” " 

that_”“ ^ i ^ does not mean 


u 


Sir ! Mr. Thiuuall ! 


mo Q' V. V- ^ I will not hear ] You only 

considZm y““ i^“°w that— that you 

Iw n„f “ ®‘d I not begin this ii4appy talli^ 

niy mmdT”^”” pai'don for ever havmg let such a thought cross^ 

”i' t'?*^ i°'d me as much at my own door • 

aiid I have seen it ever since, tiU I have almost gone mad under 

I will swear to you by all that is sacred that I do not ! Oh 
brace, the first moment I saw you my heart told me that it was 
impossible ; and now, this afternoon, as I listened to I'ou with 

that sick girl, I felt a wretcli for ever having Grace I tell 

you, you niade me feel, for the moment, a better man than I 

tndy before. A poor return I have made for that, 

Grace looked up in his face gasping. 

“ Oh, s.^ that ! say that again. Oh, good Lord, merciful Lord, 

'm ^ even one weio-ht 

lilted off, among all my heavy burdens, and that weight the 

hardest to bear. God forgive me that it should have been so ' 

Uli, 1 can breathe freely now again, that I know I am not ^ 
suspected by you.” 

“By you?” Tom could not but see what, after all no 
human being can conceal, tliat Grace cared for liim. And the 
devil came and tempted him once more : but this time it was in 
vain, f om s better angel had returned j Grace’s tender guile- 
lessness, which would with too many men only have marked her 
out as the easier prey, was to him as a sacred shield before her 

innocence. So noble, so enthusiastic, so pure ] He could not 
play the villam with that woman. 

But there was plainly a mystery. Wbat were the bm-clens" “ 

heavier even than unjust suspicion, of which she had spohen ? 
there was no harm iu asking. ' 

‘ but, Grace Miss Harvej -You -will not be angry with me 
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if I ask? 


pended on you alone ? 
if YOU can counsel me 


Why speak so often, as if finding this money de- 

You wish me to recover it, I know ; and 


Wliy 


you suspect ? ” 
Her old wild 


She stopped 


short — 

“Suspect? I suspect? Oh, I have suspected too many 
aheady ! Suspected tdl I began to hate my fellow-creatures — 
hate life itself, when I fancied that I saw ‘ thief ’ written on 
every forehead. Oh, do not ask me to suspect any more ! ” 

Tom was silent. 


Oh,” she cried, after a moment’s pause. “ Oh, that we were 
back in those old times I have read of, when they used to put 
people to the torture to make them confess ! ” 

-- “Why, in Heaven’s name?” 

“Because then I should have been tortured, and have con- 


fessed it, true or false, in the agony, and have been hanged. 
They used to hang them then, , nd put them out of their misery ; 
and I should have been put out of mine, and no one have been 
blamed but me for evermore.” 


“ You forget,” said Tom, lost in wonder, “ that then I should 
have blamed you, as well as every one else.” 

“ True ; yes, it was a foolish faithless word. I did not take it, 
and it would have been no good to my soul to say I did. Lies 


cannot prosper, cannot prosper, Mr. Thurnall ! ” and she stopped 


short again. 
“What 


began to fear that she was losing her wits. 


“ I saved your life ! ” 

“ You did, Grace.” 

“ Then, I never thought to ask for payment ; but, oh, I must 
now. Will you promise me one thing in retm-n ? ” 

,“ What you will, as I am a man and a gentleman ; I can trust 
you to ask nothing which is not worthy qf you.” 

Tom spoke truth. He felt, — perhaps love made him feel it all 
the more easily, — that whatever was behind, he was safe in that 
woman’s hands. 


“ Then promise me that you will wait one month, only one 
month : ask no questions ; mention nothing to any living soul. 
And if, before that time, I do not bring you that belt back, send 
me to Bodmin Gaol, and let me bear my punishment.” 

“I promise,” said Tom. And the two walked on again in 
silmce, till they neared the head of the village. 

Then Grace went forward, like Hausicaa when she lefi 



townsfolk shou 
ohed her figure 


Ulysses 
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Much lie puzzled; Ininting up and down in his cunning head 
for an explanation of the mystery. At last he found one which 
seemed to fit the facts so well, that he rose witli a whistle 
of satisfaction, and walked homewards. - .= ^ 

l^ddently, her mother had stolen the belt ; and Grace was, if 
not a repentant accomplice — for that he could not believe, — at 
least aware of the fact. 

“ 'Well, it is a hard knot for her to untie, poor child ; and on 
the strength of having saved my life, she shall untie it her own 
A\'ay. I can wait. I hope the money won’t be spent meanwhile, 
though, and the empty leather returned to me when wanted no 
longer. However, tliat’s done already, if done at all. I was a 
fool for not acting at once ; — a double fool for suspecting her ! 

Ass that I was, to take up with a false scent, and throw myself 
off the true one ! My everlasting unbelief in people has punished^,’ 
itself this time. I might have got a sear oh- warrant three montlis | 
ago, and had that old witch safe in the bilboes. But no — I might 
not have found it, after all, and there would have been only an 
esclandre ; and if I know that girl’s heart, she would have been 
ten times more miserable for her mother than for herself, so it’s 
as well as it is. Besides, it’s really good fun to watch how such 
a pretty plot will work itself out ; — as good as a pack of harriers 
vdth a cold scent and a squatted hare. So, live and let live. 


Only, Thomas Thurnall, if you go for to come for to go for to 
make such an abominable ass of yourself with that young lady 
any more 

make tracks, and vanish out of these parts for ever. For my 
purse can’t afford to have you marrying a schoolmistress in your 
impoverished old ago ; and my character, which also is my purse, 
can’t afford worse.” 


, like a miserable school-boy, you will be pleased to 


One word of Grace’s had fixed itself in Tom’s memory Wliat 


did she mean by “ her two ? ” 

He contrived to ask Willis that very evening. 

“ Oh, don’t you know, Sir ? She had a young brotlier 
drowned, a long wliile ago, when she Avas sixteen or so. He 
went out fishing on the Sabbath, with another like him. and both 
were swauqicd. Wild young lads, both, as lads will be. But 
she, sweet maid, took it so to heart, that she never held up her 
head since ; nor will, I think, at times, to her dying day.” 

“ Humph ! Was she fond of the other lad, then ? ” 


“ Sir,” said Willis, “ I don’t tliink it’s 


fair like,— not decent, 


if you’ll excuse an old sailor, — to talk about young maids’ affairs, 
that they wouldn’t talk of themselves, perhaps not even to 
themselves. So I never asked any questions myself.” 

“ And thinlr it rude in me to ask any. Well, I believe you’re 
right, good old gentleman that you are. What a nobleman 
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you’d have made, if you had had the luck to have hecn horn in 

that station of life ! ” . , . j i. • " 

“ I have found too much trouble, in doing my duty m my 

hfonble place, to wish to be in any higher one.” 

“ So ! ” thought Tom to himself, “ a girl’s fancy : but it ex- 
plains so much in the character, especially when the temperament 
is melancholic. However, to quote Solomon once more, ‘ A live 
dog is better than a dead lion ; ’ and I have not much to fear 
from a rival who has been washed out of this world ten years 
since. Heyday ! Hival ! quotha i Tom ThurnaU, you are going 
to make a fool of yourself. You must go. Sir ! ^ I warn you ; 
you must flee, till you have recovered your senses.” 

There appeared next morning in Tom’s shop a new phenome- 
non. A smart youth, dressed in what he considered to be the 
newest London fashion ; but which was really that translation of 
last year’s fashion which happened to be current in the windows 
of the Bodmin tailors. Tom knew him by sight and name, 

Mr. Creed, a squireen like Trebooze, and an especial friend of 
Trebooze’s, under whose tutelage he had learned to smoke caven- 
dish assiduously from the age of fifteen, thereby improvi ng neither 
his stature, nor his digestion, his nerves, nor the intelligence of 


his countenance. 

He entered with a lofty air, and paused awhile as he spoke. 

“ Is it possible,” said Tom to himself, “ that Trebooze has sent 
me a challenge ? It would be too good fun. I’ll wait and see.” 
So he went on rolling pills. 

“ I say. Sir,” quoth the youth, who had determined, as an 
owner of land, to treat the doctor duly de haul en has, and had 
a vague notion that a liberal use of the word “ Sir ” would both 
help thereto, and be consonant with professional style of duel 
diplomacy, whereof he had read in novels. 

Tom turned slowly, and then took a long look at him over the 
counter through half- shut eye-lids, with chin upraised, as if he 
had been suddenly afflicted with short sight ; and worked on 
meanwliile steadily at his pills. 

“ That is, I wish — to speak to you. Sir — ahem ! — ” went on 
Mr. Creed ; being graduallj’^ but surely discomfited by Tom’s 
steady gaze. 

“ Don’t trouble yourself. Sir : I see your case in your face. 
A slight nervous affection — will pass as the digestion improves. 
I will make you up a set of pills for the night ; but I should 
advise a little ammonia and valerian at once. May I mix it 1 ” 

“ Sir ! you mistake me. Sir ! ” 

“Not in the least j you have brought me a challenge from 
Mr. Trebooze.” 

“ I have, Sir ! ” said the youth with a grand air, at one" 
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relieved by having the awful words said for him, and exalted by 

he dignity of his first, and perhaps last, employment in that 
line. 

Well, Sir, said Tom deliberately, “ Mr. Trcbooze does me 
a kindness for which I cannot sufficiently thank him, and you 
also, as his second. It is full six months since I fought, and I 
was getting hardly to know myself again.” 

“ Tou will have to fight now, Sii 1 ” said the youth, trying to 

brazen off by his discourtesy increasing suspicion that he had 
“caught a Tartar.” 

“ Of course, of course. And of course, too, I fight you after- 
wards.” 

Sir? I am Mr. Trebooze’s friend, his second, Sir. 
You do not seem to understand. Sir ! ” 

“Pardon me, young gentleman,” said Tom, in a very quie^^ 
determined voice ; “ it is I who have a right to tell you thatyou^^ 
do not understand in such matters as these. I had fought my 
man, and more than one of them, while you w'ero eating black- 
berries in a short jacket.” 

“What do you mean. Sir?” quoth the youth in fury; and 
began swearing a little. 

“ Simple fact. Are you not about twenty-three years old ? ” 

“ What is that to you, Sir ? ” 

“ ISTo business of mine, of course. You may be growing into 
your second childhood for aught I care : but if, as I guess, you 
are about twenty-three, I, as I know, am thirty-six : then I 
fought my first duel when you wore five years old, and my tenth, 

I should say, when you were fifteen ; at which time, I suppose, 
you were not ashamed either of the jacket or the blackberries.” 

“ You will find me a man now. Sir, at all events,” said Creed, 
justly wu’oth at what was, after all, a sophism ; for if a man is 
not a man at twenty, he never 'will be one. 

“ Tant mieux. You know, I suppose, that as the challenged, ■ ' 
I have the choice of weapons ? ” 

“ Of course, Sir,” said Creed, in an off-hand generous tone, 
because he did not very clearly know. 

“ Qdicn, Sir, I always fight across a handkerchief. You will 
tell Mr. Trebooze so ; ho is, I really believe, a brave man, and 
will accept the terms. You will tell yourself the same, whether 
you be a brave man or not.” 

The youth lost the last words in those which went before 
them, lie was no coward : would have stood up to be shot ^ 
at fifteen paces, like any one else; bub the deliberate butcheiy 
of fighting across a handkerchief — 

“Do I understand you, Sir ? ” 

“ That depends on whether you are clever (uiough, or not, to 
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comprehend your native tongue. Across a handkerchief, I say, 
do you hear that ] ” And Tom rolled on at his pills. 

I do.” 

“ And when I have fought him, I fight you ! ” And the pills 

rolled steadily at the same pace. 

“ But — Sir ? — ^Why — Sir ? ” 

“Because,” said Tom, looking him full in the face, “because 
you, calling yourself a gentleman, and being, more shame fbr 
you, one by birth, dare to come here, for a foolish vulgar super- 
stition called honour, to ask me, a quiet medical man, to go and 
be shot at by a man whom you know to be a drunken, profligate, 
blackguard : simply because, as you know as well as I, I inter- 
fered to prevent his insulting a poor helpless girl : and in so 
doing, was forced to give him what you, if you are (as I believe) 
a gentleman, would have given liim also, in my j3lace.” 

“ I don’t understand you, Sir ! ” said the lad, blushing all the 
while, as one honestly conscience-stricken ; for Tom had spoken 
the exact truth, and he knew it. 

“ Don’t lie. Sir, and tell me that you don’t understand ; you 
understand every word which I have spoken, and you know that 
it is true.” 

“ Lie r 

“ Yes, lie. Look you, Sh ; I have no wish to fight — ” 

“ You will fight, though, whether you wish it or not,” said tlie 
youth with a hysterical laugh, meant to be defiant. 

“ But — I can snuff a candle ; I can split a bullet on a penloiife 
at fifteen paces.” 

“ Do you mean to frighten us by boasting 1 We shall see 
what you can do when you come on the ground.” 

“ Across a handkerchief : but on no other condition ; and, 
unless you will accept that condition, I wdl assuredly, the next 
time I see you, be we where we may, treat you as I treated your 
friend IVIr. Treebooze. I’ll do it now ! Get out of my shop, 

^ # i/ IT ' 

Sir ! Wliat do you want here, interfering with my honest 
business ?” 

And, to the astonishment of Mr. Trebooze’s second, Tom 
vaulted clean over the counter, and rushed at him open-mouthed. 

Sacred be the honour of the gallant West coimtry : but, “ both 
oeing friends,” as Aristotle has it, “ it is a sacred duty to speak 
the truth.” Mr. Creed vanished tlirough the open door. 

“ I rid myself of the fellow jollily,” said Tom to Drank that 

day, after telling him the whole story. “And no credit to 

me. I saw from the minute he came in there was no fi^ht in 
him.” ° 

“ But suppose he had .accepted — or suppose Trebooze accepts 
still ? ” 
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“ There was my game 


shau 


-to frighten him. He'll take care Tre- 
knows that he must fight next. He'll 
go home and patch the matter up, trust him. Meanwhile, the 
oaf had not even savoir faire enough to ask for my second. 
Lucky for me ; for I don’t know where to have found one, save 
the Lieutenant ; and though he would have gone out safe enough, 
it would have been a bore for the good old fellow.” 

“ And,” said Frank, utterly taken aback by Tom’s business-like 
levity, “ you would actually have stood to shoot, and be shot at, 
across a handkerchief ? ” 

Tom stuck out his great chin, and looked at h i m with me of 
his quaint sidelong moues. 

“ You are my very good friend. Sir : but not my father- 
confessor.” 

“I know that: but really — as a mere question of hu 
curiosity ” 

“ Oh, if you ask me on the human ground, and not on the 
sacerdotal, I’ll teU you. I’ve tried it twice, and I should be 
sorry to try it again ; though it’s a very easy dodge. Keep your 
right elbow up — up to your ear — and the moment you hear the 
word, fire. A high elbow and a cool heart — that’s all ; and that 


/ 

•< 




wins. 

“Wins? Good heavens? As you are here alive you must 
have killed your man ? ” 

“ Ko. I only shot my men each through the body ; and each 
of them deserved it : but it is an ugly chance ; I should have 
been sorry to try it on that yokel. The boy may make a man 
yet. And what’s more,” said Tom, bursting into a great laugh, 
“ he will make a man, and go down to his fathers in peace, quant 
db moi ; and so will that vuetched Trebooze. For I’ll bet you 
my head to a China orange, I hear no more of this matter ; and 
don’t even lose Trebooze’s custom.” 

“ Hpon my word, I envy your sanguine temperament ! ” 

“ ]\Ir. Headley, I shall quietly make my call at Trebooze 
to-morrow, as if nothing had haiqicned. What will you bet me 
that I am not received as usual ? ” 

“ I never bet,” said Frank. 

“ Then you do well. It is a foolish and a dirty trick ; playing 
with edge tools, and cutting one’s own fingers. Nevertheless, I 
speak truth, as you will see.” 

“ You are a most extraordinary man. AH this is so contrary 
to your usual caution.” 

“ When you are driven against the ropes, ‘ hit out ’ is the old 
rule of Fistiana and common sense. It is an extreme bore : all 
the more reason for showing such an ugly front, as to give people 
no chance of its happening again. Nothing so dangerous aa 
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half-measures, Headley. ‘ Resist the devil, and he will flee from 
you,* your crecd says. Mine only translates it into practice. 

“ I have no liking for half-measures mysel£*’ 

“ Did you ever,” said Tom, hear the story of the two Sand- 
hurst broomsquires ? ” 

“ Brooms quires ] ” 

“ So we call, in Berkshire, squatters on the moor who hve by 
tying heath into brooms. Two of them met in Reading market 

once, and fell out : — 

“ ‘ How ever do you manage to sell your brooms for three halt- 
pence 1 I steals the heth, and I steals the binds, and I steals 
the handles : and yet I can’t afoord to sell ’em under twopence.’ 

“ ‘ Ah, but you see,’ says the other, ‘ I steals mine ready 

mad-e.’ _ . . 1 ,) 

“ Moral — If you’re going to do a thing, do it outright. 

That very evening, Tom came in again. 

“ Well ; I’ve been to Trebooze.” 

“ And fared, how 1” 

“ Just as I warned you. Inquired into his symptoms j pre- 
scribed for his digestion — if he goes on as he is doing, he will 
win soon have none left to prescribe for ; and, finally, plastered, 
with a sublime generosity, the nose which my own Itnuckles had 

contused.” 

“ Impossible ! you are the most miraculously impudent of 
men ! ” 

“ Pish ! simple common sense. I knew that Mrs. Trebooze 
would suspect that the world had heard of his mishap, and took 
care to let her know that I knew, by coming up to inquhe for 
liim.” 

“ Cui bono ?” 

“ Power. To have them, or any one, a little more in my 
power. Next, I knew that he dared not fly out at me, for fear I 
fliould tell LIi-s. Trebooze what he had been after — you see ? 
Ah, it was delicious to have the great oaf sitting sulking under 
my fingei*s, longing to knock niy head off, and I plastering away, 
with words of deepest astonishment and condolence. I verily 
believe that, before we parted, I had persuaded liim that his 
black eye proceeded entirely from his having run up against a 
tree in the dark.” 

“ Well,” said Frank, half sadly, though enjoying the joke in 
spite of himself, “ I cannot help thinking it would have been a 
fit moment for giving the poor wretch a more solemn lesson.” 

“ My dear Sir, — a good licking — and he had one, and some- 
thing over — is the best lesson for that manner of biped. Tliat’s 
the way to school him : but as we are on lessons. I’ll give you a 
hint.” 
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“ Go on, model of self-sufficiency !” said Frank. 

“ Scoff at me if you will, I am proof. But hearken — you 
mustn’t turn out that schoolmistress. She’s an angel, and I 

knoAv it and if I say so of any human being, you may he sure 
1 have pretty good reasons.” 

“ I am beginning to be of your mind myself,” said Frank. 


CHAPTER XV. 


THE CRUISE OF THE WATERWITCH. 


The middle of August is come at last ; and with it the solemn 
day on which Frederick Viscount Scoutbush may be expected 
revisit the home of his ancestors. Elsley has gradually made up ^ 
his mind to the inevitable, with a stately sulkiness : and comforts 
himself, as the time draws near, with the thought that, after all, 
his brother-in-law is not a very formidable personage. 

But to the population of Aberalva in general, the coming cA'ciit 
is one of avTul jubilation. The shijiping is all decked with Hags; 


all the Sunday clothes have been looked out, and many a yard 
of new ribbon and pound of bad powder bought ; there have 
been arrangements for a jiroccssion, which could not be got up ; 
lor a speech which nobody would undertake to pronoimce ; and, 
lastly, for a dinner, about wliich last there v'as no hanging back. 
Yea, also, they have hired from Carcarrow Church-town, sackbut, 
])saltery, dulcimer, and all kinds of music ; for Frank lias put 
down the old choir band at Aberalva, — another of his mistake.s, 


and there is but one fiddle and a clarionet nov' left in all the 


town. So the said town waits all (lie day on tiptoe, ready to 


worship, till out of the soft brown liaze the stately Waterwitch 


comes sliding 


alva ba3c 


in, like a white ghost, to fold her wings in Aber- 


And at that sight the town is ail astir. 


Fishermen shake 


themselves up out of tiieir mid-da}’’ snooze, to admire the beauty, 
as she slips on and on through water smooth as glass, her hull 
liidden by the vast curve of the balloon-jib, and her broad wing« 
boomed out alow and aloft, till it seems marvellous hoAV that 


vast screen does not topple headlong, instead of floating (as it 
seems) self-supporting above its image in the mirror. Women 
liuriy to put on thcii' best bonnets ; the sexton toddles up with 
the church key in his hand, and the ringers at his heels ; the 
Coast-guard Lieutenant bustles down to the kXanby’s mortar, 
which he has hauled out in readiness on the pebbles. 'Old Willis 


hoists a Hag before liis iioiisc. and halfa-doz.eu merchant skinners 
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do the same. Bang goes the harmless mortar, hurning the British 
nation’s powder without leave or licence ; and aU the rocks and 
woods catch up the echo, and kick it from cliff to cliff, playing 
-at football with it till its breath is beaten out ; a rolling fire of 
old muskets and bird-pieces crackles along the shore, and in five 
minutes a poor lad has blo^vn a ramrod through his hand. !N"ever 
mind, lords do not visit Penalva every day. Out burst the bells 
above with merry peal ; Lord Scoutbush and the Waterwitch 
are duly “ rung in” to the home of his lordship’s ancestors ; and 
he is received, as he scrambles up the pier steps from his boat, 
by the Curate, the Churchwardens, the Lieutenant, and old 
Tardrew, backed by half-a-dozen ancient sons of Anak, lineal 
descendants of the free fishermen to whom six hundred years 
before, St. Just of Penalva did grant privileges hard to spell, 
and harder to understand, on the condition of receiving, when- 
soever he should land at the quay head, three brass farthings 
from the “ free fishermen of Aberalva.” 

Scoutbush shakes hands with Curate, Lieutenant, Tardrew, 
Churchwardens ; and then come forward the tliree farthings, in 
an ancient leather purse. 

“ Hope your lordship will do us the honour to shake hands 
witli us too ; we are your lordship’s free fishermen, as we have 
been your forefathers’,” says a magnificent old man, gracefully 
acknowledging the feudal tie, while he claims the exemption. 

Little Scoutbush, who is the kindest-hearted of men, clasps 
the great brovui fist in his little wliite one, and shakes hands 
heartily -with every one of them, saying, — “ If your forefathers 
were as much taller than mine, as you are than me, gentlemen, 
I shouldn’t wonder if they took their own freedom, -without ask- 
ing his leave for it ! ” 

A lord who begins his progress -with a jest ! That is the sort 
of aristocrat to rule in Aberalva ! And all agree that evening, at 
the Mariners’ Pest, that his lordship is as nice a young gentleman 
as ever trod deal board, and deserves such a yacht as he’s got, and 
long may he sail her ! 

How easy it is to buy the love of men ! Gold -will not do it : 

but there is a little angel, may be, in the corner of every man’s 

eye, who is worth more than gold, and can do it free of aR charges : 

unless a man drives him out, and “ hates his brother ; and so 

walks in darlmuss ; not knowing whither he goeth,” but runnin^ 

fu d butt against men s prejudices, and treading on their corns, 

tiU they knock him down in despair — and aU just because he 

wiU not open his eyes, and use the light which comes by common 
human good-natui’e ! 

Presently Tom hurries up, having been originally one of the 
deputation, but kept by the necessity of binding up the three 
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lingers which the ramrod had spared to poor Jem Eurman’s hand. 
He bows, and the Lieutenant — who (Frank being a little shy) 
acts as her Majesty’s representative— introduces him as “ deputy 
medical man to our district of the union, Sir : Mr. Thurnall." 

Dr. Ileale was to have been here, by the bye. W^here is Dr, 
Ileale 1 ” 


says some one. 

“ Very sorry, my lord ; I can answer for him 
calls, I don’t doubt 


professional 


nobody more devoted to your lordship.” 

One need not inquii-e where Dr. Heale was : but if elderly men 
v/ill drink much brandy-and-water in hot summer days, after a 
heavy early dinner, then will those men be too late for deputa- 
tions and for more important employments. 

“ Xever mind the Doctor, dare say he’s asleep after dinner : 
do him good ! ” says the Viscount, hitting the mark with a ran- 
dom shot ; and thereby raising his repute for sagacity immens 
vdth his audience, who laugh outright. 

“ Ah ! Is it so, then ? But — Mr. Thurnall, I think you said 1 
— 1 am glad to make your acquaintance. Sir. I have heard your 
name often : you are my friend Mellot’s old friend, are you not 1” 

“ I am a very old friend of Claude Mellot’s.” 

“ AVell, and tliere he is on board, and will be delighted to do 
the honours of my yacht to you whenever you like to visit her. 
You and I must know eacli other better. Sir.” 

iom bows low — his lordship does him too much honour; the 
cunning fellow knows that his fortune is made in Aberalva, if he 
clioses to work it out : but he humbly slips into the rear, for 
I rank has to be supported, not being over popular ; and the 
Lieutenant may “ turn crusty,” unless he lias his lordship to 
himself, before the gaze of assembled Aberalva. 

Scoutbusli progresses up the street, boAving right and left, and 
stopped half-a-dozen times by red-cloaked old women, who curtsey 
under his nose, and will needs infoim him hoAV they knew his 
gi'aiulfutlier, or nursed his uncle, or hoAV his ‘‘dear uiotlier, G(xl 
rest lier soul, gave me this veiy cloak as I have on,” and so forth ,• 
till Scoutbush comes to the conclusion that they are a very loving 
and loveable set of peojile — as indeed they are — and liis lieaif 
smites him someAvhat for nut having seen more of them in jiast 
years. 

hlo sooner is Thurnall released, than he is off to the yacht as 
fast as oars can take him, and in Claude’s arms. 

Hoav ! ” (after all salutations and inquiries have been gone 
through,) “lot me introduce you to Major Campbell.” jsHid Tom 
wars presented to a tall and thin personage, who sat at the cabin 
table, bending over a microscope. 

“ Excuse my rising,” said he, holding out a left hand, for the 
rigid Avas busy. “ A single jar Avill give me ten minutes’ Avork 
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to do 


Mellot has often 


again. I am delighted to meet you: 

spoken to me of you as a man who has seen more, and faced 

death more carelessly, than most men.” 

“ Mellot flatters. Sir. Whatsoever I have done, I have given 

up being careless about death ; for I have some one beside my- 
self to live for.” 

“Married at last? has Diogenes found his Aspasia?” cried 
Claude. 

Tom did not laugh. 

“ Since my brothers died, Claude, the old gentleman has only 
me to look to. You seem to be a naturalist. Sir.” 

“A dabbler,” said the Major, with eye and hand still 

busy. 

“ I ought not to begin our acquaintance by doubting your 
word : but these things are no dabbler’s work and Tom pointed 
to some exquisite photographs of minute corallines, evidently 

taken under the microscope. 

“ They are Mellot’s.” 

“ Mellot turned man of science 1 


Impossible ! ” 
am tired of pa 


“No; only photographer. I am tired of painting nature 
clumsily, and then seeing a sun-picture out-do all my efibrts — so 
I am turned photographer, and have made a vow against painting 
for three years and a day.” 

“ Why, the photographs only give you light and shade.” 

“ They 'will give you colour, too, before seven years are over — 
and that is more than I can do, or any one else. No ; I yield to 
the new dynasty. The artist’s occupation is gone henceforth, 
and the painter’s studio, like ‘ all charms, must fly, at the mere 
touch of cold philosophy.’ So Major Campbell prepares tlio 
charming little cockyoly birds, and I call in the sun to immortalize 


them. ” 

“ And perfectly you are succeeding ! They are quite new to 
ine, recollect. When I left Melbourne, the art had hardly risen 
there above guinea portraits of bearded desperadoes, a nugget in 
one hand and a 50/. note in the other : but this is a new, and 
what a forward step for science ! ” 

“ You are a naturalist, then ?” said Campbell, looking u]3 with 
interest. 

“ All my profession are, more or less,” said Tom, carelessly ; 
“ and I have been , lucky enough here to fall on untrodden 
ground, and have hunted up a few sea-monsters this summer,” 

“ Eeally 1 You can tell one where to search then, and where 
to dredge, I hope. I have set my heart on a fortnight’s work 
here, and have been dreaming at night, like a child before a 

hydras, gorgona 
and chimeeras dire, fished up horn your western deeps.” 


Twelfth-night party, of all sorts of impossible 
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.1 have a party of the last gentleme: 


and SC®Coucm“ ' - 
alive on shore.” 

The Major’s face worked with almost childish deheht. 

i)ut 1 shall bo robbing you,*’ 

„v “ nothing, my dear Sir. I did very well, more- 
ei, Without them, for fivo-and-thirty years: and I mav do 
equally well for five-and -thirty more.” ^ 

I ought to he able to say the same, sui-ely,” answered the 

Major, composmg his lace again, and rising cai'efully. “ I have 

to thank you exceedingly, my dear Sir, for your prompt gene- 

losi y : hut it IS better discipline for a man, in many ways, to 

find things for hiniself than to have them put into hk hLds 

So with a thousand thanks, you shall let me see if I can dredge 
a lurhmolia for myself.” 

iJiis was spoken with so sweet and polished a modulation and 

yet so sadly and severely withal, that Tom looked at the speaker 
with interest. ^ 

lie was a very tall and powerful man, and would have been a 
very Handsome man, both in face and figure, but for the high 
cheekbone, long neck, and narrow shoulders, so often seen north 
ot Iwecd. His brow was very high and full ; his eyes— gi-ave, 
but very gentle, with large drooping ej^elids— were buried under 

grey eyebrows. His mouth was gentle as his eyes ; but 
compressed, jierliaps by the habit of conmiand, perliaps by secret 
soiio'w ; 01 of that, too, as well as of intellect and magnanimity, 
ihurua^ll thought he could discern the traces. His face wL 
bronzed by long exposure to the sim ; bis close-cut cm-ls, which 
had once been auburn, Avere fast turning white, though liis 
leatures looked those of a man under five-and-forty ; his cheeks 
Avere as smooth shaven as his chin. A right, self-possessed, 
valiant soldier he looked ; one ivlio could be very lovino- to 
little innocents, and very terrible to fuU-groAvn knaves. 

‘‘ You are practising at self-denial, as usual,” said Claude. 

“ Il^ecause I may, at any moment, Im^e to exercise it in earnest. 
Mr; ihurnall, can you tell me the name of this little glass arrow, 
which I just found shooting about in tlie sivecpiug net ? ” 

Tom did know the wonderful little link between the fish and 

tlie msect ; and the two chatted over its strange form, till the 
boat returned to take them ashore. 

“Do you make any stay here ?” 

“I purpose to spend a fortnight here in my fiivourite imrsuit^^ 

i must draw on youi’ kindness and knowledge of the place to 
pomt mo out lodgings.” 

Lodgings, as it befell, were to bo found, and good ones, close to 
r,iio beach, and away from tlie noise of the harbour, on Mrs. 
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Harvey’s first floor j for the local preacher, who generally occupied 
them, was away. 

“ But Major Campbell might dislike the noise of the school ? 
— “The school? What better music for a lonely old bachelor 

than children’s voices ? ” 

So, by sunset the Major was fairly established over Mrs. 
Harvey’s shop. It was not the place which Tom would have 
chosen; he was afraid of ‘^running over” poor Grace, if ho 
came in and out as often as he could have wished. Nevertheless, 
he accepted the Major’s invitation to visit him that very 

evening. 

“ I cannot ask you to dinner yet, Sir ; for my mdnage will be 
hardly settled : but a cup of coffee, and an exceedingly good 
cigar, I think my establishment may furnish you by seven 
o’clock to-night ; — if you think them worth walking down 

for.” 

Tom, of course, said something civil, and made his appearance 
in due time, lie found the coffee ready, and the cigars also ; 
but the Major was busy, in his shirt sleeves, unpacking and 
arranging jars, nets, microscopes, and what not of scientific 

lumber ; and Tom proffered his help. 

“ I am ashamed to make use of you the first moment that you 

become my guest.” 

“ I shall enjoy the mere handling of your tackle,” said Tom ; 
and began breaking the tenth commandment over almost every 
article he touched ; for everything was first-rate of its kind. 

“ You seem to have devoted money, as well as thought, plen- 
tifully to the pursuit.” 

“ I have little else to which to devote either ; and more of 
both than is, perhaps, safe for mo.” 

“ I shmdd hardly complain of a superfluity of thought, if 
superfluity of money was the condiiion of it.” 

“ Pray understand me. I am no Dives ; but I have learned 
to want so little, that I hardly know how to spend the little 
which I have.” 

“ I should hardly have called that an unsafe state.” 

“The penniless Faquir who lives on chance handfuls of rice 
has his dangers, as well as the rich Parsee who has his ventures 
out from Madagascar to Canton. Yes, I have often envied the 
schemer, the man of business, almost the man of pleasure ; their 
many wants at least absorb them in outward objects, instead of 
leaving them too easily satisfied, to sink in upon themselves, and 
waste away in useless dreams.” 

“You found out the best cure for that malady when you took 
up the microscope and the collecting-box.” 

“ So I fancied once. I took up natural history in India yeiu‘s 
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now ond n tvronnv I ™ 1 n V *“ o * P™"'® 

3, ™.i., JrrKS 

ii;r 

HT present st.andingy oint ; and we doctors shonW not kntw f 

tell us, wlnle we liavo not time to find them out for ourselves" 
tbic VOS non vobis — ” 

we have the pay; which is a 

\crj fair division of labour, considering tlie world we live in.” 

“ And have yon been skilful enough to make science pay you 
here, in such an out-of-the-way little world as that of Aberiva 

must be 1 ” 

“ She is a good stalking-horse anywhere;” and Tom detailed, 

V ith ]dcuty ol humour, the effect of his microscope and his lec- 
ture on t,hc dro]is of water, Eut his wit seemed so much lost on 

fainjibcll, that he at last stopped almost short, not quite sure 
tliid he had not taken a liberty. 

^ 0 ; go on, I beg you ; and do not fancy that I am not 
interested and amused too, because my laughing muscles are a 
little stiff fi'oiu want of use. Perhaps, too, I am apt to take 
things too much an grand sh'ieux ; but I could not help think- 
ing, while you were speaking, how sad it was that people were 
t lerly ignorant of matters so vitally necessary to health.” 

“And ], perhaps, ought not to jest over the subject: but, 
indeed, with cholera staring us in the face here, I must indulge 
in some emotion; and as it is improfessional to weep, I must 
laugh as long as I dare.” 

'J'he i\rajor dropped his coffee-cup upon the floor, and lookec 
at 'J'luirnall with so horrified a gaze, that Tom could hardb 
believe him to be the same man. Then recollecting himself. In 
darted down upon the remains of liis cup ; and looking U] 

“ A thousand jiardons ; but — did 1 hear you aright 

cholera staring us in the face?” 

“ How can it be otherwise? It is drawing steadily on fron 

the eastward week by week ; and, in the present state of tin 

town, nothing but some miraculous caprice of Dame Fortune i 

can dcliA'cr us.” _ . rr lu ^ 

“Don’t talk of Fortune, Sir! at such a moment. lalKO 

God 1 ” said the Major, rising from his chair, and pacing thi 

room. “ It is too horrible ! Intolerable ! ^^Tien do you expec 

“ wwiin the month, perhaps,-hardly before. I should hav 
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vranied you of tho danger, I assure you, had I not understood 

from you that you were only going to stay a fortnight.” 

The Major made an impatient gesture. 

— ^‘Do you fancy that I am afraid for myself? No ; hut tlie 

thought of its coming to — ^to the poor people in tho town, you 
know. It is too dreadful. I have seen it in India— among my 
own men — among the natives. Good heavens, I never shall 
forget — and to meet the fiend again here, of all places in the 
world ! I fancied it so clean and healthy, swept by fresh sea- 

breezes.” 

“ And by nothing else. A half-hour’s walk round would 
convince you, Sir; I onlj’- wisli that you could persuade his 
lordship to accompany you.” 

“ Scoutbush ? Of course he will, — he shall, — ^he must. Good 
heavens! whose concern is it more than his? You think, then, 
^ that there is a chance of staving it off — by cleansing, I mean ? ” 

“ If we have heavy rains during the next week or two, yes. 
If this drought last, better leave ill alone ; we shall only pro- 
voke the devil by stirring him up.” 

“ You speak confidently,” said the Major, gradually regaining 
his own self-possession, as he saw Tom so self-possessed. “ Have 
you — allow me to ask so important a question — have you seen 
much of cholera ? ” 

“ I have worked through tliree. At Paris, at St. Petersburgh, 
and in the West Indies : and I have been thinking up my old 
experience for the last six weeks, foreseeing what would come.” 

“ I am satisfied. Sir ; perhaps I ought to ask your pardon for 
the question.” 

“Not at all. How can you trust a man, unless you know 
him ? ” 

“And you expect it within the month? You shall go with 
mo to Lord Scoutbush to-morrow, and — and now we will talk of 

^ something more pleasant.” And he began again upon the 
zoophites. 

Tom, as they chatted on, could not help wondering at the 

Major’s unexpected passion ; and could not help remarking, also, 

that in spite of his desire to be agreeable, and to interest his 

guest in his scientific discoveries, he was yet distraught, and 

full of other thoughts. What could be the meaning of it ? ’ Was 

it mere excess of human sympathy ? The countenance hardly 

betokened that : but still, who can trust altogether the expres- 

^ sion of a weather-hardened visage of forty-five ? So the Doctor 

80t it down to tenderness of heart, till a fresh vista opened 
on him. 

Major Campbell, he soon found, was as fond of insects as of 
saa-monstora : and he began inquiring about the woods, tho 


256 


THE CRUISE OF THE WATERWITCH. 


heaths, the climate ; which seemed to the Doctor, for a Iona 

A- Al • Al J^ i* « • ii • ® 


time, to mean nothing more than the question Avhich he put 
plainly, “Where have I a chance of rare insects?" 


But he 

seemed, after a while, to be trying to learn the geography of the- 
parish in detail, and especially of the gi’ound round Vavasour’s 
house. 


“ However, its no business oi mine/’ thought Thurnall 
and told him all he wanted, till 


“Then the house lies quite in the bottom of the glen? Is 


there a good fall to the stream 


Thurnall shook his head. 


for a stream I suppose there is ? ’’ 


“Cold boggy stewponds in the 
garden, such as our ancestors loved, damming up the stream. 
They must needs have fish in Lent, we know ; and paid the 
penalty of it by ague and fever." 

“ Stewponds damming up the stream ? Scoutbush ought to 
drain them instantly !’’ said the Major, half to himself. 
still the house lies high — with regard to the town, I mean. No 
chance of malaria coming up ? ’’ 

“ Upon my word. Sir, as a professional man, that is a thing 
that I dare not sav. The chan 


great — the 


two hundred yards from the nearest cottage : but if there be an 
east wind— 


}7 


“ I cannot bear this anv longer. 


It is perfect madness ! ’’ 


“I trust, Sir, that you do not think that I have neglected the 


avasour. 


)} 


matter. I have pointed it all out, I assure you, to IMr 
“ And it is not altered ? ’’ 

“ I believe it is to be altered — that is — the truth is, Sir, that 


^^r. Vavasour shrinks so much from the very notion of cholera, 
that— 


>1 


“ That he docs not like to do anything "which may look like 
believing in its possibility ? ” 

“ He says,’’ quoth Tom, parrying the question, but in a some- 
what dry tone, “that he is afraid of alarming Mrs. Vavasour and 
the servants.” 

Tlie jMajor said sometliing under his breath, which Tom did 
not catch, and then, in an appeased tone of voice — 

“Well, that is at least a fault on the right side. Idrs. 
Vavasour’s brother, as owner of the place, is of coui'se the proper 
person to make the house fit for habitation.” And he relapsed 
into silence, while Thurnall, who suspected more than met the 
ear, rose to depart. 

“Are you going? It is not late; not ten o’clock yet.” 

“ A medical man, who may be called up at any moment, must 
make sure of his ‘ beauty sleep.’ ” 

“ I will walk with you, and smoke my last cigar.” 

So they went out, and up to Ilealo’s. Tom went in : but he 
observed that his companion, after standing awhile in the street 
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toesolutely, went on np the and, ae far ae he oould eee, 

ae he put matters tonights m 
surgery ere going al most other 

St '^hri,'tUgh, if ijan do itjonoum^ ijor 

-ret “ 

one which he need ho ashamed o . _ :_and what 


human natur 



"“M/a*Zr“lrwards the Major returned, took the can^e 
from toce, who was sitting up for Mm -d W upstaus with 
a ffPTitle “ good-night,” but without looking at her. 

He sat down at the open window, and looked out leaning on 

WeU I was too late ; I daresay there was some purpose in 
it When shall I learn to believe that God takes better care o 

Lr ceS, wl could be trusted with a secret: yet I had 
Ser that he had not mine. It is my o.m fault, like every tog 
else ! FooUsh old fellow that you are, fretting and fussing to 
the end ! Is not that scene a message from above, saying. Be 

still Q-nd know thcit I 8;iii God. ? t* 4 . "u « 

And the Major looked out upon the summer sea, lit by a 

million globes of Hving fire, and then upon the waves which 

broke in flame upon the beach, and then up to the spanned 

^^T^at^do I know of these, with aU my knowing ? Not even 
a twentieth part of those medusae, or one in each thousand of 
those sparks among the foam. Perhaps I need not know, ^d 
vet why was the thirst awakened in me, save to be satisfied at 
last 1 Perhaps to become more intense, with every fresh dehcio^ 

draught of kLwledge Heath, beautto wise, kind death 

when wiU you come and tell me what I want to know 1 I courted 
you once and many a time, brave old Death only to give rest to 
the weary. That was a coward’s wish, and so you would not 

come. I ran you cxose in Affghanistan, 

Sobraon too, I was not far behind you ; ^ and I thought I had 
you safe among that jungle grass at Aliwal; but you slipped 
through my hand— I was not worthy of you. And now 1 will 
not hunt you any more, old Death : do you bide your time, and 
I mine ; though who knows if I may not meet you here 1 
when vou come, give me not rest, but work Give work to tho 
idle freedom to the chained, sight to tho blind t —Tell me a little 
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about finer things than zoophytes — perhaps about the zoophytes 
as well — and you shall still be brave old Death, my good camp< 
comrade now for many a year.” 

AVas Major Campbell mad? That depends upon the way^uP* 
which the reader may choose to define the adjective. 

****** 

Meanwhile Scoutbush had walked into Penalva Court — 
where an affectmg scene of reconciliation took place ? 

Not in the least. Scoutbush kissed Lucia, shook hands with 
Elsley, hugged the children, and then settled himself in an arm- 
chair, and talked about the weather, exactly as if he had been 
running in and out of the house every week for the last three 
years, and so the matter was done ; and for the first time a 
jyai'tie carree was assembled in the dining-room. 

The evening passed off at first as imcomfortably as it could, 
where three out of the four were well-bred people. Elsley was, 
of coiu'se, shy before Lord Scoutbush, and Scoutbush was equally 
shy before Elsle}'^, though as civil as possible to him; for the 
little fellow stood in extreme awe of Elsley’s talents, and was 
afraid of opening his lips before a poet. Lucia Avas nervous for 
both their sakes, as Avell she might be; and Valencia had to 
make all the talking, and succeeded capitally in drawing out 
both her brother and her brother-in-laAv, till both of them found 
-the other, on the Avhole, more like other people than he had 
expected. The next morning’s breakfast, therefore, was easy 
and gracious enough ; and Avhen it Avas oA^er, and Lucia fled to 

household matters — 

“ You smoke, VaAnsour? ” asked Scoutbush. 

Vavasour did not smoke. 

“ Eoally ? I thought poets ahvays smoked. You Avill not 
forbid my liaAring a cigar in your garden, ncA'^ertheless, I sup- 
pose ? Do AAnllc round AAuth me, too, and show me the place, ' 

unless you are going to be busy.” 

Oh no ; Elsley was at Lord Scoutbush’s service, of course, 

and had really nothing to do. So out they AAnnt. 

“ Charming old pigeon-hole it is,” said its oAvner. “ I have 
not seen it since I Avent into the Guards. Campbell says it’s 
a shame of me, and so it is one, I suppose ; but how beautiful 
you have made the garden look ! ” 

“ Lucia is very fond of gardening,” said Elsley, Avho was very 
fond of it also, and had great taste therein ; but he was afiuid _ 
to confess any such tastes before a man Avho, he thought, would 
not understand him. 

“ And that fine old wood — full of cocks it used to be — I 
hope you Avorked it well, last year.” 


TH 
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lasley 


had 


'^*PleZ of cooto,” said his guest, correcting him ; “ hut for 

“^1 “l ^*h’l“ad^ ’TlSh heitiiy,” said he, in a cond- 

to me, ‘ so common in the world, I wonder how none 

that they are an article which is for sale, if 

Zd U "couldn’t afford to buy, mth this Irish 
Ana n mey wei , _ _ . I wanted 

VOTl would. Wisll % Of COTirtoO 

a.-„ , to, .t "»• 

riBUtlh,. tltog, than I i hare ,d™,, left 

“ Nothing, I assure you, Lord bcoutDusn. xn j 


Estates 


those matters to Mr. Tardrew. 

Ah. my dear fellow, you — — - I tnow, and I 


He is such 


a screw, as all honest stewards are. 

“f. - ^h: ^d ’ 

just as if you were landlord in iact Delighted to 
S: min of Tast^U^Jiu can improve the place 

*“''“Tiure you. Lord Scouthush, I need nothing, nor does the 

S^dtoXlii, p^g out another of 
hut the Viscount’s frankness and 

r" exq:SitI°retreat 

".!:Zh"'! orCcia could haye f-ci^":^ 

and more— not to trouble you by asking for httle matters wbim 

’"S!‘l,Vto;tS'Ld < a.* 


Lord 
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T yo” really must not ‘ lord ’ me any more 

1 h<it(- it, T niiist lin T\loii-» V 1 " 


, I must 1,0 plain Scoutb;:h her;aZng“L o”^ 

Guards’ mess-room. And m for 


0Wlli< 

11. la we tnat are in your debt—to spa 
my sister so happy, and such beautiful children and so well inn 

-and alto«other-.a„d Valenok so deliglded^th 

having hoisted as he considered, the flag of peace once and for 
all and very glad that the thing ivas over. ” 

Jlslsley was going to say something in return : but bis fmest 
turned the conversation as fast as be could. “ And now T Ww 

you want to he busy, though you are too civil To conCs I’t a^id 

hifirscolVmfif f accoMtsV-H, 


was his own child. Good-bye." pedant-just as if I 

“ Where are you going, Frederick?” caUed Lucia from 

andloo/ interview anxiously enoimh 

■md could see that it bad ended well. ^ ’ 


A°n at tlic farm: do you want anythinrr?’' 

S; c’,:S '.i™ -“S- >1 1"3 

ont'oVtC*i‘° Major Campbell,” said Valencia, trippin« 

houi aeo 1 I wiU undertake to say th.at be was np at 


four this morning.” 


“ He waits to be invited, I suppose,” said Scoutbush. 

I supi:)ose I must do it,” said Elsley to himself, sighinc. 

1th me. Of course you will ! You do not know whatlT 


1 aX* 1 n . J.UU UU llOt Know ' 

dehglitful person he is, when once you can break the ice.” 


Elsley, like most vain men, was of a jealous tem'ner • and 
V .ilencia s eagerness to see M.ajor CampbeU jarred on bL ' He 

Sh“ .T31 :2s,r»:3 rc'"T 


Elsley, especially when ■ti;^ 

own position is not VftTV .df.rrrncY tlloil 


own 

nf ink or 7 '" ' 4 "^ insimctiveiy a defiant fear 
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bojcastic fellow, before whom he must be at the pains of being 
continually on his guard. Ho wished him a hundred miles away. 
However, there was no refusing Valencia anything ; so he got his 
'^iSt, but with so bad a grace, that Valencia saw his chagrin, and 
from mere naughtiness of heart amused herself with it by talking 

aU the way of nothing but Major CampbeU. 

“ And Lucia,” she said at last, “ will be so glad to see him 
again. We knew him so weU, you know, in Eaton Square years 

ago.” 

“ Keally,” said Elsley, wincing, “ I never met him there.” He 
recollected that Lucia had expressed more pleasure at Major 
Campbell’s coming than even at that of her brother ; and a dark, 
undefined phantom entered his heart, which, though he would 
have been too proud to confess it to himself, was none other 
than jealousy. 

^ « Oh — did you not ? Ho ; it was the year before we first 

knew you. And we used to laugh at him together, behind his 
back, and christened him the wild Indian, because he was so 
gauche and shy. He was a major in the Indian army then: but 
a few months afterwards he sold out, went into the line — no one 
could tell why, for he threw away very brilliant prospects, they 
say, and might have been a general by now, instead of a mere 
major stilL But he is so improved since then; he is like an 
elder brother to Scoutbush ; guides him in everything. I call 
him the blind man, and the major his dog ! ” 

“ So much the worse,” thought Elsley, who disliked the notion 
of Campbell’s having power over a man to whom he was indebted 
for his house-room : but by this time they were at Mrs. Harvey’s 
door. 

Mrs. Harvey opened it, curtseying to the very ground: and 
Valencia ran upstairs, and knocked at the sitting-room door 
herself. 

“fc . “ Come in,” shouted a pre occupied voice inside. 

“ Is that a proper way in which to address a lady, Sir ? ” 
answered she, putting in her beautiful head. 

Major Campbell was sitting, Elsley could see, in his sliirt 
sleeves, cigar in mouth, bent over his microscope : but instead 
of the unexpected prim voice, he heard a very gay and arch one 
answer, “ Is that a proper way in which to come peeping into an 
old bachelor’s sanctuary. Ma’am 1 Go away this moment, till I 
make myself fit to be seen.” 

Valencia shut the door again, laughing. 

“ You seem very intimate with Major Campbell,” said Elsley. 

“ Intimate ? I look on him as my father almost How, may 
we come in 1 ” said she, knocking again in pretty petulance . “I 
want to introduce Mr. Vavasour.” 
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I shall be only too happy,” said the Major, opening his door 
(this time with his coat on) ; “ there are few persons in the world 
whom 1 have more wished to know than Mr. Vavasour.” And he 
held out his hand, and quite led Elsley in. He spoke in a tone 
of grave interest, looking intently at Elsley as he spoke. Valencia 
remarked the interest — Elsley only the compliment. 

“ It is a great kindness of you to call on me so soon,” said he. 

“ I met Mrs. Vavasour several times in years past; and though 

1 saw very little of her, I saw enough to long much for the 

acquaintance of the man who has been worthy to become her 
husband.” 

Elsley blushed, for his conscience smote him a little at that 
word “ worthy,” and muttered some common-place civility in 
return. V alencia saw it, and attributing it to his usual awkward- 
ness, drew off the conversation to herself. — . 


“ Really, Major Campbell ! You bring in Mr. Vavasour, and 
let me walk behind as I can ; and then let me sit three whole 
minutes in your house without deigning to speak to me !” 

“ Ah ! my dear Queen Whims !” answered he, returning sud- 
denly to his gay tone ; “and how have you been misbehaving 
yourself since we met last ? ” 

“ I have not been misbehaving myself at all, mon cher Saint 
P^re, as Mr. Vavasour will answer for me, during the most 
delightful fortnight I ever spent !” 

“ Delightful indeed !” said Elsley, as he was bound to say : but 
Jie said it with an earnestness which made the Major fix his eyes 
on him. “ Why should he not find any and every fortnight as 
delightfid as his last?” said he to himself; but now Valencia 
began bantering him about his books and his animals ; wanting 
to look through Iris microscope, pulling off her hat for the purpose, 
laughing when her curls blinded her, letting them blind her in 
order to toss them back in the prettiest way, jesting at him about 
“ liis old fogies ” at the Linnccan Society ; clapping her hands i 
ecstasy when he answered that they were not old fogies at all, 
but the most charming set of men in England, and that (with no 
ofTence to the name of Scoutbush) he was prouder of being an 
E.L.S., than if he were a peer of the realm, — and so forth; all 
which harmless pleasantry made Elsley cross, and more cross — • 
first, because he did not mix in it ; next, because he could not 
mix in it if he tried. He liked to be always in the seventh 

heaven ; and if other people were anywhere else, he thought them 
bores. 

At last, — “ How, if you will be good for five minutes,” said the 
Major, “I win show you something really beautiful.” 

an see that,” answered she, with the most charming impu- 
“ in another glass besides your magnifying one.” 



dence, 



r 
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), and see what an exquisite 
' dream j and which behaves 
than the world of which 3 


'dX0CiIlX 1 

When Campbell spoke in that way, Valencia was good at once; 
and as she went obediently to the microscope, she whispered, 

“ Don’t be angry with me, mon Saint P^re.” 

“ Don’t be naughty, then, ma chere enfant,' whispered he ; for 

ho saw something about Elsley’ s face which gave him a painful 


suspicion. 

She looked long, and then lifted up her head suddenly Do 
come and look, Mr. Vavasour, at this exquisite little glass fairy, 
like— I cannot tell what like, but a pure spirit hovering in some 


nun’s dream ! Come ! ” 

- Elsley came, and looked; and when he looked he started, for 
it was the very same zoophyte which Thurnall had shown him 

on a certaiu memorable day. 

“ Where did you find the fairy, mon Saint P^re 1 
“ I had no such good fortune. Mr. Thurnall, the doctor, gave 


it me.” 

“ Thurnall ? ” said she, while Elsley kept still looking, to hide 
cheeks which were growing very red. “ He is such a clever man, 
they say. WTiere did you meet him ? I have often thought of 
asking Mr. Vavasour to invite him up for an evening with his 
microscope. He seems so superior to the people round him. It 
would be a charity, really, IVlr. Vavasour.” 

“ Vavasour kept his eyes fixed on the zoophyte, and said,— 

“ I shall be only too delighted, if you wish it.” 

“ You will wish it yourself a second time,” chimed in Camp- 
bell, “ if you try it once. Perhaps you know nothing of him 
but professionally. Unfortunately for professional men, that too 
often happens.” 

“ Know anything of him — 1 1 I assure you not, save that he 
attends Mrs. Vavasour and the children,” said Vavasour, looking 
up at last : but with an expression of anger which astonished 
both Valencia and Campbell. 

Campbell thought that he was too proud to allow rank as a 
gentleman to a country doctor; and despised him from that 
moment, though, as it happened, unjustly. But he answered 


quietly,— 

“ I assure you, that whatever some country practitioners may 
be, the average of them, as far as I have seen, are cleverer men, 
and even -of higher tone than their neighbours ; and Thurnall is 
beyond the average ; he is a man of the world, — even too much 
of one, — and a man of science ; and I fairly confess that, what 
with his wit, his savoir vivre, and his genial good temper, I have 
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^en in love with him in a single evening : we began last 

low ^swTlT; 

LOW 1 snoula like to makfn a fViv'v./^ i >* 


a good deal of sober- 
shall 


TT,, 11 V V V — ^ saan not 

So 3ocrets_ together. 


)} 


Simple 


unnecessary. 


his 


to pass off Tom-s want of ortbodo;;. ’ ‘ aiterwaras, 

“ I was a babbler then,” said be to himself the next moment ■ 
how imio.h Vipfw 4 .^ : 1 11 , ^ ixvjLb momeni. 


a 


A 1 . -fUnply **V.*VA joAjr uvuiyuo : 

said / ^T"' ^ os women,” 

M never seen before. A^H.at was it J_A11 that 


countenance 


, ux cL irmn iiTinniP tn 

Xef tbS Th“*'‘' lTn the 

t< a/ J Thurnall had betrayed his secret. 

to <mlL cried Campbell, of course unable 

o ss the truth, and supposing vaguely that he was “ill •” 

nn^ sun has overpowered you ” (the only 

o (Vavasour w.as actually reeling with rage and terror) 

and I will run up to ThumaU’s for salvolatile.” ’’ 

tlsley who thought him the most consummate of hypocrites 
ca.st on ^ a look which he intended to have been iritherincr’ 

oUier^'*^^*'^ the two staring at each 


1 incUnod to laugh, knowing EIsley’s petu- 

beTqu“t ' impossibUity of guessing a cause kept 

Major CampbeU stood for fuU live minutes ; not as 
astounded, but as one in deep and anxious thought. 

last, y bt:rtheyue:ce“'‘‘"’ 


“ I'bat there are more whims in the world tlian youi-s dear 
Queen V^ums ; and I fear darker ones. Let us walk up to- 

getber after this man. I have offended him.” ^ 

“ Nonsense ! I dare say he ivanted to get home to ivrite 

poetp, as you did not praise what he had written. I know his 
vanity and flightiness. ” a xno w ms 

“ ’^0“ ^ * ” ashed he quickly, in a painful tone. “ However 
and make things right, for the salce of-for everybody's 
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“ Then do not ask me anything. Lucia loves him intensely, 
and let that he enough for us.” 

The Major saw the truth of the last sentence no more than 
-Valencia herself did ; for Y alencia would have been gM enough 
to pour out to him, with every exaggeration, her sister s woes 
and wrongs, real and fancied, had not the sense of her own folly 
with Yavasour kept her silent and conscience-stricken. 

Yalencia remarked the Major’s pained look as they walked up 

the street. , . 

“ You dear conscientious Saint P^re, why wiU you fret yoin- 

self about this foolish matter 1 He will have forgotten it all m 

an hour ; I know him well enough.” 

Major CampbeU was not the sort of person to admiM hdsiey 

the more for throwing away capriciously such deep passion as he 

had seen him show, any more than for showing the same. 

“ He must be of a very volatile temperament. 

“ Oh, aU geniuses are.” 

“I have no respect for genius, Miss St. Just i I do not even 
acknowledge its existence when there is no strength and steadi- 
ness of character. H any one pretends to be more than a man, 
he must begin by proving himself a man at alL Genius ? Give 
me common sense and common decency ! Hoes he give Mrs. 
Yavasour, pray, the benefit of any of these pretty flights of 

genius?” 0*4. 

Yalencia was frightened. She had never heard her bamt 

P^re speak so severely and sarcastically ; and she feared that if 

ho knew the truth, he would be terribly angry. She had never 

seen hiTn angry but she knew well enough that that passion, 

when it rose in him in a righteous cause, would be very awful 

to see ; and she was one of those women who always grow angry 

when they are frightened. So she was angry at his calling her 

Miss St. Just j she was angry because she chose to think he was 

_ talking at her ; though she reasonably might have guessed it, 

seeing that he had scolded her a hundred tunes for want of 

steadiness of character. She was more angry than aU, because 

she knew that her own vanity had caused — at least disagreement 

— between Lucia and Elsley. All which (combined with her 

oatural wish not to confess an unpleasant truth about her sister) 

justified her, of course, in answering, — 

“ Miss St. Just does not intrude into the secrets of her sister’s 
married life ; and if she did, she would not repeat them.” 

Major Campbell sighed, and walked on a few moments in 

silence, then, — 

“ Pardon, Miss St. Just ; I asked a rude question, and I am 
sorry for it.” 

“Pardon vou. mv dear Saint Pke?” cried she. almost catch- 
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lug at his hand. “ ]N'ever I I must either believe you infallible 
or hate you eternally. It is 1 that was naughty ; I always am : 
but you will forgive Queen Whims?” 

‘‘ mo could help it ? " said the Major, in a sad, sweet tone. 
“ But here is the postman. May I open my letters ? ” 

“You may do as you like, now you have forgiven me. Whv 
what is it,, mon Saint P^re ? ” 

A sudden shock of horror had passed over the Major’s face, as 
he read his letter : but it had soon subsided into stately calnn 

“ A gallant officer, whom we and aU the world knew well, is 
dead of cholera, at his post, where a man should die. . . . And 
my dear IVIiss St. Just, we are going to the Crimea.” ’ 

“ We ? — you ] ” 

“ Yes. The expedition will really sail, I find.” 

“ But not you ? ” 

“ I shall offer my services. My leave of absence will, in any 

case, end on the first of September ; and even if it did not, my 

health is quite enough restored to enable me to walk up to 
a cannon’s mouth.” * 

“ Ah, mon Saint P^rc, what words are these ? ” 

“ The words of an old soldier. Queen Whims, who has been 

so long at his trade that he has got to take a strange pleasure 
in it.” 

“ In killing ? ” 

“ JSlo ; only in the chance of . But I will not cast an 

unnecessary shadow over your bright soul. There wiU be 
shadows enough over it soon, without my help.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ That you, and thousands more as delicate, if not as fair as 
you, will see, ere long, what the realities of human life are; and 
in a way of which you have never dreamed.” 

And he murmured, half to himself, the words of the prophet, 
— •“ ‘ Thou saidst, I shall sit as a lady for ever : but these two- 
things shall come upon thee in one day, Avidowhood and the loss 
of children. They shall even come upon thee,’ — Ho ! not in 
their fulness ! There are noble elements beneath the crust, 
which will come out all the purer from the fire ; and we shali 
have heroes and heroines rising up among us as of old, sincere 
and earnest, ready to face their work, and to do it, and to call 
all things by their right names once more ; and Queen Whims 
herself will become what Queen Whims might be ! ” 

Valencia was awed, as well she might have been ; for there 
was a very deep sadness about Campbell’s voice. 

“ You think there will be def disasters 1” said she, at 

last. 

“ How can I tell ? That we arc wiiat we always were, I 
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dotibt not. 


will 


But we owe 


re sliall pay it. 

’ It^Wd te nS^rperhaps, eaay. to Major 

distmct expMtation of those mistakes wlneh have 

been due to his habitual melancholy ; his strong hehef 
world was, deeply diseased, and that some terrible P’^ation 
would surely come, when it was needed. But it is 
again, to conceive that those errors were alto^ther 
by many an ofacer of Campbell’s experience and thoughtfulness 
“ We will talk no more of it just now. And they walked 

up to Penalva Court, seriously enough. . , . , icToirtw 

Well, Scoutbush, any letters from town ? said the Major. 

‘‘Yes.’’ 


“ You have heard what has happened at D 


- "Barracks ] ” 


“ Yes.” 

“You had better take care then, that the like of it does not 
happen here.” 

“Yes. rU tell you all presently. Have you heard from 

head-quarters]” x j. i i. 4. 

“ Yes ; aU right,” said Scoutbush, who did not like to let out 
the truth before Valencia. 

Campbell saw it, and signed to him to speak out. ^ 

“ All right ]” asked Valencia. “ Then you are not going ] 

“ Ay, but I am ! Orders to join my regiment by the first of 
OctobOT, and to be shot as soon afterwards as is fitting for the 
honour of my country. So, Miss Val, you must be quick in 
making good friends with the heir-at-law ; or else you won t get 

your bills paid any more.” i i tj. 

“ Oh, dear, dear ! ” And Valencia began to cry bitterly, it 

to- was her first real sorrow. 

Strangely enough. Major Campbell, instead of try mg to com- 
fort her, took Scoutbush out with him, and left her alone with 
her tears. He could not rest till he had opened the whole 


cholera question. 

Scoutbush was honestly shocked. 

iti 


mo 


f ^ 1 V n V 

No one had ever told him that the cholera had really been 

there before, mat could he do ] Send for Thurnall ? 

Tom was sent for ; and Scoutbush found, to his horror, that 

what little he could have ever done ought to have been done 
three months ago, with Lord Minchampstead’s improvements at 

Pentre 


ochyn. 


down, and wrung 
h i m the truth 
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himself for lotting the cottages go out of his power ; he cursed 
A, B, and C, for taking the said cottages off his hands ; he 
cursed up, he cursed do^m, he cursed all around, things which 
ought to have been cursed, and things which really ought not — 
for half of the worst sanatory sinners, in this blessed age of 


ignorance, yclept of progress and science, (how our grandchildren 
will laugh at the epithets !) are utterly unconscious and guiltless 



ones. 

But cursing leaves him, as it leaA'^es other men, very much 
where he had started. 

To do him justice, he was in one thing a true nobleman, for 
be was above all pride ; as are most men of rank, who know 
what theii’ ovui rank means. It is only the upstart, unaccus- 
tomed to his new eminence, who stands on his dignity, and 

“ asserts his power.” _ ' 

So Scoutbush begged humbly of Thurnall only to tell him 

what he could do. 

“You might use your moral influence, my lord.” 

“ Moral influence 1 ” in a tone which implied naively enough, 
“ I’d better get a little morals myself before I talk of using the 

same.” 

“ Your position in the parish — ” 

“ My good Sir ! ” quoth Scoutbush in his shrewd way ; “ do 
you not know yourself what these fine fellows who were ready 
yesterday to kiss the dust off my feet would say, if I asked leave 
to touch a single hair of their rights? — ‘Tell you what, my 
lord j we pays you your rent, and you takes it. Y ou mind yoiu* 
business, and we’ll mind our’n.’ You forget that times are 
changed since my seventeenth progenitor was lord of life and 

limb over man and maid in Aberalva.” 

“ And since your seventeenth progenitor took the troubk to 

live at Penalva Court,” said Campbell, “ instead of throwing 
away what little moral influence he had by going into th^ 
Guards, and spending his time between Eotten Bow and Cowes.” 

“ Hardly fair, Major Campbell!” quoth Tom; “you forget 
that in the old times, if the Lord of Aberalva was responsible 
for his people, he had also by law the power of making them 

obey him.” 

“ The long and the short of it is, then,” said Scoutbush, a 

little tartly, “ that I can do nothing.” 

“ You can put to-rights the cottages which are still in your 

hands, my lord. Tor the rest, my only remaining hope lies in 

the last person whom one would usually depute on such an 

errand.’' 

“ Who is that ?” 

“ The schoolmistress.” 
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“ T1i 6 who ^ QSkotl ScOUthUSh. IrkrIfroQ ” 

“ Se schoolmistress ; at whoso house hil stelngo 

And Tom told them, succinctly , enough t j y 

assertiom advise you to ask Air. 

an"s Tplnion wdl 

be aU the more honest.” >> • i Qnr>nfhn<?'h • “I 

“ Sho must he a wonderful woman, said Scouthush , 


‘ ‘ I passed a lovely girl on the 

" '■ Lovely girls are 


should like to see her.’ 

And ju vvyw, — — i i? * 4 - 

stans last night, and thought no more of it. 
common enough in West Country por s. 

“ We’ll go and see her,” quoth Ins lordsmp. 

Meanwhile, Aheralva pier was astonished by a strange pheno- 
menon. A boat from the yacht landed at the pier-head, not 
only Claude Mellot, whose heard was an object of wonder to 
the^ fishermen, but a tall three-legged box and a little black 
tent; wliich, being set upon the pier, became the scene of 
various mysterious operations, carried on hy Claude and a sailor 

^ ‘‘ I sav ' ” quoth one of the fishing elders, after long suspicious 
silence; “* I say, lads, this won’t do. We can’t have no out- 
landish foreigners taking observations here !” 

And then dropped out one mid suspicion after another. 

“ Maybe he’s surveying for a raUroad ? ” 

“ Maybe he’s from the Trinity House, going to make a new 
harbour ; or maybe a light-house. And then we’d better not 

meddle wi’ him.” ^ , i. i 

“ I’ll tell you what he be. He s that here government chap 

as the Doctor said he’d bring doivn to set our drains right.” 

“ If he goes meddling with our drains, and knocking of our 

back-yards about, he’ll find himself over quay before he’s done.” 

“ Steady ! steady ! He come with my loord, mind.” 

“ He might a’ taken in his loordship, and be a Koossian spy 

to the bottom of him after aU. They mak’ munselves up into 

ill manner of disguisements, specially beards. I’ve seed the 

Koossians with their boards many a time. 

“ Maybe ’tis witchcraft. Look to mun, putting mun’s head 

under that black bag now ! He’m after no good, I’ll warrant. 

If they be’nt works of darkness, what be V* 

“ Leastwise he’m no right to go spying here on our quay, and 
never ax with your leave, or by your leave. 1 11 just goo mak 

mun out.” 

And Claude who had just retreated into his tent, had the 
pleasure of finding the curtain suddenly withdrawn, and as a 
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ilood of light rusliGcl in, spoiling liis daguerreotype plate, hearing 

a voice as of a sleepy bear — 

“ Ax your pardon, Sir j but what be you arter here? 

“Murder! shut tlie screen!” But it was too late; and 

Claude came out, while the eldest-born of Anak stood sternly 

inquiring, — 

“ I say, what be you arter here, mak’ so boold ? 

“ Taking sun-pictures, my good sir ; and you have spoilt one 

for me.” 

“ Sun-picturs, saith a?” in a very incredulous tone.^ 

“ Daguerreotypes of the place for Lord Scoutbush. 
u Ohi— if it’s his lordship’s ^nsh, of course ! Only things^ is 

very well as they arc, and needs no mending, thank God. Only, 
ax pardon. Sir. You see, we don’t generally aUow no interfermg 
on our pier without lave, Sir ; the pier being ouim, we pays for 
the repairing. So, if his lordship intends making of alterations, 

he’d better to have spoken to us iii-st.” 

“ Alterations?” said Claude, laughing; “ the place is far too 

lU'ctty to need any improvement.” 

“ Glad you think so, Sir ! But whatever be you alter heie? 

“ Takiu" views ! I’m a painter, an artist ! ITl take your 
portrait, if°you like !” said Claude, laughing more and more. 

“ Bless my heart, Avhat vules we be 1 ’Tis a paainter gentle- 
man, lads !” roared he. * 

“ AMiat on earth did you take me for ? A Eussian spy ? 

The elder shook his head ; grinned solemnly ; and peace was 
concluded. “ We’m old-fashioned folks here, you see. Sir; and 
don’t like no new-fangled meddlecomes. You’ll excuse us; 
you’ni very welcome to do what you like, and glad to see you 
here.” Aaid the old fellow made a stately bow, and moved 

awav. i . 1 >11 

“ Xo, no ! you must stay and have your portrait taken; you U 
make a fine pictine.” 

“ Hum ; might ha’, they used to say, thirty years agone ; 1 m 
over old now. Still, my old wmman might like it. Make sc 

bold, Sir, but what’s your charge ? ” 

“ I charge nothing. Live minutes’ talk with an honest man 

wfill pay me.” , r 

“ Hum : if you’d a let me pay you. Sir, w^ell and good ; but 1 

maunt talce up your time for nought ; that’s not fair.” 

However, Claude prevailed, and in ten nimutes he had aU 
the sailors on the quay round him ; and one after another came 
forward blushing and grinning to be “ taken off.” Soon the 
children gathered romid, and wdien Valencia and Major Camp- 
bell came on the pier, they found Claude in the midst of 
a ring of little dark-hahed angels ; while a dozen honest fellow^s 
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grinned when their own visages appeared, ana ^ 

were out at sea. And in the nridst little Claude 

jbke'l, and told good stories, and ga,ve himse P* . . yi 

L sWheanSl fellow to ‘fee i«e of 

earned from one and all the character 


town 


But 


Qjsijor^' 

held UD a warninff nana. xi« xittu.jixou 

piece,— fealf-a-dozen of tfee prettiest cfeUdren, sitting ^®"^tfe a 

kings^ round were promising tfeem rock and buUseyes, if tfeey 

would only sit stiU like “gude maids. i arirl 

' But at Valencia’s coming the children all looked round, and 

lumped up and curtsied, and then were afraid to sit doivn again. 

“You have spoilt my grou]!. Miss St. Just, and you must 

Valencia caught the humour, regrouped them aU forthudthj 
and then placed herself in front of them by Claude s side. 

“ Now be good children 1 Look straight at me, and hsten ! 

And Ufting up her finger, she began to sing the fir^ song of 
which she could think, “ The Landing of the Pilj^im Fathers. 

She had no need to hid the children look at her and hsten ; 
for not only they, hut every face upon the pier was fixed upon 
her : breathless, spell-bound, at once by her magi^cent beauty 
and her rnagnmeent voice, as up rose, leaping into the clear 
summer air, and rolling away over the still blue sea, that 
glorious melody which has now become the national anthem 
to the nobler half of the New World. Honour to woman, and 
honour to old England, that from FeUcia Homans came the 
song which wiU last, perhaps, when modern Europe shall have 

^'•‘-al^red the fate of ancient Kome and Greece 1 

Valencia’s singing was the reflex of her own character ; and 

■ therefore, perhaps, all the more fitted to the song,^ the place, 
and the audience. It was no modest cooing voice, tender, 
suggestive, tremhUng with suppressed emotion, such as, even 
though narrow in compass, and dull in quality, ivill touch the 
deepest fibres of the heart, and, as delicate scents will sonie- 
times do, wake up long-forgotten dreams, which seem memories 

of some antenatal life. 

It was clear, rich, massive, of extraordmary compass, and yet 
full of all the graceful ease, the audacious frolic, of perfect 
physical health, and strength, and beauty j had there been a 
trace of effort in it, it might have been accused of “ bravura ; ” 
but there was no need of effort where nature had bestowed 
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already an all but perfect organ, and all that was left for science 
was to teach not power, but control. Above all, it was a voice 
which you trusted ; after the first three notes you felt that that 
perforct ear, that perfect throat, could never, even by the thou-'~’ 
sandth part of a note, fall short of melody ; and you gave your 
soul up to it, and cast yourself upon it, to bear you up and 
away, like a fairy steed, whither it would, down into the abysses 
of sadness, and up to the highest heaven of joy ; as did those 
wild and rough, and yet tender-hearted and imaginative men 
that day, while every face spoke new delight, and hung upon 
those glorious notes, — 


“ As one who di inks from a channed cup 

Of sparkling, and foaming, and murmuring wine ” 


and not one of them, had he had the gift of words, but might 
have said with the poet : — 


“ I have no life, Constantia, now hut thee. 

While, like the world-surrounding air, thy song 
Flows on, and fills all things with melody. 

Now is thy voice tempest swift and strong, 

On which, like one in a trance upborne. 

Secure o’er rocks and waves I sweep, 

Rejoicing like a cloud of morn. 

Now 'tis the breath of summer night. 

Which, when the stariy waters sleep 
Round western isles, witii incense-blossoms bright, 

Lingering, suspends my soul in its voluptuous flight. ” 

At last it ceased : and all men drew their breaths once more j 
while a low murmur of admiration ran through the crowd, too 
well-bred to applaud openly, as they longed to do. 

“ Did you ever hear the like of that, Gentleman Jan ?” 

“ Or see ? I used to say no one could hold a candle to our 
Grace but she — she looked like a born queen all the time ! ” 

“ Well, she belongs to us, too, so we’ve a right to be proud— .r-** 
of lier. Why, here’s our Grace all the while ! ” 

True enough ; Grace had been standing among the crowd all 
the while, rapt, like them, her eyes fixed on Valencia, and full, 
too, of tears. They had been called up first by the melody 
itself, and then, by a chain of thought peculiar to Grace, by the 
faces round her. 

“ Ah ! if Grace had been here ! ” cried one, “ we’d have had 
her dra’ed off in the midst of the children.” 

“ Ah ! that would ha’ been as nat’ral as life ! ” 

“ Silence, you ! ” says Gentleman Jan, who generally feels ^ 
a mission to teach the rest of the quay good manners, “ ’Tis 
the gentleman’s pleasure to settle who he’ll dra’ off, and not 

wer’u.” 
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To which abnormal possessive pronoun, Claude rejomedj 
“ Not a bit ! whatever you like. I^could not have a better 

figure for the centre. I’ll begin again.” 

"^“Oh, do come and sit among the children, Grace, bays 
Valencia. 

“ No, thank your ladyship.” . i 1 1 oo 

Valencia began urging her ; and many a voice round, old as 

well as young, backed the entreaty. , . , , , j i 4. 

« Excuse me, my lady,” and she sHpped into the crowd ; but 

as she went she spoke low, but clear enough to be heard by aU . 

“ No : it will be time enough to flatter m^ and ^k for ^my 


picture, when you do what I tell you 
“Whaf ' j — 


what God tells you ! ” 


own lives irom 

Let me 


cholera, and you have not the common sense to do it. 
go home and pray for you ! ” 

There was an awkward silence among the men, till some 

fellow said, — ^ . 1 1 • i 

“ She’m gone mad after that doctor, I think, with his muck- 
hunting notions.” , , 

And Grace went home, to await the hour of afternoon school. 

“ What a face ! ” said Mellot. 


“ Is it not 1 


Come and see her in her school, when the 
children go in at two o’clock. Ah ! there are Scoutbush and 

St. P^re.” 

*“ We are going to the school, my lord. Don’t you tliink 
that, as patron of things in general here, it would look well 
if you walked in, and signified your full approbation of what 

nothin: 

“ So 


bell. 


much so,'that I was just on my way there with Camp- 
But I must just speak to that lime-binning fellow. He 
^ -wants a new lease of the kiln, and I suppose he must have it. 

VAt least, here he comes, running at me open-mouthed, and as 
dry as his own waistband. It makes one thirsty to look at 
him. I’ll catch you up in five minutes ! ” 

So the three went olT to the school. 

* * * * * 

Grace was telling, in her own sweet way, that charming s^oiy 
of the Three Trouts, which, by the bye, has been lately pirated 
(as many things are) by a religious author, whose book differs 
sufficiently from the liberal and wholesome morality of the true 

^ author of the tale. 


“ What a beautiful story, Grace ! said V 
surpass Hans Anderssen some day.” 

Grace blushed, and was silent a moment. 

“ It is uot my own, my lady.” 

1 


“You will 
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“Not your own? I should have thought that no one but 
you and Aiiderssen could have made such an ending to it.” 

Grace gave her one of those beseeching, half-reproachful 
looks, with which she always answered praise ; and then, 
“Would you like to hear the children repeat a hymn, my 

lady ? ” 

“ No. I want to know where that story came from.” 

Grace blushed, and stammered. 

“ I know where,” said Campbell “You need not be ashamed 
of having read the book, Miss Harvey. I doubt not that you 
took all the good from it, and none of the harm, if harm 

there be.” 

Grace looked at him ; at once sm-prised and relieved. 

“ It was a foolish romance-book. Sir, as you seem to know. 
It was the only one which I ever read, except Hans Anderssen’ 
— which are not romances, after all. But the beginning was so 
ML of God’s truth. Sir,— romance though it was,— and gave me 
such precious new light about educating children, that I was 

led on unawares. I hope I was not wrong.” 

“ This schoolroom proves that you were not,” said Campbell. 

“ ‘ To the pure, all things are pure.’ ” 

“ What is this mysterious book ? 

V alencia. 

very noble romance, which I made Mellot read once, 
containing the ideal education of an English nobleman, in the 
middle of the last century.” 

“ The Tool of Quality?” said MeUot. “Of course ! I thought 
I had heard the story before. What a w^ell-written book it is, 
too, in spite of all extravagance and prolixity. And how wonder- 
fully ahead of his generation the man who wrote it, in politics 

as well as in religion ! ” 

“ I must read it,” said Valencia. 

Saint P^re.” 


I must know ! ” said 


“ You must lend it me. 


“Not yet, I think.” 

“ Why ? ” whispered she, pouting. 


“ I suppose I am not as 


pure as Grace Harvey ? ” . i -i . * 

“ She has the children to educate, who are m daily contact 

with coarse sins, of which you know nothing— of wliich she 

cannot help knowing. It was written in an age i,vhen the morals 

of our class (more shame to us) were on the same level with the 

morals of her class now. Let it alone. I often have fancied I 

should edit a corrected edition of it. When I do, you shall read 

that.” 

“ Now, Miss Harvey,” said Mellot, who had never taken his 
eves off her face, “ I want to tinn schoolmaster, and give your 


children a drawi 'g lesson. 


Get your slates, aU of you 
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And taking possession of the black board and a piece of challc, 
Claude began sketching them imps and angels, dogs and horses, 
till the school rang with shrieks of delight. 

"" Now,” said he, wiping the board, “ I’ll draw something, and 

you shall copy it.” 

And, without taking off his hand, he drew a single line ; and 
a profile head sprang up, as if by magic, under his &m, unerring 
touch. 

“ Somebody ! ” “A lady ! ” “ No, ’taint ; ’tis schoolmis- 

tress ! ” 

“ You can’t copy that ; I’U draw you another face.” And he 
sketched a full face on the board. 

“ That’s my lady.” “ No, it’s schoolmistress again ! ” “ No, 

it’s hot ! ” 

r - ' “ Not quite sure, my dears 1 ” said Claude, half to himself. 
“ Then here ! ” and wiping the board once more, he drew a three- 
quarters face, which elicited a shout of approbation. 

“ That’s schoolmistress, her very self ! ” 

“ Then you cannot do anything better than try and draw it. 
I’ll show you how.” And going over the lines again, one by 
one, the crafty Claude pretended to be giving a drawing lesson, 
while he was really studying every feature of his model. 

“If you please, my lady,” whispered Grace to Valencia; “I 
wish the gentleman would not.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“ Oh, Madam, I do not judge any one else : but why should 
this poor perishing flesh be put into a picture? We wear it 
but for a little while, and are blessed when we are rid of its 
burden. WThy wish to keep a copy of what we long to be 
delivered from ? ” 

“ It will please the children, Grace,” said Valencia, puzzled. 
“ See how they are all trying to copy it, from love of you.” 

— “ Who am I ? I want them to do things from love of God. 
No, Madam, I was pained (and no offence to you) when I was 
asked to have my likeness taken on the quay. There’s no sin in 
it, of course : but let those who are going away to sea, and have 
friends at home, have their pictures taken : not one who wishes 
to leave behind her no likeness of her own, only Christ’s likeness 
in these children ; and to paint Him to other people, not to be 
painted herself. Do ask him to rub it out, my lady I ” 

“ Why, Grace, we were all just wishing to have a Hkoness of 
• you. Every one has their picture taken for a remembrance.” 

“The saints and martyrs never had theirs, as far as I ever 
heard, and yet they are not forgotten yet. I know it is the way 
of great people like you. I saw your picture once, in a book 
Miss Heale had ; and did not wonder, when I saw it, that people 

T 2 
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wished to remember such a face as yours : and since I have seen 
you, I wonder still less.” 

My picture 1 where ? ” 

“ In a book ‘ The Book of Beauty,' I believe they called itv**"°~' 

“ My dear Grace,” said Valencia, laughing and blushing, “if 
you ever looked in your glass, you must know that you are quite 
as worthy of a place in ‘ The Book of Beauty ’ as I am.” 

Grace shook her head with a serious smile. “ Every one in 
their place, M.adam. I cannot help knowing that God has given 
me a gift : but why, I cannot telL Certainly not for the same 
purpose as He gave it to you for, — a simple country girl like me. 

If He have any use for it, He will use it, as He does all His 
creatures, without my help. At all events it will not last long ; 
a few years more, perhaps a few months, and it will be food for 
worms ; and then people will care as little about my looks as 
care now. I wish, my lady, you would stop the gentleman ! ” 

“ Mr. Mellot, draw the children something simpler, please j — 
a dog or a cat.” And she gave Claude a look which he obeyed. 

Valencia felt in a more solemn mood than usual as she walked 
home that day. 

“ Well,” said Claude, “ I have here every line and shade, and 
she cannot escape me. I’ll go on board and paint her right ojQf 
from memory, while it is fresh. V^y, here come Scoutbush 
and the Major.” 

“ Miss Harvey,” said Scoutbush, trying, as he said to Camp- 
bell, “to look as grand as a sheep-dog among a pack of fox- 
tipunds, and very thankful all the while he had no tail to be 
bitten off” — “Miss Harvey, I — we — have heard a great deal in 
praise of your school ; and so I thought I should like to come 
and see it.” 


“Would your lordship like to examine the children?” says 
Grace, curtseying to the ground. 

“ Ho — thanks — that is — I have no doubt you teach them all 
that’s right, and we are exceedingly gratified with the way in 
widen you conduct the school. — I say, Val,” cried Scoutbush, 
who could support the part of patron no longer, “ what pretty 
little ducks they are, I wish I had a dozen of them ! Come you 
here ! ” and down he sat on a bench, and gathered a group 
round him. 


you all good children ? I’m sure you look so ! ” 
ing roimd into the bright pure faces, fresh from 
feeling himseK the nearer heaven as he did so. 


“Ah! I see Mr. Mellot’s been drawing you pictures. He’s a 
clever man, a wonderful man, isn’t he ? I can’t draw you 
pictures, nor tell you stories, like your schoolmistress. What 


sLaU I do ? ” 
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“ Sing to them Tred ! ” said V alencia. 

And he began warbling a funny song, with a cMd 

knee, and his arms round three or 
-iSces looked up into his, half awe-stnick at the prese 
Uve lord, half longing to laugh, but not sure whether 

be right. 

Valencia and Campbell 

'“““Dear feUow ! ” whispered she, “ so simple and good when he 

is himself • And he must go to that dreadful war . 

« Never mind. Perhaps by this very act he is earning per- 
mission to come back again, a wiser and a more useful man. 

“How then?” ■ ... , , 


stood 


exchangini 


making 


&ur Father’s face ? 


showing 


wiU 


UUli 

“ Now, shall I sing you another song i 
“ Oh yes, please ! ” rose from a dozen little mouths. 

“ You must not be troublesome to his lordship, says Grace. 

I’ll sing them one more song, and. men 


What 


“ Oh no, I like it. _ 

I want to speak to you. Miss Harvey. ^ 

Grace curtsied, blushed, and shc*'^ 

Lord Scoutbush want to say to her ? 

That indeed was not very easy to discover at first , for bcout- 

bush felt so strongly the oddity of taking a pretty yo^g woman 

into his counsel on a question of samtary reform, that he felt 

mightily inclined to laugh, and began beatmg about the bush 

in a sufficiently confused fashion. j •o.-u 

“Well, Miss Harvey, I am exceedingly pleased with— with 

what I have seen of the school— that is, what my sister tells, 
and the clergyman—” 

“ The clergyman ? ” thought Grace, surprised, as ^ she well 
--^ight be, at what was entirely an impromptu invention of his 

“ A 11^ and — there is ten pounds toward the school,^ and 

an 1 , I will give an annual subscription the same amount.” 

“^Mr. Headley receives the subscriptions, my lord,” said 

Grace, drawing hack from the proffered note.^ 

“ Of course,” quoth Scoutbush, trusting again to an impromptu ; 

“ hut this is for yourself — a small mark of oui* sense of your — 
your usefulness.” 

^ If any one has expected tliat Grace is about to conduct herself, 
during this interview, in any wise like a nroplietess, tragedy 
queen, or other exalted personage ; to stand upon her native in- 
dependence, and scorning the bounty of an aristocrat, to read 
the said aristocrat a lecture on his duties and responsibilities, as 
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I^dlord of Aberalva town ; then wiU that person be altogether 
disappomted. It woiUd hare looked very well, doubtless : but it 

won In hnvQ X J uub 11/ 


untrue to Grace’s womaiih ood 

ker notions of Christianity. IVhether aU men “r Irn^ 
Sr w-'rS crossed 


Ql , n ; .n AAW VCA V/J.UOWU 

bhe knew that they would aU be equal in heaven, 
= Meanwhile, she found lords and 

• m . « ^ 


and that was enough for her. 

ladies on earth, and seeing no open sin in the fact of their being 
richer and more powerful than slie was, she supposed that God 

Mnri “rinr Tn/iTYi firl 

T were j and she accepted them simply 

„ — Of course they had their duties, as 
every one has ; but what they were she did not know, or care to 

know, lo their own master they stood or fell : her business 

wns will, and with her own class, whose good 

hy practical experience. So when 


kin g 

o 


evil she understood 

I - -1 ^ hJU WXIK 

him 



. - AX oxx^ xuui<Lcu au i ll in 

with vague wonder and admiration, as a being out of some other 

ninnpr. TriV 1-1 ..-vxl ^ 1 , . 


^ — ^ vjuu fiiuiue OLiner 

planet, lor whom she had no gauge or measure : she only believed 


unknown 

was delighted by seeing him condescend to play with her chndren 
Ihe truth may be degrading, but it must he told. People, of 

r.mir.QP \r r\^TT +1..-1 1...11 .x' 1. , r' 

vanity 


ol numan wealth and honour, and are accustomed to live with 

1 Cl x 1 - I nil... 


? ctvyx^ULOUVJllXCU. LU XIVO Wlbii 

lords and ladies, see through aU that, just as clearly as any 
American renuhlican d nPff • r»ar>ck r\ >v-i 


down 


a place or a livmg, than -with Mr. Two-shoes, who can only 
borrow ten pounds of them : but Grace was a poor simple West 


ill ^ anQ as sucii wc must excuse her, ifj curtseying 
giound, with tears of gratitude in her p,ve..<5 .qIia fn 


pound 


viil just pay mother’s account at the mill.” 

Likewise we must excuse her if she trembled' a little, heina a 

J.T 1 T • 1 , ^ o ^ 


though being also a lady, she lost no jot of self- 


yoim^ 

possession— when his lordship went on in as important a tone as 
he could — 

• n I hear, Miss Har^^ey, that you have a great 

mliuence over these children’s parents.” 

I am afraid some one has misinformed your lordship ” said 
(jrrace, m a low voice. 

“ ^ quoth Southhush, in a tone meant to he re-assmincr • 

‘‘ it is quite proper in you to say so. What eyes she has ! and 
what hair I and what hands, too 1 ” (This was, of com'se, spoken ' 
mentally.) “ But we know better ; and we want you to speak 
to them whenever you can, about keeping their houses clean, 
and all that, in case the cholera shoul 1 come.” And Scoutbusb 
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iftemed. It was a quamt errand enough ; and besides, as he told 

feu*ly, “ I could think of noth^ hut those wopder 


eyes oi ners. and how like th^ were to In Signo» 

^race had been looking at the ground aU (he while. Now she 



to™ 1^ o^e oT£r suSde^ *»<»-> 


slowly, as her eyes dropped again : „ 

“I have, my lord; but they will not listen to ma 

“ Won’t listen to you 1 Then to whom wiU *^^ *''’**”* 

« To Sod, when He speaks Himself,” said ^e, still looking on 

the ground. Scontbush winced uneasUy. He was not accus- 

tomcd to solemn words, spoken so solemmy. 

« Do hear this, Campbell ? Miss Sarvey has been talking 

to these people already, and they won’t hear her. ti. • 

« Miss Harvey, I dare say, is not astonished at that. It is the 

^ual fate of those who try to put a Httle common sense into 
their fellow-men.” __ 


WeU 


mind on the matter ; though I suppose (with 


I can’t expect to be heard where Miss Harvey has not been. 

« Oh, my lord,” cried Grace, “ if you would but speak- 


>} 


And thershsTtopped ; for wks it her ptee to teU hm his 


dutv 1 No doubt he haa wiser peopie uuaii nv counsel 

But the moment the party left the school, Grace dropped 

into her chair ; her head fell on the table, and she burst into an 


round 

mUi-L wj-iw 

- ^ M • 1 _1_ - 

darlings 


\/U, UiY viOiXJJ-LxgwF • O' , _ T J.1 _ 

up, and clasping them to her by twos and threes ; Is there no 
way of saving you? No way? Then we must make the more 
haste to be good, and be all ready when J esus comes to take us. 

_ * ® ^ t • *i_l_ /\-AV\-w4- onn noffQTl 


And shaking off her passion wdth 

children 


himself 


opened. 


burst of wecpmg was the one single ovemew ui luug 

pent passion, disappointment, and shame. _ 

She had tried, indeed. Ever since Tom’s conversation apd 


out} UEIAA WlOU, ----- , ,1 

Frank’s sermon had poured in a flood of new light on the 

^ Bn 9 AM J J /\A 'I'Vk E4-Otr\lT on A 


meaning of epidemics, and bodily misery, 

had been working as only she could work ; exhorting, explain- 
ing, coaxing, warning, entreating with tears, offering to perform 
with her own hands the most sickening offices ) to become, if no 

. 1 ^ . *1 TXraJ 


WVIVAM lAWX V/ »» - 

one else would, the common scavenger of the town, ihere was 
no denth to which, in her noble enthusiasm, she would not have 

^ ^ ' Ah I the 


down. And 


gUUU UUWUl. XXXIV4. ^ . 

bitter disappointment of finding her influence fail her utterly, 


first time that it was required 
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L’Jiey would let her talk to them about their souls, then ! ^They 

would even amend a few sins here and there, of which they had 
been all along as well aware as she. But to be convinced of a 
new sin ; to have their laziness, pride, covetousness, touched ^ 
that, she found, was what they would not bear ; and where ^e 
had expected, if not thanks, at least a fair hearing, she had been 
met with peevishness, ridicule, even anger and insult. 

Her mother had turned against her. “Why would she go 
getting a bad name from every one, and driving away customers?” 
'I'lie preachers, who were (as is too common in West countr}’’ 
villages) narrow, ignorant, and somewhat unscrupulous men, 
turned against her. They had considered the cholera, if it was 
to come, as so much spiritual capital for themselves ; an occasion 
which they could “ improve ” into a sensation, perhaps a “ re- 
vival ; ” and to explain it upon mere physical causes was to rQb__ 
tlicm of theh harvest. Coarse viragos went even further still, 
and dared to ask her “ whether it was the curate or the docto' 
slie was setting her cap at ; for she never had anything in hei 
mouth now but what they had said ?” And those words went 
through her heart like a sword. Was she disinterested ? Was 
not love for Thurnall, the -wish to please him, mingling vdth all 
her earnestness ? And again, was not self-love mingling with it ? 
and mingling, too, with the disappointment, even indignation, 
which she felt at having failed ? Ah — what hitherto hidden 
sj)ots of self-conceit, vanity, pharisaic pride, that bitter trial laid 
hare, or seemed to lay, till she learned to thank her unseen Guide 
even for it ! 

Perhaps she had more reason to be thankful for her humilia- 
tion than she could suspect, vdth her narrow knowledge of the 
world. Perhaps that sudden downfall of her fancied queenship 
was needed, to shut her out, once and for all, from that down- 
ward path of spiritual intoxication, followed by spiritual knavery, 
wliich, as has been hinted, was hut too easy for her. 

But meanwhile the whole thing was but a fresh misery. To 
bear the burden of Cassandra day and night, seeing in fancy — 
which yet was truth — the black shadow of death hanging over 
that doomed place ; to dream of whom it might sweep off ; — 
perhaps, worst of all, her mother, unconfessed and impenitent ! 

Too dreadful ! And dreadful, too, the private troubles which 
were thickening fast ; and which seemed, instead of drawing her 
mother to her side, to estrange her more and more, for some 
mysterious reason. Her mother was heavily in debt. This ton 
pounds of Lord Scoutbush’s rvould certainly clear off the miller’s' 
bill. Her scanty quarter’s salary, which was just due, would 
clear off a little more. But there was a long standing account of 
iJlc wholesale grocer’s for five and-tv'cnty pounds, for which Mrs. 
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H,Tvev had ciTen a two months’ biU. That hill wo^d become 
L daughter knL ; it lay like a bl^k p^^pot on the fiituie, 

lounging^after breakfest on deck, was hailed from a dmgy, which 

contained Captain WilUs and Gentleman . 

« Might we take the liberty of coming aboard to speak with 

Xleans ! ” and up the side toy came ; their 
evidently big with some great purpose, and each desirous that 

'■’’« You'^s*p^','^ Captain,” says Jan, “you’m oldest;” and then 
he bLn hmself “ If yon please. Sir, wem come on a sort of 

dfiputetion— Why don’t you teU the gentleman, Ca,ptain i 

Wfflis seemed either doubtful of the success of his deputatio^ 
or not over desirous thereof ; for, after trying to put John Beer 

forward as spokesman, ke began. . .nrm Vioim 

“ I’m sorry to trouble you, Sir, but these yoimg men ^ 

it so— and no shame to tom— on a matter which I think wiU 

come to nothing. But the truth is, they have tord tot you 

are a great painter, and they have taken it mto their heads to 

“ we’d scorn to be so forward ; we 11 subscribe and pay for it, 
course, any price in reason. There’s forty and more promised 

You must tell me, first, what the picture is to be about,” 

said Claude, puzzled and amused. , • « » 

“ Why didn’t you tell the gentleman, Captam f „ . 

“ Because I think it is no use ; and I told them all so troni 

the first. The truth is. Sir, they want a picture of my of 


tuts iXlOU. 7 * 

our schoolmistress, to hang up in the school or somewhere 
^ That’s it, dra’ed out all natural, in paints, and her bonnet, 

and her shawl, and aU, just like life ; we was a going to ax you 
to do one of they . garrytypes ; but she would haven noo price ; 
besides tan’t cheerful looldng they sort, with your leave ; too 
much blackamoor wise, you see, and over thick about the nozzes, 
most times, to my liking ; so we’ll pay you and welcome, aU you 

£tsk*^* 

“ Too much blackamoor wise, indeed ! ” said Claude, amused. 
“ And how much do you think I should ask 1 
No answer. 

“We’ll settle that presently, 
with me.” 


Come down into the cabin 


“ Why. Sir, we couldn’t make so bold. His lordship 


91 


282 


THE ORUISB OF THE WATBRWITOH. 


“ Oil, his lordship’s on shore, and I am skipper for the time j 

and if not, he’d he delighted to see two good seamen here. So 
come along.” 

And do^vn they went. — 

“ Bo^We, bring these gentlemen some sherry ! ” cried Claude, 
turning over his portfolio. “ ISTow then, my worthy friends, is 
tlint the sort of thing you want?” 

And he spread on the table a water-colour sketch of 
Grace. 


The two worthies gazed in silent delight, and then looked at 
each other, and then at Claude, and then at the picture. 

“ Why, Sir,” said Willis ; “ I couldn’t have believed it ! 
You’ve got the very smile of her, and the sadness of her too, as 
if you’d known her a hundred year ! ” 

“ ’Tis beautiful!” sighed Jan, half to himself. Poor fellow,.^ 
he had cherished, perhaps, hopes of winning Grace after all. 

“ Well, will that suit you? ” 

“ YTiy, Sir, make so bold : — -but what we thought on was to 
have her dra^vn from head to foot, and a child standing by her 
like, holding to her hand, for a token as she was schoolmistress ; 
and the pier behind, may be, to signify as she was our maid, and 
belonged to Aberalva.” 


“ A capital thought ! Upon my word, you’re men of taste 
here in the West ; but what do you tliinlc I should charge for 
such a picture as that ? ” 

“Name your price. Sir,” said Jan, who was in liigh good 
humour at Claude’s approbation. 

“ Two hundred guineas ? ” 

J an gave a long whistle. 

“ I told you so. Captain Beer*,” said Willis, “ or ever we got 
mto the boat.” 

“ Now,” said Claude, laughing, “ I’ve two prices, one’s two 
hundred, and the other is just nothing ; and if you won’t agree 
to the one, you must take the other.” 

“ But we wants to pay, we’d take it an honom* to pay, if we 
could afford it.” 

“Then wait till next Christmas.” 

“ Cliristmas ? ” 

“ My good friend, pictures are not painted in a da3^ Next 
Christmas, if I Hve, I’ll send you what you shall not be ashamed 
of, or she either, and do you club your money and put it into 
handsome gold frame.” 

“ But, Sir,” said Willis, “ this will give you a sight of trouble, 
and all for our fancy.” 

“I like it, and I Idee j'ou ! You’re fine fellows, who know a 
noble creature when Uod sends her to you; and 1 should be 
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to ask a farthing of your money. There, no more 

Well von are a gentieman, Sir ! ” said Gentleman Jan. 

Ind so »e you,® said cUde. “ Now I’U show you some 

more sketches,” 


that likeness. 


like to know, Sir,” asked Willis, “how yon got ax 
She would not hear of the thing, md that s why 

Qg to come troubling you about nothing. 
n To-n Ion frTiPrl Viftartilv. while WlUlS 


“Do you know. Sir, that’s a relief to my mmd. Ittere is no 
sin in heig drawn, of course ; but I didn't Ite to th^ my maid 
had changed her mind, when once she’d made it up. , 

So the deputation retired in high glee, after Will^ had entreated 

Claude and Beer to keep the thing a secret from Grace ^ 

It hefeU that Claude, knowing no reason why he sho^d not tell 
Frank Headley, told him the whole story, as a proof of the chivalr} 

of his parishioners, in w hich he w ould take delight. ^ 

Frank smiled, but said little ; his opinion of Grace was dtering 
fast. A circumstance which occurred a few days after altered u 

still more. , , i j j • 

Scouthush had gone forth, as he threatened, and exploded in 

everv direction, with such effect as was to he supposed. Every- 

Ui'c. invrlcliin f.n do fivervthiner. But when his 


body promised ^ • 

lordship’s back was turned, everybody did just nothing. 


They 


knew very weE that he could not make them do anyttog ; and 
what was more, in some of the very worst cases, the evil was past 
remedy now, and better left alone. For the drought went on 
pitiless. A copper sun, a sea of glass, a brown easterly 
day after day, while Thurnall looked grimly aloft and mystified 

the saEors with — 


“ Fine weather for the Flying 
“ Cofl&ns sail fastest in a cab 


I) 


You’d best all out to the quay-head, and whistle lor a wma: 
it would be an ill one that would blow nobody good just 

now ! ” 

But the wind came not, nor the rain ; and the cholera crept 
nearer and nearer : while the hearts of aE in Aberalva were 
hardened, and out of very spite against the agitators, they did 
less than they would have done otherwise. Even the inhabitants 
of the haE-a-dozen cottages, which Scouthush, finding that they 
were in bis own hands, whitewashed by ma i n force, fiEed the 
town with lamentations over his lordship’s tyranny. True— 
their pigstyes were either under their front windows ; or within 
two feet of the waU : but to pull down a poor man’s pig-stye ! — 
thev mitrht ever so weE be Kooshian slaves !— and all the town 
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Tardrew’s \^ath, of course, knew no bounds ; and meetinff 
Ihurnall stending at WiUis's door, vdth Frank and MeUot, ^ 
lell upon him open-mouthed. 

Sir i I’ve a crow to pick with you.” 

“ Pick away !” auoth Tom. 

me business have you meddling bct^veen his lordship and 

“Tluat is my concern,” quoth Tom, who evidently was not 

dismclmed to quarrel. « I am not here to give an account to 
you of what I choose to do.” 

“ I’ll teU you what, Sir; ever since you’ve been in this parish 

you ve been meddling, you and Mr. Headley too, — I’ll say it to 

yo^ faces,— I’ll speak the truth to any man, gentle or simple^ 

and that am t enough for you, but you must come over that poor 

half-crazed gnl, to set her plaguing honest people, with teUing 

cm they 11 all be dead in a month, till nobody can eat then 

suppers in peace : and that again ain’t enough for you, but you 
must go to my lord with your — ” 

i Hold hard ! quoth Tom. “ Don’t start two hares at once. 
Det s hear that about ]\Iiss Harvey again ! ” 

“ Miss Harvey ? Why, you should know better than I.’’ 

“ Let’s hear what you know.” 

ever since tnat night Trebooze caught you and her 
together — ” 

“ Stop ! ” said Tom, “ that’s a lie ! ” 

“ Everybody says so.” 

Then everybody lies, that’s all ; and you may say I said so, 

and take care you don’t say it again yourself. But what ever 
since that night ? ” 

Why, I suppose you come over the poor tiling some how, as 
pu seem minded to do over every one as you can. But she’s ^ 
been running up and down the town ever since, preachintr to ’em 
about wmdilation, and drains, and smells, and cholera, and it’s 
being a judgment of the Lord against dirt, till she’s frightened all 
the vnmen so, that many’s the man as has had to forbid her his 
house. — But you know that as well as I.” 

I never heard a word of it before : but now I have. I’ll frive 

you my opinion on it. I hat she is a noble, sensible girl, and that 

you are all a set of fools who are not worthy of her ; and that the 

greatest fool of the whole is you, ]\rr. Tardrew. And when the 

cholera comes, it will serve you exactly right if you are the first 

man carried off by it. How, Sh>, you have given me your mind, 

and I have given you mine, and I do not vish to hear anvtbino 
more of you Good moniirm ! ” •• s 


I 


1 


THE 
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mighty high 


had the run of his lordship s yacht. , 

« If you are impertinent, Sir, you will repent it. I shall t 

cate to inform his lordship of this conversati^. 

MyXar ThurmJl,” V Headley, ae Tartow with^w, 

mutteiLg curses, ‘‘ the old feUow is certainly right on one point. 

‘‘Sfy*n“hlTe wonderfully changed your tone Who was 
to eat any amount of dirt, if he could but save his influence 

I have altered my plans. I shan’t stay here long ; I shall 
just see this cholera over, and then vanish. 

“No?” 

“ Yes. I cannot sit here quietly, listening to the war-new^ 

It makes me mad to be up and doing. I must e^tw^d-ho, and 
see if trumps will not turn up for me at last, my, I know the 
whole country, half-a-dozen of the languages,— oh, if I could get 
some secret-service work ! Go I must. At worst I can turn my 

hand to doctoring Bashi-bazouks.” 

“ My dear Tom, when will you settle down hke other men f 

cries Claude. . a 

“ I would now, if there was an opemng at Whitbury, and low 

as life would be. I’d face it for my father’s sake. But here 1 

cannot stay.” , , v • r. v 

Both Claude and Headley saw that Tom had reasons which he 

did not choose to reveal However, Claude was taken into his 

confidence that very afternoon. v • t 

“ I shall make a fool of myself with that schoolmistress, i 

have been near enough to it a dozen times aheady 3 and this 

magnificent conduct of hers about the cholera has given the 

finishing stroke to my brains. If I stay on here, I shall marry 

her; I know I shall! and I won’t 1 — 1 ’ d go to-morrow, if it 

isjwere not that I’m bound, for my own credit, to see the cholera 

safe into the town, and out again.” ^ 

Tom did not hint a word of the lost money, or of the month s 

delay which Grace had asked of him. The month was drawing 

fast to a close now, however : but no sign of the belt. Still, 

Tom had honour enough in him to be silent on the point, even 

to Claude. . 

“ By the bye, have yon heard from the wanderers this week? 

“ I heard from Sabina this morning. Marie is very poorly, I 

fear. They have been at Kissingen, bathing ; and are going to 

Bertrich : somebody has recommended the baths there.” 

“ Bertrich ! Where’s Bertrich ? ” 

“ The most delicious little nest of a place, half way up the 
Moselle, among the volcano craters.” 
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“ Don’t know it. Have they found that Yankee ? ” 
“ No.” 


“ Why, I thought Sabina had a whole detective force of pets 
and prot^g^s, from Boulogne to Eome.” 

‘‘ W ell, she has at least heard of him at Baden ; and then 
again at Stuttgard : but he has escaped them as yet.” 

“ And poor Marie is breaking her heart all the while I m 
tell you what, Claude, it will be well for him if he escapes me 
as well as them.” 

“ What do you mean 'i ” 

“ I certainly shan’t go to the East without shaking hands once 
more with Marie and SabLua ; and if in so doing I pass that 
fellow, it’s a pity if I don’t have a snap shot at him.” 

“ Tom ! Tom ! I had hoped your duelling days were over.” 

“ They will be over, when one can get the law to punish such— ^ 
puppies ; but not till then. Hang the fellow ! What business 
had he wdth her at all, if he didn’t intend to marry her ? ” 

“ I tell you, as I told you before, it is she who will not marry 
him.” 


“ And yet she’s breaking her heart for him. I can see it aU 
plain enough, Claude. She has found him out only too late. I 
know him — luxuilous, selfish, blaze ; would give a thousand 
dollars to-morrow, I believe, like the old Roman, for a new 
pleasui'e : and then amuses himself with her till he breaks her 
heart ! Of course she won’t marry him : because she knows 
that if he found out her Quadroon blood — ah, that’s it ! I’ll 
lay my life he has found it out akeady, and that is why he has 
bolted !” 

Claude had no answer to give. That talk at the Exhibition 


made it only too probable. 

“ You think so yourself, I see ! 


Very well. You know that 


wdiatever I have been to others, that gul has nothing against 


me. 




“Nothing agamst you? Why, she owes you honour, life, 
everything.” 

“Never mind that. Only when I take a fancy to begin, I’ll 
carry it through. I took to that girl, for poor Wyse’s sake ; and 
TU behave by her to the last as he would wish ; and he who 
insults her, insults me. I won’t go out of my way to find 
Stangrave : but if I do, I’ll have it out ! ” 

“ Then you will certainly fight. My dearest Tom, do look 
into your own heart, and see whether you have not a grain or 
two of spite against him left. I assure you you judge him too 
harshly. ” 

“ Hum — that must take its chance. At least, if wo fight, wo 
fight fairly and equally. He is a brave man — I will do him that 


LAS!!L 


m 


So 


mtfcko-aad 4 cool one ; and used to be a sweei, 

Lig just as good a chance of shooting me, if I am in 

as I have of shooting him, if he is. 

=iits sss 

believe in being killed, Claude. Plaude sadly 

« sx « 

-btir "s." s-rS' "ixri-*” 


CHAPTER XYI. 


COME AT LAST. 


John 


fajT; take op;:sire“Se; Can^pbeU lost ^und with EUley 
hilelf for his passion that first morning He 

Beside what mi<^ht not Thurnall have told Campbell about Inm 1 

isesioe, wiidu luioiiu cpatp.P? Besides. 


And 


discovered 


fhTDTu ™ oTttee men who live on terms of pecu- 
fiar intimacy with many women ; whether for to own gw or 
-^ot, still for the good of the 

that dangerora post earned ; and women will hsten to the man 
who wiU tell them the truth, however sternly ; and will how. as 


Deiore a guardian angel, to the strong insight of him 
have once learned to trust. 


But it is a dangerous office, after all, 

m __ II fViaf nf fntbp.T-confessor. The 

layman 


tor layman aa woix ao -ava — - — . 

experience of centuries has shown that they must imeds exmt, 

wherever fathers neglect their daughters, husbands their wives , 

wherever the average of the women cannot respect the average ot 

the men. But the experience of centimes should bke™ have 

taught men, that the said fiither-confessors are no objects of 

eon : that their temptations to become spiritual coxcombs (the 

»o.;t anecies of aU ooxcombs), if not intriguera, buUies, and 
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worse, are so extreme, that the soul which is proof against tUeni 
must he either very great, or very small indeed. Whether 
CampheU was altogether proof, will he seen hereafter. But one 
day Elsley found out that such was Campbell’s influence, and 
did not love him the more for the discovery. 

They were walking round the garden after dinner ; Scoutbush 
was licking his foolish lips over some common-place tale of 
scandal. 

“ I tell you, my dear fellow, she’s booked ; and Mellot knows 
it as well as L He saw her that night at Lady A.’s.” 

“We saw the third act of the comi-tragedy. The fourth is 
playing out now. W^e shall see the fifth before the winter.” 

“ Non sine sanguine !” said the Major. 

“ Serve the wretched stick right, at least,” said Scoutbush. 
‘ ‘ MTiat right had he to marry such a pretty woman ? ” 

“ What right had they to marry her up to himl” said Claude. 
“ I don’t blame poor January. I suppose none of us, gentlemen, 
would have refused such a pretty toy, if we could have afforded 

it as he could.” 


“ 'V^Hiom do you blame then?” asked Elsley. 

“ Fathers and mothers who prate hypocritically about keeping 
their daughters’ minds pure ; and then abuse a girl’s ignorance, 
in order to sell her to -ruin. Let them keep her mind pure, in 
heaven’s name ; but let them consider themselves all the more 
bound in honour to use on her behalf the experience in which 

she must not share.” 

“ Well,” drawled Scoutbush, “ I don’t complain of her bolting j 
she’s a very sweet creature, and always was : but, as Longreach 
says, — and a very witty fellow he is, though you laugh at him, 
‘ If she’d kept to us, I shouldn’t have mmded : but as Guards- 
men, we must throw her over. It's an insult to the whole Guards, 
my dear fellow, after refusing two of us, to marry an attorney, 

and after aU to bolt with a plunger.’ ” 

What bolting with a plunger might signify, Elsley kneu 

not : but ere he could ask, the Major rejoined, in an abstracted 
voice — 

“ God help us all ! And this is the girl I recollect, two yeaii 
ago, singing there in Cavendish Scfuare, as innocent as a nestling 


thrush I” , , , 

“ Poor cliild !” said MeUot, “ sold at first — perhaps sold agaui 

now. The plunger has bills out, and she has ready money. I 
know her settlements.” 

“ She shan’t do it,” said the Major quietly : “ I’ll Avrlte to her 

to-night.” o- i. 

Elsley looked at him keenly. “You think, then. Sir, that 

you can, by simply writing, stop this intrigue?” 
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The Maior did not answer. He was deep in thought, 
i I sSldn’t wonder if he W said Scoutbush ; “ two to one 

L his baulking the plunger I” -n • i. 

“ She is at Lord ^’s now, at those silly private theatri- 

” said^ellot : “ he tried hard for an invitation-— stooped 

to work me and Sabina. I beUeve she told him that she would 
sooner see him in the Morgue than help him ; and he is gone to 

the moors now, I believe.” • -ui. »> 

« There is time then : I will write to her to-night , and 

'^“-ipbell took up his hat and went home to do it. 

Ah.” said Scoutbusn, taking his 


oiith,'“ I wonder how he does it ! It’s a gift, I always s^, a 

wonderful gift ! Before he has been a week 
,-^ve the confidence of every woman in it,— and gad, he does 
by saying the rudest things 1— and the confidence of aU the 

youngsters the week after.” . , i -i 

“A somewhat dangerous gift,” said Elsley, drily. 

“ Ah yes : he might play tricks if he chose : but there s the 

wonder! that he don’t. I’d answer for him with my own. sister. 

I do every day of my life-for I believe he ^ows how many 

pins she puts into her dress— and yet there he ns. As I said 

once in the mess-room— there was a youngster there who took 
on himself to be witty, and talked about the stm sow suppmg 
the milk— the snob ! You recollect him, Mellot 1 the attorney s 
son from Brompton, who sold out we shaved his mustacMos, 
put a bear in his bed, and sent him home to his nia— And he 
said that Major Campbell might be very pious, and all that : 
but he’d warrant— they were the fellow’s own wor^,— that he 
took his lark on the sly, like other men— the snob ! so I told 
him I was no better than the rest, and no more I am ; but it 
any man dared to say that the Major was not as honest as his 
-‘"•"'Own sister, I was his man at fifteen paces. And so I am, 

Claude !” , nr • 

All which did not increase Elsley’s love to the Major, conscious 
as he was that Lucia’s confidence was a thing which he had 
not wholly ; and which it would be very dangerous to him for 

any other man to have at aU. 

Into the drawing-room they went. Frank Headley had been 
asked up to tea ; and he stood at the piano, listening to Valencia’s 

singing. 

. As they came in, the maid came in also. “ Mr. Thurnall 

wished to speak to Major Campbell.” 

Campbell went out, and returned in two minutes somewhat 

hurriedly. 

“Mr. ThurnaU wishes Lord Scoutbush to be informed at 
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once, and I it is better that you should all know it- 

that — it is a painful surprise ; — ^but there is a man ill in the 
street, whose symptoms he does not like, he says.” ^ 

“ Cholera 1” said Elsley. 

“ Call him in,” said Scoutbush. 

“ He had rather not come in, he says.” 

“ "What ! is it infectious V* 

“ Certainly not, if it be cholera, but — ” „ , . -u 

“ He don’t wish to frighten people, quite right : (with a half 

glance at Elsley;) “ but is it cholera, honestly 1” 

X fccir 

“ Oh, my children !” said poor Mrs. Vavasour. 

“ Will five pounds help the poor feUow !” said Scoutbush. 

“ How far off is it 1” asked Elsley. 

“ Unpleasantly near. I was going to advise you to move 


once. 




''on hear what they are saying ?” asked Valencia of Frank. 

“ Yes, I hear it,” said Frank, in a quiet meaning tone. 
Valencia thought that he was half pleased^ with the news 

Then she thought him afraid ; for he did not stir. 

“You will go instantly, of course 
“ Of course I shall. Good-bye ! Ho not be afraid. 

not infectious.” . , ^-r • -ii. i. 

“ Afraid % And a soldier’s sister r’ said Valencia, with a toss 

of her beautiful head, by way of giving force to her somewhat 


It is 


weak logic. 

Frank left the room 


instantly, and met Tliurnall in the 


“ Well, Headley, it’s here before we sent for it, as bad luck 

u^^if i^now. Let me go ! Where is it 1 Whose house 1 ” asked 

Frank in an excited tone. ^ _ a 

“ Humph !” said Thumall, looking intently at him, that w 

just what I shall not tell you. ’ 

“ Not tell mef’ 


“ No, you are too pale, Headley.^ Go back and get two or 

three, glasses of wine, and then we will talk of it. ^ 

“ VTiat do you mean 1 I must go instantly ! it is my 

duty, — my parishioner !” , . • 

“ Look here, Headley ! Are you and I to work together m 

this business, or are we not*?” 


Why 


“ Then I want you, not for cure, but for prevention. You can 
do them no good when they have once got it. You may prevent 
dozens from having it in the next four-and-twenty hours, if you 

will be guided by me.’ 


OOlfE &T 


m 


•fif 


But my of reUgmn, as 

^*if ’ You wU rive them to the people who have not 

&g ;ip if you waste your time on poor 

dying wretches—” -p .pp ^ ^ yo^ ask : 

J ST-’ 

r r ?ou“L^- pray, YJ*: 

answered Tom, with aoiaetlm^_ very 1 ke a 


And if 


eve that any talk of yours can 
'Mt’ fit’^nS l harX which hL heen forming.ior 

t^'^or pmvenTrWs going where he ought ^ go, -which, 

Splfis the place to which he deserves to gol 

« wtu” If 1""^ cSle and hopeful cmed. My 
dread p Ijt 

Wi 

my dear Headley (ana iom v . ^ it 

“ forever poor Tom Beer derived to go to, ne is gone 

‘"f.tm riefirSf ‘ri raows in the town I 

^S:p:^‘£lmri, orjtey -jJl^hcm you. ^^^Jad no toe 

r HS" V*" t td wS: t '‘a "a^d 

negCd them Now ^en to m.: thri man 
-^res.^iCmSuLr u; ln7Z S sense, and ^y to 

S i ”lid ^between his teeth, aid stamped his foot upon 
to grold. Yrank had never seen.him show so much feeling ; 
he fended he could see tears glistening in his eyes. 

** I will, so help me God ! ” said r raim. ^ 

Tom held out his hand, and grasped Frank s. 
u I Cw you will. You’re all right at heart. Only mmd 

three things : don’t frighten them ; don’t tire youmlf ; don t go 
* about on Ml empty stomach ; and then we can face to worst 
like men. And now go in, and say nothing to these Poopl<^ N 

Mii as fete.^ Go in, keep quiet, pers^de 

on earth hy daylight to-morrow. Then go home, eat a good 
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supper, and come across to me j and if I’m out, Til leave Word 

Frank went back again; lie found Campbell, who had h^ 
his cue from Tom, urging immediate removal as strongly as he 
could without declaring the extent of the danger. Valencia wm 
for sending instontly for a fly to the nearest town, and gomg to 
stay at a watering-place some forty miles off. Elsley was wiUin^ 
en^gh at heart, but hesitated ; he knew not, at the 
poor fellow, where to find the money. His wife knew that she 
could borrow of Valencia ; but she, too, was gainst the place. 
The cholera would be in the air for miles round. The journey 
in the hot sun would make the chUdi-en sick and lU ; and 

watering-place lodgings were such horrid 

Vakncia was inclined to treat this as “ mother’s nonsense ; b^. 

r“ght as to fLt, and her arguments full of sound "^on 1 whemon 
vr 1 “of course if Lucia tbouglit it, Major uamp 

beVwould prove it ; and there was no arguing with such Solons 

vml Elsley heard, and ground liis teeth. Whereon little 
Scoutbusb cried joyfully, ^ , 

Wheir Of course, I Save it again. ’Pen my word I m 
cTo^o- clever Valencia, in spite of all your prophecies. Go p 

r r-r"'Xt tS'S* sVSl' A , £ 

“ But will you not want your rooms yourself. Lord Soouthush I ” 
'“o Mv “dear fellow, never mind me. I shall go across the 
cT’fthLw me, tm you’re there, and then send the yacht 

about it, ml shall turn you all out of doors mto the 

the little fellow laughed so good-naturedly , that Elsley 
could act help liking him : and feeling that he would he both a 
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, and CTuel to his family, if he refased so good “ ^ 
ncLvl in to the scheme, and went out to arrange matters . m mle 
sXthush went out into the hall with CampheU, and scrambled 
» his pea-jacket, to go off to the yacht that j. . 

“ You’ll see to them, there’s a good fellow, as * ^ ° 

their cigars at the door. “ That VaT^our is greener than grass, 

you know, tant pis for my poor sister. 

« I am not going.” 

C^iX° lit ; so my rooms will he at their service ; 

you had much better escort them y oraself It will be much less 

for Vavasour, who knovra nottog 

sailors,” or himself, thought the Major, than findm„ 
master of your yacht in your absence, and you will get jour 

fishing as you iutended.” 

“ But why are you going to stay i , . r 

• “ Oh, I have not half done with the sea-beasts here. 

two new ones yesterday.” fniicrhi 

in half-a-dozen battles ! ” and Scoutbush walked on silently for 
five minutes. 

Suddenly he broke out — , i . , t wrwrv’f i » 

‘ ‘ I cannot ! By George, I cannot ; and what s more, I won t ! 

» Sn Hay. It will look so-so cowardly, and there’s the 
truth of it, before those fine fellows down there : and just as i. 

am come among them, too ! The commander-m-chief to turn 
tail at the first shot ! Though I can’t be of any^use, I know, 
and I should have liked a fortnight’s fishing so, said he m a 
dolorous voice, “ before going to be eaten up with iiies at 
Varna— for this Crimean expedition is all moonshine. 

“ Don’t be too sure of that,” said Campbell. > 

some of us who go will never come back, Freddy, i know 

those Kussians better than many, and I have been talking them 

over lately with Thumall, who has been in their service. 

“ Has he been at Sevastopol ? ” 

“No. 


Almost — — ^ ^ 

from all he says, and from aU I know, ^ we are under 
valuing our foes, as usual, and shall smart for it ! 


been 


We’U , 

“ Yes ; but not at the first round. 


Scoutbush, your life has 
c. o You are going now to see Me in 

the sort of life which average people have been living, 

country 


✓ 

been child’s play as yet. 

A « # 

earnest, 


mistake 


vou will find it a very new sensation ^ and, at first, a very ugly 
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one. 


reason 


before you go ; for you may have no time left to do any on the 
other side of the sea.” 

Scoutbush was silent awhile. 

“ W ell ; I’m afraid of nothing, I hope : only I wish one could 
meet this cholera face to face, as one will those Russians, with 
a good sword in one’s hand, and a good horse between one’s 
knees ; and have a cliance of giving him what he brings, instead 
of being kicked off by the cowardly Rockite, no one knows how ; 
and not even from behind a turf dyke, but out of the very clouds.” 

“ So we all say, in every battle, Scoutbush. Who ever sees 
the man who sent the bullet through him ? And yet we figlit 
on. Do you not think the greatest terror, the only real tcrroi-, 
in any battle, is the chance shots which come from no one knows 
where, and hit no man can guess whom ? If you go to the — 
Crimea, as you will, you will feel what I felt at the Cape, and 
Cabul, and the Punjab, twenty times, — the fear of dying like a 
dog, one knew not how.” 

“ And yet I’ll fight, Campbell ! ” 

“ Of course you will, and take your chance. Do so now !” 

“By Jove, Campbell — I always say it- — 3 ’ou’re the most 
sensible man I ever met ; and, by Jove, the doctor comes the 
next. My sister shall have the j^aclit, and I’ll go up to Pcnalva.” 

“You will do two good deeds at once, then,” said the Major. 
“You will do what is right, and 3 'ou will give heart to man}' a 
jmor VTctch here. Believe me, Scoutbush, you will never repent 
of this.” 

“By Jove, it always does one good to hear you talk in that 
way, Campbell ! One feels — I don’t know — so much of a man 
when one is with you ; not that I shan’t take uncommonly good 
care of myself, old fellow ; that is but fair : but as for running 
away, as I said, why — why — Avhy I can’t, and so 1 won’t ! ” 

“ By the bye,” said the Major, “ there is one thing which I 
have forgotten, and which tliey will never recollect. Is the 
yaclit victualled— with fresh meat and green stuff, I mean ? ” 

“ Y'liew — w — ” 

“ I will go back, borrow a lantern, and forage in the garden, 
like an old campaigner. I have cut a salad wdth my sword 
before now.” 

And made it in yoru' helmet, with macassar sauce 1” And 
the tAVO Avent their ways. 

Meamvliile, before they had left the room, a notable conversa - 
tion had been going on betAveen Valencia and Headley. 

Headley had re-entered the room so mucli paler than lie AA'ent 
out, that CA’-ciybody noticed his altered looks. A^alencia chose to 
attribute tliem to fear. 
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So ! 


ftom tie sick man already, Mi. 

Headley 1 ” wked ’X'^^e'^dootor to go near Mm at 

« I Imre been toi“dden oy ^ in a sort of under- 

101 Mr. 1” 

Campbell went out. ovTtPrtm<y bim to go too. Mrs. 

Valencia iooked up at bm, collecting Uttle valu- 

Lest. But Frank leaned back m » co^> lost in 

His hands were clasp^ »n Ms kne 


rands were “‘i^rn set look about hm 

5 ,. ;h,i 'siS 

Valencia’s face, and saw tha ^ seemed as 

came over bis cb.ksMr^ 


impassive as ever. ' ' “7^ J ^ lijre bim, too ! And she saia, 
S en^ugt to Mm, “’l fear, Mr. Headley, we must begin 

^“^^Ta^yL must, indeed." ^nswemd be. . « " 
t^’omfn Xt • V wT^ they meant it was impossible to 
doubt. foroseen it a long time ; and so, I 

fear (and be rose ^om us ), ^ knoAvledge, 

IS^ryonXrSvet 

-•^^LWpLrelSXutwas meant for me." said 

Lucia, half P^^yM, ^ kave been meant for me,” 

“ I am sure that it not to 

said Valencia, foot of passionate worship which 

i:.v -i* *" “ 

’'"“fXtthat neither of yon,” answer^ he, ^ 

me moment enough to pmtend to love “it is^Ue^ 

^ » f ai Ld t^ descendant of gentlemen ” (and Fmnk 

' o , _ “„v i*!.. gulf fixed between ns ; and I bke it , 

otherwise 


|uectL 


1 / 

might 

V 
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Fraulc, without tlic least intei\dnig it, had taken up the very 
strongest military position. Let a man once make a woman 
understand, or ftincy, that lie knows that ho is notliing to her j 
and confess boldly that there is a great gulf fixed between them, 
which bo lias no mind to bridge over : and then there is little 
that ho may not see or do, for good or for evil. 

And therefore it was that Lucia answered gently, I am sure 
you arc not well, Mr. Headley. The excitement of the night 
has been too mucli for you.” 

“ L)o I look excited, my dear !Madam ?” he answered quietly, 
“ I assure you tliat I am as calm as a man mu.st be who believes 

A • 


lliat ho has but a few days to live, and trusts, too, that when he 
ilies, he will bo iuriuitely happier than he ever has been on earth, 
and lay down an office which he has never discharged other- 
wise than ill ; which has boon to him a constant source of shame 
and sorrow.” 

“ Do not sjieak so ! ” said Valencia, with her Irish impetuous 
generosity; “you are unjust to yourself. AVe have watched 
you, felt for you, honoured you, even when we differed from 
you ” — AVhat more she v^ould have said, I know not, but at 
that moment Elslcy’s peevish voice was heard calling over the 
stairs, “ Lucia ! Lucia ! ” 

“ Oh dear ! He will wake the cliildren !” cried Lucia, looking 
at her sister, as much as to say, “ how can I leave you?” 

“Hun, run, my dear creature!” said Valencia, nuth a self- 
coufident smile : and the two were left alone. 

The moment that Mrs. Vavasour left the room, there vanished 
from Frank’s face that intense look of admiration which had 
made even Valencia uneasy. He dropped his eyes, and his voice 
faltered as he spoke again. 

their position, and Valencia saw that he did so, and liked him 
the better for it. 

“ I shall not repeat, Miss St. Just, now that we are alone, 
what I said just now of the pleasure w'hich I have had during 
the lasti month. I am not poetical, or given to string metaphors 
together ; and I could only go over the same dull words once 

But I could ask, if I 'were not asking too much, leave to 
prolong at least a shadow of that pleasm’e to the last moment. 
That I shall die shortly, and of this cholera, is with me a fi.xed 
idea, which nothing can remove. Ho, Madam — it is useless to 
combat it ! But had I anytliing, by which to the last moment I 
could bring back to my fancy what has been its sunlight for so 
long ; even if it w^ero a scrap of the hem of your garment, aye, a 
grain of dust off yom- feet — God forgive me ! He and His mercy 
ought to be enough to keep me up : but one’s weakness may be 
excused for clinging to such slight floating straws of comfort.” 


A ^ V ' 

He acknowledged the change in 


O 

more. 
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ValeBcia paused, • startled, and yet ^eoted. How slie 

ginsrfoigU choose to consider a token of affection ? 

And she answered coldly enough • 4 . •;! +« /.Lcitipp 

“ I should he soiry, after what you have just said, to c^oe 

hur^g^u hy refoSg. I put it to yo« owu good feehng- 
have you not asked somewhat too much . 

Quite unmo4d. “ Certainly too much, if I asked you for it, as 

Mruldt reeled tf I dL, in' a few welhs ; and «itumed 
still sooner if I live. And, Madam," said he lowering his voice, 
“I vow to you, before Him who sees us both, that, as far as I am 
/'"deemed, no human being shall ever know of the fact. 


wronof 


What 


Can you think that I am to hav 6 
nr with anv otlior man ? No, Six ! 


secrets r’common wiihVou, or with any other mau l No Sir 

If I granted your request, I should avow it as openly as I sha 
refuse it.” . . , , 


And slie turned sharply toward the door. 
Frank Headley was naturally a shy mai 


^ 

readiness — (else why 


wives 


^t aXm y be pro; d“h; statistics, at least as well as an^hing 
euha^ ToL qtoetly stepped to Yaloncia’s side, and said in a 

You cannot avow the refusal half as proudly as I shall otow 
the request, if you will but wait tiU yora sister s return Both 
are uiitecessary, I think : but it wffl only he an honour to me to 

confess, that, poor curate as I am—” . A 

^ “Hush 1” and Valencia walked quietly up to the table, 

began turning over the leaves of a book, to gain time for her 

softened heart and puzzled brain. ^ v i 

In five minutes Frank was beside her agam. ihe book was 

Tennyson’s “Princess.” She had wandered— who can tell why 1 

—to that last exquisite scene, which all know ; and as Valencia 

read, Frank quietly laid a finger on the book, and arrested her 

eyes at last — 

“ If you be, what I think j^ou, some sweet dream, 
*»*•** 

Stoop down, and seem to kiss me ere I die ! ” 

'Valencia shut the book up hurriedly and angrily. A moment 
after she had made up h«jr mind what to do, and with the 
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slightest gesture iu the world, motioned Fmnk proudly and coldly 
to follow her back into the window. Had she been a country 
girl, she would have avoided the ugly matter ; but she was » 
womau of the world enough to see that she must, for her own 
sake and his, talk it out reasonably. 

“What do you mean, Mr. Headley? I must ask ! You told 
me just now that you haei no intention of making love to me." 

“ 1 told you the truth," said he, in his quiet impassive voice. 
“1 fixed on these lines as a pis aller ; and they have done all, 
and more than I wished, by bringing you back here for at least 
a moment.” 

“ And do you suppose — you speak like a rational man, 
therefore, I must treat you as one — that I can grant your 
request ? ” 

“AVhy not? It is an uncommon one. If I have guessed 
your character ariglit, you are able to do uncommon things, 
ilad I thought you enslaved by etiquette, and by the fear of 
a world which you can make bow at your feet if 3mu will, 
I should not have asked you. Eut,”— and here his voice took 
a tone of deepest earnestness — “grant it — only ^ant it, and 
you shall never repent it. Never, never, never will I cast one 
shadow over a liglit which has been so glorious, so life-giving ] 
vdiich I watched with delight, and yet lose ’without regret. Go 
your way, and God be with you ! I go mine ; grant me but 
a fortnight’s happiness, and then, let what avlII come ! ” 

He had conquered. The quiet earnestness of the voice, the 
child-like simplicity of the manner, of which every word con- 
veyed the most delicate llatteiy — yet, she could see, without 
intending to flatter, without an after thought — all these had 
v'on the impulsive Irish natiu’e. For all the dukes and mar- 
quises in Eelgravia she would not have done it ; for they would 
have meant more than the}' said, even when they spoke more 
clumsily : but for the plain country curate she hesitated, and 

aslced herself, “ What sliall I give him ? ” 

The rose from her bosom? No. I hat Avas too significant at 
once, and too common-place j besides, it might 'udlher, and he 
find an excuse for not restoring it. It must be something 
valuable, stately, formal, which he must needs return. And slie 
drew off a diamond lioop, and put it quietly into his hand. 


“ You promise to return it ? ” 

“ I ])romised long ago.” 

He took it, and lifted it — she thought that ho was going to 
press it to his lips. Ins.tead, he jiut it tu Iris forehead, bowing 
forward, and moved it slightly. She saAV that he made with it 
the sign of the Cross. 

“ 1 thank you,” he said, with a look of quiet gratitude. “1 
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expected as ’'^en you came to my 

•h^. s. s? risv 1* >» !i- 

encoWinenl -rfmh ahe had given to tme »o tondar. 
and'h^bH ^d de&ato ^ what he wanted ; hy that 

B f JS 

raH“rrrh%:£r„‘» 

daily) are just what keep the world alive. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

baalzebub’s banquet. 

The next day there were three cholem cases : the day after 

“ai last, Baalzehuh, God of flies. =md of what 

onrem his own Cross of the Le^on of 
He had come suddenly, capriciously, sportively, as he sometim 

aTe had com; to Newcastle the summer hefore, while 

vet the rest of England was untouched. He had wandered all 

hut harmless about the West country that summer 1 ^ 

maw had been full glutted five years hefore, when he sat for rna y 
a week upon the Dartmoor hills, amid the duU hrov^ haze 

granite, looking far and wide over the plague-struck land, and 
Mening to the dead-bell booming all day long in Tavistock 
churchyard. But he was come at last, with appetite more fierce 
than e4r, and had darted aside to seize on Aberalva, and not to 

let it go fill he had sucked his fiU. , , » . n 

And all men moved about the streets slowly, fearfully ; con- 
scious of some awful unseen presence, whkh mght spring on 
tiiem from round every corner ; some dreadM inevitable spell, 
which lay upon them like a nightmare weight ; and walked to 
and fro warily, looking anxiously into each other’s faces, not to 
ask, “How are youl” but “How am IT’ “Do I look as 

and glanced up ever and anon restlessly, as li tney 

expected to see, like the Greeks, in their tainted camp, by 
the pitiless Sun-god shooting his keen arrows down on boast 

and man. 
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^ All _ night long the curdled cloud lay low upon the hills 

Mrappmg m its hot blanket the sweltering breathless town ; 

and rolled off sullenly when the sun rose high, to let him pour 

down his glare, and quicken into evil life all evil things. For 

Baalzebub is a sunny lieiid ; and loves not storm and tempest, 

thunder and lashing rains; but the broad bright sun, and 

broad blue sky, under which he can take his pastime merrhy 

and laugh at all the shame and agony below ; and, as he did at 

IS great banquet in ISTew Orleans once, madden all hearts the 

nioie bj the contrast betw^een the pure heaven above and the 
loul hell below. 

And ujD and down the to^m the foul fiend sported, now her^ 

now there; snapping daintily at unexpected victims, as if to, 

make confusmn worse confounded ; to belie Thurnairs theories 

and prognostics, and harden the hearts of fools by fresh excuses 

lor believmg that he had nothing to do with drains and water ; 

that he was “ only ’’—such an only !— “ the Visitation of God.” 

He has taken old Beer’s second son ; and now he clutches at 

tlio old man himself ; then across the street to Gentleman Jan, 

liis eldest ; but he is diiven out from both houses by cliloride of 

ime and peat dust, and the colony of the Beers has peace 
awhhe. 

Alas ! there are victims enough and to spare beside them, too 
ready for the sacrifice, and up tlie main street he goes un- 
abashed, springing in at one door and at another, on either side 

of the street, but fondest of the western side, where the hill 
slopeii steeply down to the house-backs. 

He fleshes his teeth on every kind of prey. The drunken 
cobbler dies, of course ; but spotless cleanliness and sobriety 
does^ not save the mother of seven children, who hac been 
soaking her brick floor daily with "water fi’om a poisoned well, 
defiling where she meant to clean. Youth does not save the 
buxom lass, who has been filling herself, as girls will do, vdth 
uin'ipe fruit : nor innocence the two fair children who were 
sailing their feather-boats yesterday in the quay-pools, as they 
have sailed them for three years past, and found no hurt ; piety 
does not save the bed-ridden old dame, bed-ridden in the lean-to 
garret,^ who moans, “It is the Lord!” and dies. It is “the 
Lord to her, though Baalzebub hhnself be the angel of release. 

And yet all the Avhile sots and fools escajie where wise men 
lall , weakly women, living amid all wretchedness, nurse, un- 
harmed, strong men who Iiave breathed fresh air all day. Of 

one word of Scripture at least Baalzebub is mindful ; for “ one ls 
taken and another left.” 

StiU, tliere is a method in his seeming madness. His eye falls 
oil a blind alley, rui.ning back from the main street, backed at 
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That ^Klonged to Treluddra, the old &h-jowder. He 
him -besides, terrihed and conscience-stricken men are glad of 

a scapegoat ; and some of those who were his stoutest backers 

in the vestry are now, in their terror, the aga^ hun, 

v^dv to iipute the whole cholera to him. Indeed, old Beer is 

Snd Z : so, all but mobbed, the old sinner goes up-to set 
-Urn houses to rights 1 No ; to curse the whole lot foi a set ol 
piirs and order them to clean the place out them^lves, or he 
will’ turn them into the street. He is one of those base natmes, 
whom fact only lashes into greater fury,— a Pharaoh whose he^t 
the Lord himself can only harden; such men there are, and 

women too mown grey in lies, to reap at last the fruit of 1 e . 

Zt he’ carries back with him to his fish-heaps a httle invmibto 
somewhat which he did not bring ; and ere nightfall he is d^ 

^gain, and the whole neighbourhood of Treluddra s house is wild 

with disgusting agony. , « , .1 v r. 

Now the fiend is hovering round the fish-curing houses : but 

^turns back, disgusted with the pure scent of the tan-y^^ where 

not hides, but nets are barked ; skips on board of a brig m the 

quay-pool ; and a poor coUier’s ’prentice dies, and goes to ^s own 

place What harm has he done ? Is it his sm that, ill-ied and 

well-beaten daily, he has been left to sleep on board, just opposite 

the sewer’s mouth, in a berth some four feet long by two feet high 

and broad 1 . . . tt i > i. 

Or is it that poor girbs sin who was just now m Heale s snop, 

talking to Miss Heale safe and sound, that she is carried back 

into it, in half-an-hour’s time, faintmg, shrieking? One must 

draw a veil over the too hideous details. 

No, not her fault : but there, at least, the curse has not come 

without a cause. For she is Tardrew’s daughter. 

But whither have we got ? How long has the cholera been in 
Aberalva ? Five days, five minutes, or five years ? How many 
euns have risen and set since Frank Headley put into his bosom 

Valencia’s pledge? 

It would be hard for him to tell ; and hard for many more : 
^or aU the days have passed as in a fever dream. To cowards the 
time has seemed endless ; and every moment, ere their term shall 


302 


BAALiJEBUB S BANQUETT. 


come, an age of terror, of sclf-rcproach, of supemtitious prayers, 

and cnos, wlucdr a,-e not repentance. Ar.d to some cowarVtoo 

^ily ^d ni^liir *>?SS 

Strange and hideous, yet true. 

It has now become a mere common-place, the strange power 
1 • pestilences, famines, revolutions, invasions, 

ha^ e to call out m them highest power, for evil and for good 
alike, the passions and virtues of man; how, during their ^ 
the most desperate recklessness, the most ferocious crime, side bv 
side v ith the most heroic and unexpected virtue, are foJloived 
gtmerally by a collapse and a moral death, alike of virtue and of 
vice. We should explain this now-a-days, and not ill, by sayiim 
tliat these crises put the human mind into a stale of exaltation^ 
but the truest explanation, after all, lies in the old Bible belief - 
thaf in these tmes there goes abroad the unquenchable fire of 
bod, literally kindling up all men’s hearts to the highest activitv 
and showmg by the light of them own strange deeds, the inmost 
lecesses of them spirits, till those spirits burn down ao'ain self 
consumed, while the chaff and stubble are left as ashes’, not 
^ alueless after all, as manure for some future crop ; and the pure 
gold, il gold there h<\ alone remains behind. 

Even so it was in Aberalva during that fearful week. The 

drunkards drank more ; the swearers swore more than ever • the 

unjust shopkeeper clutched more greedily than ever at the last 

lew scraps of mean gain wliich remained for him this side the 

grave ; the selfish wrapped themselves up more brutallj^ than 

ever in selfishness ; the shameless women mingled desperate 

debauchery with fits of frantic superstition ; and aU base souls 

cried out together, “ Let us eat and dilnk, for to-morrow we diel ” 

But many a brave man and many a weary woman possessed 

tlicir souls in patience, and worked on, and found that as their 

day them strength should be. And to them the days seemed ' 

short indeed ; for there was too much to be done in them for anv 
note of time. 

Headley and CampbeD, Grace and old Willis, and last, but 

not least, Tom Ihurnall, — these and three or four brave women 
organized themselves into a right-gallant and well-disciplined 
band, and commenced at once a visitation from house to house 
saving thereby, doubtless, many a life ; but ere eight-and-fortv 
hours were passed, the house visitation languished. It was as 
much as they could do to attend to the acute cases. 

And little Scoutbush ? He coidd not nurse, nor doctor • but 
^ynat he could, he did. He bouglit, and fetched aU that money 
cnind procui’e. He gaUoped over to the justices, and obtained 
such summary powers as he coidd ; and then, like a true Irish 
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^ eve shillings a day ea«h to work at ^ovmg 
the saUors cigars from his own ^e, just to show ‘^at ^ 

best after the event to shut the stable-door. Ibe five real workers 
toiled on meanwhile, in perfect harmony and mphcit obedience 
to the all-knowing Tom, but with the most different inward feel- 
ings. Four of them seemed to forget death and danger ; but each 
„ 1 j 4.V.V-.V. ;-r. v.i‘c! own fashion. w-. s 

Frank 


~r Ca^heU longed to die, and courted death 

beUeved that he should_die, and w» readj for d^th 


Grace 


tiehevea tnat ne snouiu. u-io, axx^^ j i j p j 

longed to die, but knew that she should not die tiU she had foun 

To^s helt, and was content to wait. Wilhs was of opmion that 

an “ old man must die some day, and somehow,— as good one 

way as another and all his concern was to run about after tos 

mJd, seeing that she did not tire herself, and obeying all her 

orders with sailor-Uke precision and cleverness. 

And Tomi He just thought nothing about death and danger 

at all. Always smiling, always cheerful, always bi^y, yet never 

in a hurry, he went up and down, seemingly ubiquitous. Sleep 

he got when he could, and food as often as he could ; into the sea 

he leapt, morning and night, and came out fresher every tune ; 

the only person in the town who seemed to grow healthier, and 

actually happier, as the work went on. 

“ You really must be careful of yourself, said Campbell, at 

last. “ You carry no charmed life.” 

“ My dear Sir, I am the most cautious and selfish man in the 
town I am living by rule : I have got — and what greater pleasure 1 
—a good stand-u| fight with an old enemy ; and be sure I shall 

keep myself in condition for it. I 
Board of Health, and I shall not 1 
the Government man comes down 

And 


written 


but 


** I shall go to bed and sleep for a month. 

« ^ • Vll J_ J ^1- 


mind 

mind 

if all parsons in England were like him , I’d — What s here 
Miss Heale came shrieking down the street. 

“ Oh, Mr. Thurnall ! Miss Tardrew ! Miss Tardrew !” 

Screaming will onl 

Tardrew 


Where 


In the surgery,— and my mother ! ” 

pec ted this,” said Tom. “ The 


will 


A . 
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lie went into the surgery. The poor girl was in collapse 
already. Mrs. Ileale was lying on the sofa, stricken. The old 
man hanging over her, brandy bottle in hand. 

“ Put away that trash !” cried Tom ; “you’ve had too much 
already.” 


Oh, I^fr. ihumall, she’s dying, and I shall die too 1” 

“ You ! you Avere all right this morning.” 

“ Put I shall die ; I know I shall, and go to hell !” 

“You’ll go where you ought; and if you give way to this 

miserable coAvardice, you’ll go soon enough. Walk out. Sir! 

^lake ^ ouiself of some use, and forget your fear 1 Peave IVfrs. 
Ileale to me.” 


The Avretched old man obeyed him, utterly cowed, and Avent 
out . but not to be of use : he had been hopelessly boozy from 
the first — half to fortify his body against infection, haK to fortiff-^ 
his heart against conscience. Tom had never reproached him for 
his share in the public folly. Indeed, Tom had never reproached 
a single soul. Poor AATetches Avho had insulted him had sent for 
him, Avith abject shrieks. “ Oh, doctor, doctor, save me I Oh, 
forgive me ! oh, if I’d minded what you said 1 Oh, don’t think 
of Avhat I said !” And Tom had ansAA^ered cheerfully, “Tut-tut; 
never mind Avhat might have been ; let’s feel your pulse.” 

But though lom did not reproach Ileale, Heale reproached 
himself. He had just conscience enough left to feel the whole 
Aveight of his abused responsibility, exaggerated and defiled by 
superstitious horror ; and maudlin tipsy, he AA^andered about the 
street, moaning that he had murdered his wife, and all the toAAm, 
and asking pardon of cA'cry one he met ; till seeing one of the 
meeting-houses open, he staggered in, in the vain hope of comfort 
Avhich he kiicAA' he did not deserve. 


In half-an-hour Tom Avas down the street again to Headley’s, 
“Where is iMiss Harvey 1” 

“ At the Peers’.” 


^ “ She must go up to Heale’s instantly. The mother AviU die. 
I hose cases of panic seldom recover. And Miss Heale may A'^ery 
likely folloAV her. She has shrieked and sobbed herself into it, 
poor fool ! and Grace must go to her at once ; she may bring her 
to common sense and courage, and that is the only chance.” 

Grace went, and literally talked and prayed Miss Heale into 
life again. 


“ You are an angel,” said Tom to her that very evening, Avhen 
he found the girl past danger. 

“ Mr. ThiimaU I” said Grace, in a tone of sad and most mean- 
ing reproof. 


“ But you are ! And these oavIs arc not AA'orthy of you.” 

“ This is no time for such language, Sh ! After alf, Avhat am 
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I doinc more than you !” And Grace went upstams a,gam, with 
a cold hard countenance which heUed utterly the heart wit n. 

That was the critical night of a^ The disease seemed to have 
done its worst in the likeUest spots : hut cases of ^nio mcreased 
aU the afternoon ; and the gross numher was greater than ever. 

Tom did not delay inquiring mto the caime : and he disoove 
if Headlev coming out the next moTmng, after two hours 

frtful sleep, met him^at the gate : his usual ® 

he Lpped short, and hurst out into a story which was hardly 

intelligihle, so interlarded was it with oaths. 

“For Heaven’s sake! Thurnall, calm yourself, and do not 


unlike 


What 


you 


w ^ — -- W •• 

11 tlins 

^ “ Why should I not curse and swear in the street,” gasped he, 
“while every fellow who calls himself a preaeher is al owed to 
do it in the pulpit with impunity 1 Fine him five shillings for 
every curse, as you might if people had courage and common 
sense, and then complain of me 1 I am a fool, I know , though. 
But I cannot stand it I To have all my work undone hy a brutal 
ignorant fanatic 1— It is too much 1 Here, if you will believe it, 

are those preaching fellows getting up a revival, or ^ 
invention, just to make money out of the cholera . They hav 
got down a great gun from the county town. _ Twice a-day they 
he preaching at them, telling them that it is all God s wrath 
against their sins ; that it is impious to interfere, and that I am 
fighting against God, and the end of the world is coming, and 
they and the devil only know what. If I meet one of them, 1 11 
wring his neck, and be hanged for it 1 Oh, you parsons I 
parsons !” and Tom ground his teeth with rage. 

“ Is it possible 1 How did you find this out T ^ 

iSIrs. Heale had been in, listening to their howling, just 
. before she was taken. Heale went in when I tuimed kim out 
of doors : came home raving mad, and is all but blue now. Three 
cases of women have I had this morning, all frightened into 
cholera, by their own confession, by last night’s tom-foolery. 
Came home howling, fainted, and were taken before morning 
One is dead, the other two will die. You must stop it, or I 
shall have half-a-dozen more to-night ! Go into the meeting, and 

curse the cur to his face 1” . t i. m 

“ I cannot,” cried Frank, with a gesture of despair, I eannot ! 

“ Ah, your cloth forbids you, I suppose, to enter the non 
conformist opposition shop.” 

“ You are unjust, Thurnall 1 What are such rules at a moment 
like this 1 I’d break them, and the bishop would hold me guilt- 
less. But I cannot speak to these people. I have no eloquence 


j' ♦ i; 
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no readiness — they do not trust me — would not believe 


and Frank covered his face with his hands, €ui(j 

burst into tears. 


Not that, for Heaven’s sake !” said Tom, “ or we shall have^ 
you blue next, my good fellow. I’d go myself, but they’d not 

am no Christian, I suppose ; at least, I 
—but I know who can ! We’ll send 


can’t talk their slang : 


Campbell !” 


Frank hailed the suggestion with rapture, and away they went : 
but they had an hour’s good search from sufferer to sufferer before 
they found the Major. 

He heard them quietly. A severe gloom settled over his face. 
“ I vuU go,” said he. 

At six o’clock that evening, the meeting-house was filling with 
terrified women, and half-curious, half-sneering, men; and among 
them the tall figure of Major Campbell, in his undress uniform 
(which he had put on, wisely, to give a certain dignity to his 
mission), stalked in, and took his seat in the back benches. 

The sermon was what he expected. There is no need to 
transcribe it. Such discourses may be heard often enough in 
churches as well as chapels. The preacher’s object seemed to be 
for some purpose or other which we have no right to judg 
to excite in his hearers the utmost intensity of selfish fear, by 
language wliich certainly, as Tom had said, came under the law 
against profane cursing and swearing. He described the next 
world in language which seemed a strange jumble of Virgil’s 
.dEneid, the Horan, the dreams of those rabbis who crucified our 
Lord, and of those mediaeval inquisitors who tried to convert 
sinners (and on their own ground, neither illogically nor over- 
harshly) by makuig this world for a few hours as like as pos- 
sible to what, so they held, God was going to make the world to 
come for ever. 


At last he stopped suddenly, when he saw that the animal 
excitement was at the very highest ; and called on all who felt 
“ convinced ” to come forward and confess their sins. 


In another minute there would have been (as there have been 
5 now) four or five young gills raving and tossing upon the 
floor, in mad terror and excitement ; or, possibly, half the con- 


gregation might have rushed out (as a congregation has rushed 
out ei'o now) headed by the iireacher himself, and ran headlong 
down to the quay pool, with shiieks and shouts, declaring that 


Penningto 

hunting him into the sea : but Campbell saw that the madness 
must’ be stopped at once ; and rising, he thundered, in a voice 
which brought all to their senses in a moment — 

“ Stop ! I, too, have a sermon to preach to you ; I trust I am 
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a Christian man, and that not of last ye^’s m^g, Dr 

aad you too, modest married women ! I^ave that fellow with 

the shameless hussies who like to go into fits at hm , 

The appeal was not in vain. The soberer majority ^oUowe 

him out ; the insane Iminority soon followed, in the mere hope 
fresh excitement ; whfie the preacher was fain to come also, to 

guaifi his flock from the wolf. Campbell spmi^g. ^ 
block of stone, and taking off his cap, opened his mouth, and 

spake unto them. 


- ' Keaders will doubtless desire to hear what Major Campbell 
said : but they will be disappointed ; and perhaps it is better tor 
them that they should be. Let each of them, if Ibey tl^k i 
worth while, write for themselves a discourse fitting for a Christian 
man, who loved and honoured his Bible too much to find m a 
few scattered texts, all misinterpreted, and some mistranslated, 
excuses for denying fact, reason, common justice, the voice ot 
God in his own moral sense, and the whole remainder ot the 

Bible from beginning to end. 

Whatsoever words he spoke they came home to those wdd 
hearts with power. And when he paused, and looked intently 
into the faces of his auditory, to see what effect he was prodiimng, 
a murmiir of assent and admiration rose from the crowd, which 
had now swelled to - half the population of the to^vn.. And no 
wonder ; no wonder that, as the men were enchained by the 
matter, so were the women by the manner. The grand head, 
like a grey granite peak against the clear blue sky ; the taU 
figure, with all its martial stateliness and ease ; the gesture of his 
^ long arm, so graceful, and yet so self-restrained ; the tones of his 
voice which poured from beneath that proud moustache, now 
tender as a girl’s, now ringing like a trumpet over roof and sea. 
There were old men there, old beyond the years of man, who 
said they had never seen nor heard the like : but it must be like 
what their fathers had told them of, when J ohn W^ esley , on the 

— - ~ ^ ^ ^ To 


cliffs of St. Ives, out-thundered the thunder 


Grace he seemed one of the old Scotch Covenanters of whom she 
had read, risen from the dead to pre-ach there from his rock 
beneath the great temple of God’s air, a wider and a juster creed 
than theirs. Frank drew Thurnall’s arm through his, and 
whispered, “I shall thank you for this to my dying day but 
Thumall held down his head. He seemed deeply moved. A t 

last, half to liimself, — 

x2 
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‘ ‘ Humph ! I believe that between this man and that girl, 
you will make a Christian even of me some day ! ” 

But the lull was only for a moment. For Major Campbell, 
looking round, discerned among the crowd the preacher, whisper- 
ing and scowling amid a knot of women ; and a sudden fit of 
righteous wrath came over him. 

“ Stand out there. Sir, you Preacher, and look me in the face, 
if you can ! ” thundered he. “ We are here on common ground 
as free men, beneath God’s heaven and God’s eye. Stand out. 
Sir ! and answer me if you can ; or be for ever silent ! ” 

Half in unconscious obedience to the soldier-like word of 
command, half in jealous rage, the preacher stepped forward, 
gasping for breath, — 

“ Don’t listen to liini ! He is a messenger of Satan, sent to 


damn you — a lying prophet ! 
and him ! Stop your ears — 


Let the Lord judge between me 
a messenger of Satan — a Jesuit in 


disguise ! ” 


“ You lie, and you know that you lie ! ” answered Campbell, 


twirling slowly his long moustache, as he always did when 
choking down indignation. “ But you have called on the Lord 
to judge ; so do 1. Listen to me. Sir ! Dare you, in the 
presence of God, answer for the words which you have spoken 


this dayl” 

A strange smile came over the preacher’s face. 

“ I read my title clear. Sir, to mansions in the skies. Well for 
you if you could do the same.” 

Was it only the setting sun, or was it some iimer light from 
the depths of that great spirit, which shone .out in all his coun- 
tenance, and filled his eyes vdth awful Inspiration, as he spoke, 
in a voice calm and sweet, sad and regretful, and yet terrible 
from the slow distinctness of every vowel and consonant ? 

“Mansions in the skies? You need not wait till then. Sir, 


for the presence of God. How, here, you and I are before God’s-- 
judgment-seat. How, here, I call on you to answer to Him for 
the innocent lives which you have endangered and destroyed, for 
the innocent souls to whom yoir have slandered their heavenly 
Father by your devil’s doctrines this day ! You have said it. 
Let the Lord judge between you and me. He knows best how 
to make His judgment manifest.” 

He bowed his head awhile, as if overcome by the awful words 
which he had uttered, almost in spite of himself, and then 
stepped slowly down from t^e stone, and passed through the- 
crowd, which reverently made way for him ; while many voices 
cried, “ Thank you. Sir ! Thank you ! ” and old Captain Willis, 
stepping forward, held out his hand to him, a quiet pride in his 


grey eye. 
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“ You will not refuse an old figliting man’s thanks, Sm 1 This 

has been like Elijah’s day with Baal’s priests on „ 

Campbell shook his hand in silence : but turned sucWenly , lor 

„»iOther and a coarser voice caught his ear. It was Jones, the 

Lieutenant’s. , , . -rx i a 

“ And now, my lads, take the Methodist Parson, neck and 

heels, and heave him into the quay pool, to think over his 

summons !” , d- i 

CampbeU went back instantly. “ No, my dear Sir, let me 

entreat you for my sake. What has passed has been too terrible 

to me already ; if it has done any good, do not let us break it by 

spoiling the law.” , . i 

“ I believe you’re right. Sir ; but my blood is up, and no 

wonder. Why, where is the preacher 1 -u ii> 

- He had stood quite still for several minutes after CampbeU s 

adjuration. He had, often, perhaps, himself hurled forth such 

words in the excitement of preaching ; but never before had he 

heard them pronounced in spirit and in truth. And as he stood, 

ThumaU, who had liis doctor’s eye on him, saw him turn paler 

and more pale. Suddenly he clenched his teeth, and stooped 

slightly forwards for a moment, drawing his breath. ThurnaU 

walked quickly and steadily up to him. 

Gentleman Jan and two other riotous feUows had already laid 
hnlfl of him. more with the intention of frightening, than of 


reaUy ducking him. 

“ Don’t f don’t ! ” cried he, looking round with eyes wild— 
but not with terror. 

“ Hands off, my good lads,” said Tom quietly. “ This is my 

business now, not yours, I can tell you.” 

And passing the preacher’s arm through his own, with a 
serious face, Tom led bim off into the house at the back of the 

chapel. 

In two hours more he Avas blue; in four he Avas a corpse. 
The judgment, as usual, had needed no miracle to enforce it. 

Tom Avent to Campbell that night, and apprised him of the 
fact. “ Those Avords of youi’s Avent through him. Sir, like a 
Mini4 bullet. I was afraid of what Avould happen when I heard 
them.” 

“ So was I, the moment after they were spoken. But, Sir, I 
felt a power upon me, — ^you may think it a fancy, — that there 
was no resisting.” 

“ I dare impute no fancies, when I hear such truth and reason 
as you spoke upon that stone. Sir.” 

“ Then you do not blame me 1 ” asked Campbell, Avith a sub- 
dued, almost deprecatory voice, such as Thurnall had never heard 
in hiin before. 
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“ The man deserved to die, and he died, Sir. It is well that 
there are some means left on earth of punishing offenders whom 
the law cannot touch.” 

“It is an awful responsibility.” ^ 

“ Not more awful than killing a man in battle, which we both 
have done, Sir, and yet have felt no sting of conscience.” 

“ An awful responsibility still. Yet what else is life made up 
of, from morn to night, but of deeds which may earn heaven or 
liell ? . . . Well, as he did to others, so was it done to him. 
God forgive him ! At least, our cause will be soon tried and 
judged : there is little fear of my not meeting him again — ^soon 
enough.” And Campbell, with a sad smile, lay back in his chair 
and was silent. 

“ My dear Sir,” said Tom, “ allow me to remind you, after this 
excitement comes a collapse ; and that is not to be trifled with 
just now. Medicine I dare not give you. Food I must.” 

Campbell shook his head. 

“ You must go now, my dear fellow. It is now half-past ten, 
and I will be at Pennington’s at one o’clock, to see how he goes 
on ; so you need not go there. And, meanwhile, I must take a 
little medicine.” 

“Major, you are not going to doctor yourself?” cried 
Tom. 

“ There is a certain medicine called prayer, Mr. Thurnall — an 
old specific for the heart-ache, as you will find one day — which 
I have been neglecting much of late, and which I must return 
to in earnest before midnight. Good-bye, God bless and keep 
you ! ” And the Major retired to his bedroom, and did not stir 
off his knees for two full hours. Adter which he went to Pen- 
nington’s, and thence somewhere else ; and Tom met liim at four 
o’clock that morning musing amid unspeakable horrors, quiet, 
genial, almost cheerful. 

“ You are a man,” said Tom to himself ; “ and I fancy at times 
something more than a man ; more than me at least.” 

Tom was right in his fear that after excitement would come 
collapse ; but wrong as to the person to whom it w^ould come. 
When he arrived at the surgery door, Headley stood waiting for 
him. 

“ Anything fresh ? Have you seen the Heales ? ” 

“ I have been praying with them. Don’t be frightened. I 
am not likely to forget the lesson of this afternoon.” 

“ Then go to bed. It is full twelve o’clock.” 

“ Not yet, I fear. I want you to see old Willis. All is not 
right. ” 

“ Ah ! I thought the poor dear old man would kill; himself. 
He has been working too hard, and presuming on his sailor's 
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power of tumbling in and taVing a dog’a nap wheunYor he 

* “ I hare warned him again and again : but he was working 

so magnificently, that one had hardly heart to stop him. And 

beside, nothing would part him from Ms maid. 

“ I don’t wraider at that : ” quoth Tom to himself. Is she 

witll llIlEL ? , . 

« No : he found himself ill ; slipped home on stmie pretence ; 

and will not hear of our telling her.” 

“ NoMe old fellow I Caring for every CHae hut hunselt to the 

bat.” And they went in. ..v i • 

It was one of those rare fatal, yet mercdul withal, m 

which the poison seems to seise the very centre of the me, 
to preclude the chance of lingering torture, by one deadening 

The old man lay paralysed, cold, pulseless, hut qmte collected 
and cheerful Tom looked, inquired, shook his head, and called 

friT Ik. Vicvf, hath of salt and water. 


W armth 


Anything 


“The fire’s been 


fir© alight.” 

“Why so. Sir!” asked the old man. 
flickering down this many a year. Why not let it go out 
quietly, at three-score years and ten*? You re sure my maid 

don’t know 1 ” . j i 

They put him into his hath, and he revived a little. 

“ No : I am not going to get well ; so don’t you waste yoim 

time on me. Sirs 1 I’m taken while doing my duty, as I hoped 

to he. And I’ve Uved to see my maid do hers, as I knew sho 

would, when the Lord called on her. I have, — hut doiit tell 

her, she’s well employed, and has sorrows enough abeady, some 

that you’ll know of some day — ” 

“ You must not talk,” quoth Tom, who guessed his meaning, 

'and wished to avoid the subject. » i v i. 

“ Yes, but I must, Sir. I’ve no time to lose. If you d but 

go and see after those poor Heales, and come again. I’d like ta 

have one word with Mr. Headley ; and my time runs short. 

“ A hundred, if you wiU,” said Trank. 

“ And now, Sb,” when they were alone, “ only one thing, li 
you’ll excuse an old sailor,” and WiUis tried vainly to make his 
usual salutation ; but the cramped hand refused to obey, — “and 

a dying one too.” 

“Whatisitr’ , ^ 

“ Only don’t he hard on the people, Sb ; the people here. 

They’re good-hearted souls, with all theb sins, if you 11 only 

take them as you find them, and consider that they’ve had no 

chance.” 
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“Willis, Willis, don't talk of that ! I shall be a wiser man 
henceforth, I trust. At least I shall not trouble Aberalva 


long. 


“ Oh, Sir, don’t talk so; and you just getting a hold of them ! ” 

« I ^ » 


“ Yes, you^ Sir. They’ve found you out at last, thank God. 

I always knew what you were, and said it. They’ve found you 
out in the last Aveek ; and there’s not a man in the toAvn but 
what woidd die for you, I believe.” 

This announcement staggered Trank. Some men it would 
have only hardened in their pedantry, and have emboldened 
them to say : “ Ah ! then these men see that a High Church- 
man can Avork like any one else, Avhen there is a practical 
sacrifice to be made. How I have a standing ground which 
no one can dispute, from which to go on, and enforce my idea , 
of Avhat he ought to be.” 

But, rightly or wrongly, no such thought crossed Trank’s 
mind. He was just as good a Churchman as ever — why not 1 
J ust as fond of his OAvn ideal of what a parish and a Church 
Service ought to be — why not? But the only thought Avhich 
did rise in his mind Avas one of utter self-abasement. 

“ Oh, how blind I have been ! How I have wasted my time 
in la3dng doAvn the laAV to these people ; fancying myself in- 
fallible, as if God Avere not as near to them as He is to me 
— certainly nearer than to any book on my shelves — offending 
their little prejudices, little superstitions, in my 0 A\m cruel 
seK-conceit and self-Avill ! And now, the first time that I 
forget my oAvn rules ; the first time that I forget almost that 
E am a priest, even a Christian at all ! that moment they 
acknoAvledge me as a priest, as a Christian. The moment I 
meet them upon the commonest human ground, helping them 
as one heathen Avould help another, simply because he Avas Ms 
OAAm flesh and blood, that moment they soften to me, and show 
me hoAV much I might have done with them tAvelve months 
ago, had I had but common sense ! ” 

He knelt down and prayed by the old man, for him and for 
Mmseli. 

“ Would it be troubling you, Sh ? ” said the old man at last. 

“ But I’d like to take the Sacrament before I go.” 

Of course. Whom shah. I ask in ? ” 

The old man paused awhile. 

I fear it’s selfish : but it seems to me — I Avould not ask it, - - 
but that I know I’m going. I should like to take it with my 
maid, once more before I die.” 

“ I’U go for her,” said Frank, “ the moment Thurnall comes 

back to v/atch Amu.” 
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Wliat need to go yourself. 


- 

• « 

Sarah will go> 


; aS?3d““ M •“ 

back. Have some trandy gona He had a 

'■ ““to s«d it must he said at once. 

He turned down ^e “lent s^^, ^d 

stairs, through quaint ®*o*^ S „ fishing towns ; into 

-ten huddled together on ^et lide open, iu 

stifling cottage, the dew niet him, and clasped both 


air 

JtlXO YttUJ. xxvf^w 

hifl hands, with 


They’re mending 


“ They’re mending, bir . - — „ 
bo teU you. I never looked foryou so 

There was a gentle voice m the n«t !»« ; ^ 

“ Ah, she’s P“l™® ^ f \^tever I should have done with- 

S^“h”t^;Sd L ^Tout aU day long, too ; tiU one fancies at 

whiles the Lord must have changed 


minute 

ly \y w V-.-.W 

Frank went in, and listened to he 

p.a.1 m as the pale, calm 


Her face was as 


pale and calm as tne paie, ^ 

love and light. 

Frank listened ; 


but would not break the spell. 
looked round, and blushed. 


« i be^your pardon. Sir, for taking 
known that you were about, I would 
that you were gone home, I thought yoi 
if I gave thanks for them myself, ihe^ 

were 


If I had 


own 


Miss 


Harvey, do not tallc so ! While you can pray 
praying then, he who would silence you mig 

unawares the Lord himseK ! T?w«nV’<a + 

ade no answer, though the change in ^rank 


his errand 

HapS'^PPy mau ! ” she said calmly ; aud putting 

on her bomiet, foUowed Frank out of the house. 

•‘Miss Harvey,” said Frank, as they hurried up the street, 1 

must say one word to you, before we take that sacrament 
together.” 
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“ Sir 1 ” 

“ It is well to confess aU sins before the Eucharist, and I will 
confess mine. 1 have been unjust to you. I know that you 
hate to be praised ; so I will not tell you what has altered my~' 
opinion. But Heaven forbid that I should ever do so base a 
thing, as to take the school away from one who is far more fit to 
rule in it than ever I shall be 1 ” 

Grace burst into tears. 

“ Thank God ! And I thank you, Sir ! Oh, there’s never a 
storm but what some gleam breaks through it ! And now. Sir, 

I would not have told you it before, lest you should fancy that 
I changed for the sake of gain — though, perhaps, that is pride, 
as too much else has been. But you will never hear of me inside 
either of those chapels again.” 

“ What has altered your opinion of them, then 1 ” 

“ It would take long to tell. Sir : but what happened this 
morning filled the cup. I begin to think. Sir, that their God 
and mine are not the same. Though why should I judge them, 
who worshipped that other God myself till no such long time 
since ; and never knew, poor fool, that the Lord’s name was 
Love ? ” 

“ I have found out that, too, in these last days. More shame 
to me than to you that I did not know it before.” 

“Well for us both that we do know it now, Sir. For if we 
believed Him now. Sir, to be aught but perfect Love, how could 
we look round here to-night, and not go mad 1 ” 

“ Amen ! ” said Frank. 

And now had the pestilence, of all things on earth, revealed 
to tliose two noble souls that God is Love ? 

Let the reader, if he have supplied Campbell’s sermon, answer 
the question for himself. 

They went in, and upstairs to Willis. 

but with no sign of ' 
sorrow. Dry-eyed, she kissed the old man’s forehead ; arranged 
his bed clothes, woman-like, before she knelt down; and then 
the three received the Sacrament together. 

“ Don’t turn me out,” whispered Tom. “ It’s no concern of 
mine, of course : but you are all good creatures, and, somehow, 

I should like to be with you.” 

So Tom stayed ; and what thoughts passed through his heart 
are no concern of ours. 

Frank put the cup to the old man’s lips; the lips closed,--, 
sipped, — then opened the jaw had fallen. 

“ Gone,” said Grace quietly. 

Frank paused, awe-struck. 

“ Go on, Sir,” said she, in a low voice. “ He hears it all more 


Grace bent over the old man, tenderly. 


- y • 
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1 ji'A VAfnra ” And Ijv tlio dead mans 

cleaily than h» ever did before. y 

with me.' , . . :«t» fiia -a-nrrlH ware sp 
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Torhardlv heard the tone in wHch the wo^e spoken, 

or he would ^rhape . 

“ My takes the ConunMion, said de, nau w 

“ Ho’^J^v^ to ^ntea^wo^ have been finished, Xom stopped 
•hort — . . «» 


“ Hev 1 — What 


‘‘TpSi^,!^H^rit .-Impossihle --There, you are aU right 


Excuse 


rce gnpe 
« Pish l- 


“ For the time. I can understand 
sensation it is, though. Can you w 

- - • • • ^.A. ... L«. 4*1^^ hi 


Curious 


sfSto Sis: js 'a. up-i""-. 

i nave le ^ TTave vou had any warning 

hold your tongue and go to bed. H y J ^ 


-no, — that is 


Ho^vrto^e ^gVtoTer Have you had 

"®“Aml.h “fowled Thurnall to himseH. “ I’d sooner have 

irh‘o he 

through to stop his screams. 


In 


CHAPTEE XVIII. 


TIIE BLACK HOUND 


Pah ! Let us escape anywhe 


and martyrs— 
but surely to< 
up the v^ey 


•perhaps 


turf. We have been watching 

long enough for the good of our 
. nf miT brtdies. Let ui 


?S to dr;;ght lasta on), at least a cool ipfreshing 
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do^vn-dl’augll.t from Carcarrow Moor "before the sun gets up. It 
is just half-past four o'clock, on a glorious August morning. We 
shall have three hours at least before the heavens become one 
great Dutch-oven again. 

We shall have good company, too, in our walk ■; for here comes 
Campbell fresh from his morning's swim, swinging up the silent 

street toward Frank Headley’s lodging. 

He stops, and tosses a pebble against the ^vindow-pane. In 
a minute or two Thurnall opens the street-door and slips out to 

him. 

“ Ah, Major ! Overslept myself at last ; that sofa is wonder- 
fully comfortable. ITo time to go down and bathe. 1 11 get my 
header somewhere up the stream.” 

“ How is he 1 ” 

“ He ? sleeping like a babe, and getting well as fast as his^^ 
soul will allow his body. He has something on his mind. 
Nothing to be ashamed of, though, I will warrant ; for a purer, 

nobler fellow I never met.” 

“ When can we move him 1 ” 

“ Oh, to-morrow, if he will ag\’ee. You may all depart and 
leave me and the Government man to make out the returns of 
killed and wounded. YTe shall have no more cholera. Eight 
days without a new case. We shall do now. I’m glad you are 

coming up mth us.” v i j 

“ I will just see the hounds throw off, and then go back and 

get Headley’s breakfast.” ^ 

“ No, no ! you mustn’t, Sir : you want a day’s play. ^ 

“ Not half as much as you. And I am in no hunting mood 
just now. Do you take your fill of the woods and the streams, 
and let me see our patient. I suppose you will be back by 

noon 

“Certainly.” And the two swing up the street, and out ot 

the town, along the vale toward Treeboze. j o 4 . 

For Trebooze of Trebooze has invited them, and Lord Scout- 

bush, and certain others, to come out otter-hunting ; and otter- 

hunting they will go. . i . r. ^ • 1 .+ 

Trebooze has been sorely exercised, during the last tortmgnt, 

between fear of the cholera and desire of calling upon Lord 
Scoutbush — “ as I ought to do, of coiuse, as one of the gentry 
round ; he’s a Whig, of course, and no move to me than anybody 
else ; but one don’t like to let politics interfere ; ’ by wMch 
Trebooze glosses over to himseK and friends the deep flun^^ 
dom with which he lusteth after a live lord’s acquaintance, and 
one especially in whom he hopes to find even such a one as him- 
self. . . . “ Good fellow, I hear he is, too, — good sportsman, 

smokes like a chimney,” and ho forth. 



hound 
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So at last, when the 

servae ; h^ so a&aid of &ooti-f - ^o®. “y 


before, 


e so anaiu . compliments 

Wunders out a few f^ome ramp 


stayin; 


,^kror8couthnsh-s,-and ta^tne ^tTLo^'^iiSp 

his lordship’s high-pnoed , a 

he would like * ” s™®^® one x^^hioh he offere five minutes 

any more than the het o ^ P y T_jgv, mare in and out of 

afterwards, that he on his haunches,” (as he 

informs his ftiend Mr. a^reasure in such an 


Tburnall 


itter company than ninety 
himself again when Scout 


his 


from Tardrew ; and o™ Xm^which may he perused 

versation of that graccM and lofty stamp w y 

and perpended m *® ,?¥ painfully true to that ugUer and 

E1L®oO£ 

*e!^tSrScouthush to him^H. when his visitor haA 

"Tif- ioat like a page out of 

wants all the while to play at b o S too, 

fz s^a.: ^ ->• 

® DMhe^y lordJ” quoth tL Thurnall, when he heard the 

“T;d“TSe“U“ ptrt, 

civil way, that you don’t know *“ Lord Scout- 

Howevej Trehooze depa^tad m ^gh the 

bush has .deigned o y lilcAs. and any 

otter-hounds work any 

how- 


time 


bring 


dajor Campbell 1” 

.< Kt“^“'or three sporting gentlemen from the neigt 
bourStoo Kegular good ones, my lord-thongh they are 
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the black hound. 

^ your lordship', 

theh^^rcX^hitoni’erS^a tonTof^^bl'^”?^^ honoured by making 
puzzles Trebooze, who goes a step tothe™^ utterly 

Can’t Xoi“yo1r Fiicrri “ pot luck afterwards. 

guunds of old port.-My father" uld t tw^ TdTt’akelt up* 

moaning to be wMy." ^JI^ow: 

His lordship was exceedindy sorry • it wn« ^ ^ 

and proUly sX’tSf n^xT dly Tr ^ 

not fail to’ do mysrtLtntr oJ 

eocpressmg niy regret,” &c. ' -trebooze, and 

^ So to the otter-hunt is Scoiithush r. -, „ 

him 


j JiKJJ. XltJUC 

ask that blackguard of a doctor 

.M ^ ^ 


otter himself ^■%;rif”heVsoX~v fu'^“ I ^ I** "’o^® an 

themselves his betted "tl^W^rdTal lltb^ 

M a note to Tom 

1-y wi jr:f ! aom- 

f ^“dTjotl 

get one o^two f I ^ouX W = I n-as certain I should 

Jolly little dog ! be was Ld, I " ^ •‘ "'eek. 

and enjoyinn- himself ‘ ere e ■ ’ -ti"^ spuinmg about last uight, 

‘hath edaied torn In ids Itfb ■ T, "“!r® 
we' die into son'm to-C Id’ W sUto" 

“my not?” uneerstaoe. 

perfect cm-hipod rootS^fm-^tf’ swunming larya, or the 

iug his wild oat of th^ roymg young fellow who is soav- 

become a rcsspectable lando\f^ Zi*h and 

head?’ downer with a good house over his 


1-tiJxiauij, "jOlust 
ham ! I wdsh he were an 
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** And begun to propagate Ms species ? W ell, you nave me 
there, Sir, as far as this life is concerned ; but you will confess 
that the barnacle’s history proves that all crawling grubs don t - 

» turn into butterflies.” u- t 

“ I dare say the barnacle turns into what is best tor mm ; at 

all events, what he deserves. That rule of yours will apply to 

him, to whomsoever it will not.” 

And so does penance for the sins of his youth, as some of us 

are to do in the next world 1 

Perhaps yes j perhaps no ^ perhaps neither. 

“ Do you speak of us, or the barnacle 1” 

“ Of both.” ^ ^ . 

“ I am glad of that ; for on the popular notion of our being 

punished a million years hence for what we did when we were 

lads, I never could see anythhig but a misery and injustice in 

^ our having come into the world at all. 

“ 1 can,” said the Major quietly 

“ Of course I meant nothing rude : but I had to buy my 
experience, and paid for it dearly enough in folly. 

“ So had I to buy mine.” 

“ Then why be punished over and above 1 Why have to pay 
for the folly, which was itself only the necessary price of experi- 
ence ? ” 

“ For being, perhaps, so foolish as not to use the experience 

after it has cost you so dear.” 

“ And will punishment cure me of the foolishness ?” 

“ That depends on yourself. If it does, it must needs be so 
much the better for you. But perhaps you will not be punished, 

but forgiven.” 

“ Let off 1 That would be a very bad thing for me, unless I 
become a very different man from what I have been as yet. I am 
always right glad now to get a fall whenever I make a stumble. 
-•Lshould have gone to sleep in my tracks long ago else, as one 
used to do in the back woods on a long elk hunt.” 

“ Perhaps you may become a very different man.” 

“ I should be sorry for that, even if it were possible.” 

“ Why ? Do you consider yourself perfect 
‘‘ No . . . But somehow, Thomas Thurnall is an old friend 
of mine, the first I ever had ; and I should be sorry to lose his 
company.” 

“ I don’t think you need fear doing so. You have seen an 
insect go through strange metamorphoses, and yet remain the 
same individual ; why should not you and I do so likewise 

“WeUI” 

** Well — ^Tliere are some points about you, I suppose, which 
you would not be sorry to have altei ed ? ” 
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“ A few,” quoth Tom, laughing. << I do not consider mysj 
quite perfect yet.” ^ 

“ What if those points were not really any part of your 
character, but mere excrescences of disease : or if that be too 
degrading a notion, mere scars of old wounds, and of the wear 
and tear of life ; and what if, in some future life, all those dis- 
appeared, and the true ]\Ir. Thomas Thurnall, pure and simple 
were alone left?” ' 

“ It is a very hopeful notion. Only, my dear Sir, one is quite 
self-conceited enough in this imperfect state. What intolerable 

coxcombs we should all bo if we were perfect, and could sit 
admiring ourselves for ever and ever 1” 

“ But what if that self-conceit and self-dependence were the 
very root of aU the disease, the cause of all the scars, the very 

thing which will have to be got rid of, before our true charaotet, 
and true manhood can be developed ?” 

“ Yes, I understand. Faith and hmnility .... You will for- 
give me. Major Campbell, I shall learn to respect those virtues 
when good people have defined them a little more exactly, and 
can show me somewhat more clearly in what faith differs from 
superstition, and humility from hypocrisy.” 

“ I do not think any man wiU ever define them for you. But 
you may go through a course of experiences, more severe, probably, 
than pleasant, which may enable you at last to define them for 
yourself.” 


“ Have you defined them ?” asked Tom bluntly, glancing round 
at his companion. 


“ Faith? — Yes, I trust. 


Humility? — Ho, I fear.” 


“ I should like to hear your definition of the former, at least.” 

“ Did I not say that you must discover it for yourself?” 

“ Yes. Well. When the lesson comes, if it does come, I sup- 
pose it will come in some learnable shape ; and till then, I must 
sliift for myself — and if self-dependence be a punishable sin, I , 
shall, at all events, have plenty of company whithersoever I go. 
There is Lord Scoutbush and Trebooze ! ” 


WLy did not Campbell speak his mind more clearly to Thurnall? 

Because he knew that with such men words are of little avail. 
The disease was entrenched too strongly in the very centre of the 
man’s being. It seemed at moments as if all his strange adven- 
tures and hairbreadth escapes had been sent to do him harm, and 
not good ; to pamper and harden his self-confidence, not to crush 
it. Therefore Campbell seldom argued with him : but he prayed 
for him often ; for he had begun, as all did who saw much of 
Tom Thurnall, to admire and respect him, in spite of all his 
faults. 


And now, turniug tlirough a woodland path, they descend 
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toward the river, till they can hear voices below them; Scout- 
bush laughing quietly, Trebooze laying down the law at the top 
of his voice. 

“ How noisy the fellow is, and how he is hopping about ! ” 
gays Campbell. 

“Ho wonder ; he has been soaking, I hear, for the last fort- 
night, with some worthy compeers, by way of keeping off cholera. 
I must have my eye on him to-day.” 

Scrambling down through the brushwood, they found them- 
selves in such a scene as Creswick alone knows how to paint : 
though one element of beauty, which Creswick uses full well, 
was wanting ; and the whole place was seen, not by slant sun- 
rays, gleaming tlirough the boughs, and dappUug aU tlie pebbles 
with a lacework of leaf shadows, but in the uniform and sober 
grey of dawn. 

A broad bed of shingle, looking just now more like an ill- 
made turnpike road than the bed of Alva stream ; above it, 
a long shallow pool, which showed every stone through the 
transparent water ; on the right, a craggy bank, bedded with 
deep wood sedge and orange-tipped king ferns, clustering beneath 
sallow and maple bushes already tinged mth gold ; on the left, 
a long bar of gravel, covered with giant “butterbur” leaves; 
in and out of which the hounds are brushing — beautiful black- 
and-tan dogs, of which poor Trebooze may be pardonably proud ; 
while round the burleaf-bed dances a rough white Irish terrier, 

seeming, by his frantic self-importance, to consider himself the 
master of the hounds. 

Scoutbush is standing with Trebooze beyond the bar, upon 
a little lawn set thick with alders. Trebooze is fussing and 
hdgetting about, wiping his forehead perpetually ; telling every- 
body to get out of the way, and not to interfere ; then catching 
hold of Scoutbush’s button to chatter in his face ; then, starting 
aside to put some part of his dress to rights. His usual lazy 
drawl is exchanged for fooHsh excitement. Two or three more 
gentlemen, tired of Trebooze’s absurdities, are scrambling over 
the rocks above, in search of spraints. Old Tardrew waddles 
stooping along the Ime where grass and shingle meet, his bull- 
dog visage bent to his very knees. 

“ Tarckew out hunting 1 ” says Campbell. “ Why, it is but 
a week since his daughter was buried ! ” 

“ And why not ? I like him better for it. Would he brin^r 
her back again by throwing away a good day’s sport ? Betted- 

turn out, as he has done, and forget his feelings, if he has 

any. 

“ He has feelmgs enough, don’t doubt. But you are right, 
there is something very characteristic in the way in which the 
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with husuiess, even with pleasure.” ' 

“ Hillo ! Mr. Trebooze ! ” says the old fellow, looking up. 
“ Here it is ! ” ^ 


what?” cries 


A / 

flemishing 


“ Spraint ? — Spraint ?--Spraint ?— Where ? El 
Trebooze. 

“Ho ; but what’s as good : here on this aldei 
hour old. I thought they beauties stams wer 
for nowt.” 

“ Here ! Here ! Here ! Here ! Musical, Musical ! Sweetlips ! 
Get out of the way ! ” — and Trebooze runs down. 

Musical examines, throws her nose into the air, and answers 
by the rich beil-like note of the true otter hound ; and all the 
woodlands ring as the pack dashes down the shingle to her call. 

“ Over ! ” shouts Tom. “ Here’s the fresh spraint our side > ” 

Through the water splash squire, viscount, , 

hounds, to the horror of a shoal of par, the only visible tenants 
of a pool, which, after a shower of rain, would be alive with 
trout. Where those trout are in the meanwhile is a mystery 
yet unsolved. 

^ Over dances the little terrier, yapping furiously, and expending 
his superfluous energy by snapping right and left at the par. 

“Hark to Musical! hark to Sweetlips! Down the stream? 
— Ho ! the old girl has it ; right up the bank ! ” 

“How do. Doctor ? How do, Major Campbell? Forward! 
— Forward ! — Forward ! ” shouts Trebooze, glad to escape a 
longer parley, as with his spear in his left hand, he clutches 
at the overhanging boughs with his right, and swings him- 
self up, with Peter, the huntsman, after him. Tom follows 
him ; and why ? 

Because he does not like his looks. That bull-eye is red, 
and almost bursting; his cheeks are flushed, his lips blue, his 
hand shakes 3 and Tom’s quick eye has already remarked, from^- 
a distance, over and above his new fussiness, a sudden shudder, 
a quick haK-frightened glance behind him ; and perceived, too, 
that the moment Musical gave tongue, he put the spirit-flask to 
his mouth. 

Away go the hounds at score through tangled cover, their 
merry peal ringing from brake and briar, clashing against the 
rocks, moaning musically away through distant glens aloft. 

Scoutbush and Tardrew “ take down ” the river-bed, followed 
by Campbell. It is in his way home ; and though the Major 
has stuck many a pig, shot many a gaui’, rhinoceros, and elephant, ^ 
he disdains not, like a true sportsman, the less dangerous but 
more scientific excitement of an otter-hunt. 



a 


Hark to the merry merry Christchurch bells ! She’s up by 
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this time; — ^that don’t sound like a drag now!” cries Tom 

bursting desperately, with elbow-guai’ded visage, through the 

_^Ja^led scrub. “ What’s the matter, Trebooze ? ¥o, thanks 

modest quenchers ’ won’t improve the wind just now.” 

For Trebooze has halted, panting and bathed in perspimtiou j 

has been at the brandy flask again; and now offers Tom a 
“ quencher,” as he calls it. 

“ As you like,” says Trebooze sulkily, having meant it as 
a token of reconciliation, and pushes on. 

They are now upon a little open meadow, girdled by green 

wa^ of wood ; and along the river-bank the hounds are fairly 

racmg. Tom and Peter hold on ; Trebooze slackens. 

“ Your master don’t look right this morning, Peter.” 

Peter lifts his hand to his mouth, to signify the habit of 

(kinkmg ; and then shakes it in a melancholy fashion, to signify 

th^ the said habit has reached a lamentable and desperate iToint. 

Tom looks back. Trebooze has pulled up, and is walkin'/ 

wipmg still at his face. The hounds have overrun the scenT 

and are back again, flemishing about the plashed fence on 
the river brink. 

• 4 ^ over! oyer!” shouts Peter, tunibling over the fence 

into tne stream, and staggering across. 

Treboom com^ up to it, tries to scramble over, mutters some- 


have been 


thing, and sits down astride of a bough. 

“ You are not well, Squire ?” ° 

“WeU as ever I was in my li 

wyeral times ktely ; couldn't sleep either— haven’t slept an hour 
this week. — Don t know what it is.” 

“ mat ducks of hounds those are I ” says Tom, tryinu, for 
jUtenor purposes, to mgratiate himself. “ Horv they are u-orkin.- 
there all by themselves, like so many human beings. Perfect ” 

-'-hot u 5 wT J as well sit here a minute. AwfuUy 

^tor ^ creature that Miss 8t. Just is I I say. 

Yes, Sir, shouts Peter, from the other side. 

“ Those hounds ain’t right ! ” with an oath. 

“ Not right, Sir ?” 

“ Didn’t I tell you 1— five couple and a half—no, five counle 

—no, SIX. Hang it 1 I can’t see, I thinlc ! How many hounds 
Old I tell you to bring out ? ” ^ nounds 

“ Five couple, Sir.” 

• “Then * ♦ 


“ Which ol 

keenly. 

“ Why thai 
be get here ? ” 


• why did you bring out that other 1 ” 

^ J a « a. 


He’s none o’ mine ! Nasty black our, bo w did 


t2 
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There’s never no cnr here ! ” 


“ You lie, you oaf — ^no 
are there here?” 


why — D octor 


hounds 


“ I can’t see,” says Tom, “ among those bushes. _ 

“Can’t see, eh] Why don’t those brutes hit it ofit? says 
Trebooze, drawling, as if he had forgotten the matter, and loung- 
ing over the fence, drops into the stream, followed by Tom, and 

wades across. , . • .t. 

The hounds are all round him, and he is couragmg them on, 

fussing again more than ever ; but without success. 

“ Gone to hole somewhere here,” says Peter, 
u * * 4^ !” cries Trebooze, looking round, with a sudden snud- 

der and face of terror. “ There’s that black brute again ! there, 

behind me ! Hang it, he’U bite me next ! ” and he caught up his 

leg, and struck behind him with his spear. 

There vms no dog there. . . 

Peter was about to speak ; but Tom sdenced him by a look, 

and shouted, — , , . . ^ 4- 1 

“ Here we are ! Gone to holt m this alder root . 

- How then, little Carlingford ! Out of the way, pupies ! 

cries Trebooze, righted again for the moment by the excitement, 

and thrusting the hounds right and left, he stoops down to put 
SuddeSy *h™sprmgs up, with something like a scream, and 

then bursts out on Peter with a voUey ol oaths. 

“ Didn’t I tell you to drive that cur away f , , 

“Which cur, Sir?” cries Peter, tremblmg, and utterly con- 


“ That cur ' * * ^ Can’t I believe my own eyes ? Will yon 
tell me that the heggar didn’t bolt between my legs this moment, 

and went into the hole before the terrier ? 

neither answered. Peter from utter astonishment, Tom 


because he saw what was the matter. 
“Don’t stoop, Squire. You’ll make 


the blood fly to your 



head. Let me — ” 

But Trebooze thrust him hack with curses. 

“ I’ll have the brute out, and send the spear through him . 
and flingiug himself on his knees agaiu, Trebooze began tearing 
madly at the roots and stones, shouting to the half-huried terrier 

to tear the iutruder. j 

Peter looked at Tom, and then wrung his hands in despair. 

“ Dirty work — beastly work ! ” muttered Trebooze. “ hi othmg 

but slugs and evats !— Toads, too,— hang the toads ! WTiat a 

plac^ne brings all this vermin? Curse it!” shrieked he, spiyig- 

ing^hack, “ there’s an adder 1 and he’s gone up my sleeve ! Help 

me 1 Doctor 1 Thurnali ! or I’m a dead man !” 


THE BLAOK HOUND. 


V 






Tom caught the arm, thrust his hand up the sleeve, and seemed 
to snatch out the snake, and hurl it hack into the river. 

“ All right now ! — a near chance, though ! ” 

Peter stood open mouthed. 

I never saw no snake ! ” cried he. 

Tom caught him a buffet which sent him reeling. “Look 
after your hounds, you blind ass ! How are you now, Trehooze?” 
And he caught the squire round the waist, for he was reeling. 

“ The world ! The world upside down ! rocking and swinging ! 
Who’s put me feet upwards, like a fly on a ceiling ? I’m falling, 
falling off, into the clouds — into hell-lire — hold me ! — Toads and 
adders ! and wasps — to go to holt in a wasp’s nest ! Drive ’em 
away, — ^get me a green hough ! I shall he stung to death ! ” 

And tearing off a green hough, the wretched man rushed into 
^he river, heating wildly right and left at his fancied tormentors. 

“ What is it ? ” cry Camphell and Scouthusli, who have run 
up breathless. 

“ Delirium tremens. CampheU, get home as fast as you can, 
and send me up a hottle of morpliine. Peter, take the hounds 
home. I must go after him.” 

“ I’ll go home with Camphell, and send the hottle up hy a 
man and horse,” cries Scouthush; and away the two trot at a 
gallant pace, for a cross-country run home. 

“ Mr. Tardrew, come with me, there’s a good man ! — I shall 
want help.” 

Tardrew made no reply, hut dashed tlirough the river at his 
heels. 

Trehooze had already climbed the plashed fence, and was 
running wildly across the meadow. Tom dragged Tardrew up it 

after h^. 

“ Thank ’ee. Sir,” but nothing more. The two had not met 
since the cholera. 

Trehooze fell, and lay rolling, trying in vain to shield his face 
from the phantom wasps. 

They lifted him up, and spoke gently to him. 

“ Better get home to Mrs. Trehooze, Sir,” said Tardi’ew, v ith 
as much tenderness as his gruff voice could convey. 

“ Yes, home 1 homo to MoUy ! My Molly’s always kind. 
She won’t let me be eaten up ahve. Molly, MoUy !” 

And shrieking for his wife, the wretched man started to run 
again. 

^ “ Molly, I’m in hell ! Only help me ! you’re always right ! 
only forgive me ! and I’ll never, never again — ” 

And then came out hideous confessions ; then fresh hideous 
delusions. 

* • * * « 
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Three weary up-hill miles lay between them and the house : 
but liome they got at last. 

IVobooze daslied at the house, tore it open ; slammed and 
bolted it behind him. to shut out the pursuing fiends. 

“Quick, round by the back-door!” said Tom, who had not 
opposed him for fear of making him furious, but dreaded some 
tragedy if he were left alone, 

J’ut liis fear was needless. Ti'cbooze. looked into the breakfast- 
room. It was empty; she was not out of bed yet. lie rushed 
upstairs into Iter bed-room, shrieking lier name ; she leaped up 
to meet liira ; and tlie jioor wretch buried his head in that 
faithful bosom, screaming to her to save liiin from he knew not 
what. 

She put her arms round him, soothed him, wept over him 
sacred tears. “j\Ty William! my own William! Yes, I v.dH 
take care of yon ! Nothing shall hurt jmci, — my own, oum !” 
A^ain, drunlcen, brutal, uitfaithful. A^t's : but Iter husband 

still. 

H'lierc was a Icnock at the door. 

“ AVh o is that ?” site cried, with her usual fierceness, terrified 

for his character, riot teiaafied for herself. 

“Mr. Tliurnall, Aladam. Have you any laudanum in the 

house ? ” 

“Ams, here! Oh, come in! Thank God you are come! 
AVhat is to be done?” 

Tom looked for the laudanum bottle, and poured out a heavy 
dose. 

“IMake him take that. Madam, and put him to bed. I will 
wait downstairs awhile ! ” 


“ Thurnall, d’hurnall ! ” calls Treboozo : “ don’t leave me, old 
fellow ! you are a good fellow. I say, forgive and forget. Don’t 
leave me ! Only don’t leave me, for the room is as full of devils 

as 

^ ^ ^ ^ 

An hour after, Tom and Tardrew were Avalldng home together, 
“ lie is quite quiet now, and fast asleep.” 

“AVill he mend. Sir?” asks Tardrew, 

“ Of course, he Avill : and iierhaps in more ways than one. 
Best thing that could have hapjKuied— will bring him to his 
senses, ami lie’ll start fresh. ’ 

“ AVe’ll liope so, — he’s been mad, I think, ever since he heard 
of that cholera.” 

“ 8o have others : but not with brandy,” thought Tom : but 
he said nothing. 

“'I say, Sir,” (piotli Tardrew, after a wliile, “how’s Parson 
llcadhq' ? ” 


4 


\ * 
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t* Gettmg Tfell, I’m happy to say.” 

“ Glad to hear it, Six. He’s a good man, after all ; though we 
have our differences. But he’s a good man, and worked like 


» 


one. 

« He did.” 


Silence again. 

“Nfivp.r heard such beautiful nrayers in all my hfe 


understands his business 


made over my poor maid.” 

“ I don’t doubt it,” said Tom. 
at heart, though he may have his fancies. ” 

“And so do some others,” said Tardrew in a gruff tone, as if 
half to himself, “ who have no fancies. .... Tell you what it is. 
Sir ; you was right this time ; and that’s plain truth. I’m sorry 

to hear talk of your going.” 

“ My good Sir,” quoth Tom, “ I shall be very sorry to go. I 
have found place and people here as pleasant as man could wish ; 

but go I must.” 

“ Glad you’re satisfied, Sir ; wish you was going to stay,” says 
Tardrew. “ Seen Miss Harvey this last day or two, Sir 1 ” 

“ Yes. You know she’s to keep her school ? ” 

“ I know it. Nursed my girl like an angel.” 

“ Like what she is,” said Tom. 


“You said one true word once : that she was too good for us.” 


this 


By those curt and surly utterances did Tardrew, in true British 


bulldog fashion, express a repentance too deep for words ; too 
deep for all confessionals, penances, and emotions or acts of con- 
trition ; the repentance not of the excitable and theatric southern, 
unstable as water, even in his most violent remorse : but of the 


still, deep-hearted northern, whose pride breaks slowly and 

will 


never tell to man ; and having told it, is a new creature from 
^hat day forth for ever. 


CHAPTEE XIX. 

BEDDGELERT. 

The pleasant summer voyage is over. The Waterwitch is 
-^lounging off Port Madoc, waiting for her crew. The said crew 
are busy on shore drinking the ladies’ healths, with a couple of 
sovereigns which Valencia has given them, in her sister’s name 
and her own. The ladies, under the care of Elsley, and the far 
more practical care of Mr. Bowie, are rattling along among 
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children, maids, and boxes, over the sandy flats of the ira^th 
Mawr, beside the long reaches of the lazy stream, with the blue 
surges of the hills in front, and the silver sea behind. Soon 
they begin to pass wooded knolls, islets of rock in the alluvial 
plain. The liigher peaks of Snowdon sink down behind the 
lower spurs in front , the plain narrows j closes in, walled round 
with woodlands clinging to the steep hill-sides ; and, at last, 
they enter the narrow gorge of Pont-Aberglaslyn,— -pretty enough, 
no doubt, but much over-praised ; for there are in Devon alone 

a dozen passes far grander, both for form and size. 

Soon tliey emerge again on flat meadows, mountain-cradled ; 
and tlie grave of the mythic greyhound, and the fair old church, 
shrouded in tall trees j and last, but not least, at the famous 
Leek Hotel, where ruleth Mrs. Lewis, great and wise, over the 
four montlis’ Babylon of guides, cars, chambermaids, touristS 7 --*t 
artists, and reading-parties, camp-stools, telescopes, poetry-books, 
blue uglies, red petticoats, and parasols of every hue. 

There they settle down in the best rooms in the house, and 
all goes as merrily as it can, while the horrors which they have 
left behind them hang, like a black background, to all their 
thoughts. However, both Scoutbush and Campbell send as 
cht'erful reports as they honestly can ; and gradually the ex- 
ceeding beauty of the scenery, and the amusing bustle of the 
village, make them forget, perhaps, a good deal which they 

ousht to have remembered. r , • 

As for poor Lucia, no one will complain of her for oemg 

happy for feeling that she has got a holiday, the hist for now 
four years, and trying to enjoy it to the utmost. She has no 
liousehold cares. Mr. Bowie manages everything, and does so, 
in order to keep up the honour of the family, on a somewhat 
magnificent scale. Tlie children, in that bracing air, aie better 
than she has ever seen them. She has Valencia all to heiselt j 
and Elsley, in spite of the dark fancies over which he has been 

brooding, is better behaved, on the whole, than usual. 

He has escaped — so ho considers — escaped from Campbell, 
above all from Thurnall. From himself, indeed, he has not 
escaped ; but the company of self is, on the whole, more pleasant 
to him than otherwise just now'. For though he may turn up 
his nose at tourists and reading-parties, and long for contem- 
plative solitude, yet there is a certain pleasure l.o some people, 
and often strongest in those wdio pretend most shyness, in the 
“ digito monstrari, et diceri, liic est : ” in taking for granted that ^ 
everybody lias read his poems ; that everybody is saying in their 
liearts, “ There goes Mr. Vavasour, the distinguished poet. I 
w'onder wdiat he is waiting now 1 I wmnder where he has been 
to-day, and wdiat h has been thinking of.” 
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■ So Elsley went up Hetog, and looked 
J^d, with Aran and Moel Meirch guarding them right and l^eft, 

miles aho^e^ And they went up Snowdon, too, ^d saw little 
beside fifty fog-blinded tourists, five-and-twenty dripping ponies, 

most they loved to scramble up the crags ^ 

muse over the ruins of the old tower, “where Merlin taught 

Vortigern the courses of the stars ; ” till the stars set and rose 
as they had done for Merlin and his pupil, behind the four great 
pealis of Aran, Siabod, Cnicht, and Hebog which point to the 
four quarters of the heavens : or to lie by the side of the bOj^^y 
r- spring, which once was the magic well of the magic castle, till 
they saw in fancy the white dragon and the red rise from its 
depths once more, and fight high in air the battle which fore- 
told the fall of the Cymry before the Sassenach invader. 

One thing, indeed, troubled Elsley, — that Claude was his 
only companion; for Valencia avoided carefully any more 
tUe-ci-tHe walks with him. She had found out her mistake, 
and devoted herself now to Lucia. Slie had a fair excuse 
enough, for Lucia was not just then in a state for rambles an 
scrambles ; and of that Elsley certainly had no right to com- 
plain ; so that he was forced to leave them both at horn^e, witn 
as good grace as he could muster, and to wander by himselt, 
scribbling his fancies, while they lounged and worked in the 
pleasant garden of the hotel, with Bowie fetching and carrymg 
for them all day long, and intimating pretty roundly to Miss 
Clara his “ opeeenion,” that he “ was very proud and thanklul 
of the office : but he did think that he had to do a great many 
things for Mrs. Vavasour every day which would come with 
a much better grace from Mr. V avasour himself ; and that, 
when he married, he should not leave his wife to be nursed 

by other men.” 

Which last words were spoken with an ulterior object, well 
understood by the hearer ; for between Clara and Bowie there 
was one of those patient and honourable attaclimeuts so common 
between worthy servants. They had both “kept company,” 
though only by letter, for the most part, for now five years ; 
they had both saved a fair sum of money ; and Clara mght have 
^ married Bowie when she chose, had she not thought it her duty 
fn falrA pata of her mistress : while Bowie considered himself 


ly indispensable to the welfare of that “puir 
j,” his master. 

they waited patiently, amusing the time by little i 
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of jealousy, real or pretended ; and Eowie was faitliful, though 
Clara was past thirty now, and losing her good looks, 

“ So ye’ll see your lassie, Mr. Bowie !” said Sergeant Mao 
Arthur, Ids intimate, when he started for Aheralva that summer. 


“ I’m thinking ye’d better put her out of her pain soon. Five 
years is owcr lang courting, and she’s na pullet by now, saving 
your pardon.” 

“ Koooo says Bowie; “leave the green gooseberries to 

the lads, and gi’ me tlie ripe fruit, Sergeant.” 

However, he found love-making in his own fasliion so pleasant, 
that, not content with carrying Mrs. Vavasour’s babies about aU 


day long, he had several times to be gently turned out of the 
nursery, where he wanted to assist in washing and dressing 
them, on the ground that an old soldier could turn his hand to 


anything. 

So slipped away a fortnight and more, during which Valencia 
was the cynosure of all eyes, and knew it also : for Claude hlellot, 
half to amuse her, and half to tease Elsley, made her laugh many 
a time by retailing little sayings and doings in her praise and 
dispraise, picked up from rich Manchester gentlemen, who would 
fain have married Ikt without a penny, and from strong-minded 
jManchester ladies, who envied her beauty a little, and set her 


down, of course, as an empty-minded worldling, and a proud 
aristocrat. The majority of the reading-parties, meanwhile, 
thought a great deal more about Valencia than about their books. 
The Oxford men, it seemed, though of the same mind as the 
(kiml)ridge men in considering her the model of all perfection, 
were divided as to their method of tcstifpng the same. Two or 
three of them, who were given to that simpering and flirting tone 
with young ladies to which Oxford would-be-fine gentlemen are 
so pitial)ly iwonc, hung about the inn-door to ogle her ; contrived 
always to be walking in the garden when she was there, dressed 
out as if for High Street at four o’clock on a Maj’- afternoon : 
tormented Claude by fruitless attempts to get from him an intro- 
duction, wliich he had neither the right nor the mind to give ; 
and at last (so Bowie told Claude one night, and Claude told the 
whole party next morning) tried to bribe and flatter Valencia’s 
maid into giving them a bit of ribbon, or a cast-off glove, which 
had belonged to the idol. Whereon that maiden, in virtuous 
indignation, told Mr. Bowie, and complained moreover (as maids 
are bound to do to valets for whom they have a penchant), of 
their having dared to compliment her on her ovui good looks : 
by which act she succeeded, of coiu’se, in makmg IMr. Bowie 
understand ^hat other people still thought her pretty, if he did 
not ; and also in arousing in him that jealousj'^ which is often 
the liest helpmate of sweet love. So Mr. Bowie went forth in 
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1^1 that Tfery etening, and finding two of tlie Oxford men* 
infeiin^d tlieltt in plain Scotch, that, “ Gin he caught them, or 
ant ithef stlch skellums, philandering after his leddies, or his 
iMdies' maids he’d jist knock their empty pows toother.” To 
which there was no reply but silence ; for Mr. Bowie stood six 
feet four without his shoes, and had but the week, before per- 
formed, for the edification of the Cambridge men, who held him 
in high honour, a few old Guards’ feats ; such as cutting in two 
at one sword-blow a suspended shoulder of mutton; lifting a 
long table by his teeth ; squeezing a quart pewter pot fiat between 
his fingers ; and other little recreations of those who are “ born 

unto iSipha.” 

But the Cantabs, and a couple of gallant Oxford boating men 
who had fraternised with them, testified their admiration in their 
pie honest way, by putting down their pipes whenever they 
saw Valencia coming, and just lifting their hats when they met 
her close. It was taking a liberty, no doubt. “ But I teU you, 
Mellot,” said Wynd, as brave and pure-minded a fellow as ever 
pulled in the University eight, “ the Arabs, when they see such 
a creature, say, ‘ Praise Allah for beautiful women,’ and quite 
right ; they may remind some fellov'^s of worse things, but tliey 
always remind me of heaven and the angels ; and my hat goes 
off to her by instinct, just as it does when I go into a church.” 

That was all ; simple chivalrous admiration, and delight in her 
loveliness, as in that of a lake, or a mountain sunset ; but nothing 
more. The good fellows had no time, indeed, to fancy themselves 
in love with her, or her with them, for every day was too short 
for them ; what with reading all the morning, and starting out 
in the afternoon in strange garments (which became shabbier and 
more ragged very rapidly as the weeks slipped on) upon all manner 
of desperate errands ; walking unheard-of distances, and losing 
their way upon the mountains ; scrambling cliffs, and now and 
then falling down them ; camping all night by unpronounceable 
takes, in the hope of catching mythical trout ; trying in aU ways 
how hungry, thirsty, dirty, and tired a man could make himself, 
and how far he could go without breaking his neck, any approach 
to which catastrophe was liailed (as were all other mishaps) as 
“ all in the day’s work,” and “ the finest fun in the world,” by 
that unconquerable English “ lebensgliickseligkeit,” which is a 
perpetual wonder to our sober German cousins. Ah, glorious 
twenty-one, with your inexhaustible powers of doing and enj oying, 
eating and hungering, sleeping and sitting up, reading and play- 
ing ! Happy are those who still possess you, and can take their 
till of your golden cup, steadied, but not saddened, by the remem- 
brance, that for all things a good and loving God will bring them 
into judgment. Happier still those who (like a fewl retain in 
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body and soul the health and buoyancy of twenty-one on to the 
very verge of forty, and seeming to groAv younger-hearted as they 
grow older-headed, can cast off care and work at a moment’s 
warning, laugh and frolic now as they did twenty years ago, and 

say with Wordsworth — 

“ So was it when I was a boy, ^ 

So lot it be when 1 am old, 

Or let me die ! ” 

Unfortunately, as will appear hereafter, ELsley’s especial 
lioirs were this very Wynd and his inseparable companion, Nay- 
lor who liappened to be not only the best men of the set, but 
Mellot’s especial friends. Both were Bugby men, now readmg 
\\,Y their de^rree. AYvnd was a Shropshire squire’s son, a lissom 
I'.iir-haired nian, thc'handiest of boxers, iwei-s, riders, shots, 
lishermen, with a noisy superabundance of animal spirits, which 
maddened Elsley. Yet Wynd had sentiment in his way, Uiougii 
lie took good care never to show it Elsley ; could repeat lenny^ 
son from end to end ; spouted the ISlort d’Arthur up hill and 
down da.e, and chaunted rapturously, “Come into the_ garden, 
Maud ! ” while he expressed his opinion of Maud’s lover m terms 
more forcible than delicate. Naylor, fidus Achates, w^as a 
Gloucestershire parson’s son, a huge hea\^-looking man, with 
a thick curling lip, and a sleepy eye ; but he had brains enough 
to become a tirst-rate classic ; and in that same sleepy eye and 
heavy lip lay an infinity of quiet humour; racy old country 
stories, quaint scraps of out-of-tlie-Avay learmng, jovial old bal- 
lads which he sang with the mellow'est of voices, and a slang 
vocabulary, which made him the dread of all bargees from 
Neivnham pool to Upw\are. Him also Elsley hated, because 
Naylor looked always as if he was laughing at hmi, which indeed 

^^*^And the worst w^as, that Elsley had always to face them both 
at once. If AVynd vaulted over a gate into liis very face, with .a 
“ How de’ do, Mr. Vavasour? Had any verses this morning ? ’ 
in the same tone as if he had asked, “ Had any sport ? ;’ Naylor’s 
round face wms sure to look over the stono-wuill, pipe in moutli, 
with a “Don’t disturb the gentleman, Tom; don’t you see lies 
a composing of his rhymes ? ” in a strong provincial dialect put 
on for the nonce. In fact, the two young rogues, having no 
respect whatsoever for genius, i)erhaps because they had each of 
them a little genius of their own, made a butt ot the poet, as 

soon as they found out that he wns afraid of them. 

But worse heft’s noirs than cither AVynd or Naylor were on 
their way to fill up the cup of Elsley’s discomfort. And at last, 
without a note of wuarning, appeared in Beddgelert a phenome- 
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non which rejoiced some hearts, but perturbed the ^mte 
not only of the Oxford “ philanderere, but those of Elsley 

Vavasour, and, what is more, of V alencia herse^. . , i • 

She was sitting one evening at the window with Luci^ 
out into the village and the pleasure-grounds before the hotel. 
They were both laughing and chatting over the groups of tourists 
in their pretty Irish way, just as they had done when they were 
girls ; for Lucia’s heart was expanding under the quiet beau ty 
of the place, the freedom from household care, and what was 
more, from money anxieties ; for V alencia had slipped hi^® 
hand a cheque for fifty pounds from Scoutbush, and assured her 
that he would be quite angry if she spoke of paying the rent of 
the rooms ; Elsley was mooning down the river by himself ; 
Claude was entertaining his Cambridge acquaintances, as he did 
every night, with his endless fun and sentiment. Gradually the 
tourists slipt in one by one, as the last rays of the sun faded off 
the peaks of Aran, and the mist settled down upon the dark 
valley beneath, and darkness fell upon that rock-girdled paradise ; 
when up to the door below there drove a car, at sight whereof 
out rushed, not waiters only and landlady, but Mr. Bo^vie him- 
self, who helped out a very short figure in a pea-jacket and a 
shining boating hat, and then a very tall one in a wild shooting- 
coat and a military cap. 

“ My brother, and mon Saint Pbe ! Lucia ! too delightful ! 
This is why they did not 'write.” And Valencia sprang up, and 
was going to run down stairs to them, when she paused at Lucia’s 

call. 

“ Who have they with them 1 
can it be ? ” 

Campbell and Bowie were helping out carefully a tail man, 
covered up in many wrappers. It was too dark to see the face ; 
but a fancy crossed Valentia’s mind which made her look grave, 
in spite of her pleasure. 

He was evidently weak, as from recent illness ; for his two 
supporters led him up the steps, and Scoutbush seemed full of 
dhections and inquiries, and fussed about with the landlady, till 
she was tired of curtseying to “my lord.” 

A minute afterwards Bowie threw open the door grandly. 
“ My lord, my ladies ! ” and in trotted Scoutbush, and began 
kissing them fiercely, and then dancing about. 

“ Oh my dears ! 


— come 


plague ! 


last — out 
Such sights as I have seen 


. „ _ and then he paused. 

“ Do you know, Val and Lucia, I’m glad I’ve seen it : I don’t 

know, but I feel as if I should be a better man all my life ) and 

those poor people, how well they did behave ! And the Major, 

he’s an angel ! And so’s that brick of a doctor, and the mad 
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schoolmistress, and the curate. Everybody, I think, but me. 
Hang it, Val ! but your words shan’t come true ! I will be of 
some use yet before I die ! But I’ve — ” and Valencia went up 
to liim and kissed him, while he ran on, and Lucia said, — 

“ You have been of use already, dear Fred. You have sent me 
and the dear children to this sweet place, where we have been 
safer and happier than — ” (she checked herself) ; “ and your 
generous present too. I feel quite a girl again, thanks to you. 
i^al and I have done nothing but laugh all day long;” and she 
began kissing him too. 


“ How happy could I be with either, 

Were t’other dear charmer away ! ” 

broke out Scoutbush. “ What a pity it is now, that I should 
have two such sweet creatures making love to me, and can’t many 
either of tliemi Why did ye go and be my father’s daughters, 
mavourneen? I’d have made a peeress of the one of ye, if ye’d 
had the sense to be anybody else’s sisters.” 

At wliich they all laughed, and laughed, and chattered broad 
Irish together as they used to do for fun in old Kilanhaggan Castle, 
before Lucia was a weary wife, and Valencia a worldly tijie lady, 
and Scoutbush a rackety guardsman, breaking half of the ten 
commandments every Aveek, rather from ignorance than vice. 

“ AVell, I’m glad ye’re pleased with me, asthore,” said lie at 
last to Lucia ; “ but I’ve done another little good deed, I flatter 
;nyself ; for I’ve brought away the poor spalpeen of a priest, and 
have got him safe in the house.” 

Valencia stopped short in her fun. 

“ Why, what have ye to say against that, Miss Val 1” 

“Why, won’t he be a little in the way!” said Valencia, not 

knowing what to say. 

“ Faith, he needn’t trouble you ; and I shall take very good 
I wonder when the supper is coming — that neither he nor 
any else troubles me. But really,” said he, in Iris natural voice, 
and with some feeling, “ I was ashamed to go away and leave him 
there. Ho would have died if wo had. Ho worked day and 
night. Talk of saints and martyrs ! Campbell himself said he 

was an idler by the side of him.” 

bell has not over-exerted himself !” 
He’s as hard as his own sword. 


c are 


U 


“ He ? nothing hurts him. 

But the poor curate worked on till he got the cholera himself. 
He ahvays expected it, longed for it ; Campbell said — wanted to 
die. Some love affair, I suppose, poor fellow ! — and a terrible 
bout ho had for eight-and-forty hours. Thurnall thought him 
gone again and again ; but he pulled the poor fellow through, 
after all ; and we got some one (that is, Campbell did) to take his 


98 § ' 
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^ tani^t him 

lux *xw would not move as 1° g tnow till the 

town : tM is why we expected to be with you 

tins ,• s 

^;m w watehed her ehatter- 

- i and 

hl^S to die at his post, t^t \«j^'‘4i^hat*Lhlo 

,«tter world. How shammy "totoh 


heart ! 


And not love, or anythin 


hiTn in the tace f 

and self-ahasoment filled her heart, as “a ^a“. 

Le up before her, aU wan and shrunken, with sad '*pbrai<^K 
eyes ; and round it such a halo, pure and pale, as crowm, in some 

old German picture, a martyr’s head. n a • ?’» ooVmrl 

“ He has had the cholera 1 he has been actually d^g 1 asked 
she at last, with that strange wish to hear over again had news, 

which one knows too well already. 

“ Of course he has. Why, you are not gomg away, Yalencia] 

You need not be afraid of infection. Campbell, and bhurnall, 

too, says that’s aU nonsense ; and they must know, having seen 

it so often. Here comes BoAvie at last with supper ! 

“ Has Idr. Headley had anything to eat V asked Valencia, who 

longed to run away to her own room, but dared not. 

“ He is eating now like any ged. Ma’am j and Major Camp- 
bell’s making him eat too.” 

“ He must be very ill,” thought she, “ for mon Saint P^re 
never to have come near us yet :” and then she thought with 
srror that her Saint P^re might have guessed the truth, and be 
angry with her. And yet she trusted in Frank 
would not betray her. 

Take care, Valencia. When a woman has to trust a man not 
to betray her, and does trust him, she may soon find it not only 
easy, but necessary, to do more than trust him. 

However, in five minutes Campbell came in. Valencia saw at 
once that there was no chanse in his feelings to her : but he could 


He 


talk of nothing but Headley, his self-devotion 
gentleness, and humility ; and every word of his 
arrow in V alencia’s conscience ; at last, 

« n rvii rrli r» 


i is the matter, said he, almost 
sometimes think, with half the 


nine 


women ; 
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and with, many a one, too, God help them ! who is none of the 
noblest, and therefore does not know how to take the bitter cup, 
as he knows — ” 

“What does the philosoplier mean nowr’ asked Scoutbush, 
looking up from the cold lamb. Valencia knew but too well 
what he meiint. 

“lie has a history, my dear Lord.” 

“ A history ? What ! is he writing a book ? ” 

Campbell laughed a quiet under-laugh, half sad, half humorous, 

“ I am very tired,” said Valencia; “ I really think I shall go 

to bed.” 

She went to her room ; but to bed she did not go : she sat 
do^v^l and cried till she could cry no more, and lay awake the 
greater part of the night, tossing miserably. She would have 
done better if she had prayed ; but prayer, about such a matter, 
was what Valencia knew nothing of. She was regular enough 
at church, of course, and said her prayers and confessed her sms 
in a general way, and prayed about her “ soul,” as she had been 
taught to do, — unless she was too tired: but to pray really, 
about a real sorrow, a real sin like this, was a thought which 
never entered her mind ; and if it had, she would have driven 
it awav again : just because the anxiety was so real, practical, 
human, i^was a matter which had nothing to do with religion; 
which it seemed impertinent — almost wrong to lay before the 

Throne of God. 

So she came doAvnstairs next mornmg, pale, restless, imre- 
freshed in body or mind ; and her peace of mind was not 
improved by seeing, seated at the breakfast-table, Trank Headley, 
whom Lucia and Scoutbush were stuffing with all manner of 

good things. 

She blushed scarlet— do what she woidd she could not help it 

when he rose and bowed to her. Half choked, she came 

forward and oifered her liand. She was “so shocked to hear 
that he had been so daugcrou.sly ill, — no one had even told them 
of — it had come upon them so suddenly and so forth. 

She spoke kindly, but avoided the least tone of tenderness • 
for she felt that if she gave way, she might be only too tender , 
and to rc-awaken hope in his heart would be only cruelty. And, 
therefore, and for other reasons also, she did not look him m the 

face as she spoke. 

He answered so cheerfully that she was half disappointed, m 
spite of h(‘r remorse, at his not being as miserable as she had 
ex])ccted. Still, if ho had overcome the passion, it was so much 
better for him. But yet Valencia hardly wished that he should 
have overcome it, so self-contradictory is woman’s heart ; and her 
pity had sunk to half-ebb, and her self-complacency was rising 
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With a flowing tide, as he chatted on quietly, ut geniaUy, about 
the voyage, and the scenery, and Snowdon, which ho had never 

seeiw and which he would ascend that very day. 

You will do nothing of the kind, Mr. Headley ! ” cried Lucia. 

‘ Is he not mad. Major Campbell, quite mad 1 ” 

“ T know I am mad, my dear Mrs. Vavasour ; I have been so 

—and 



a long time : hut Snowdon ponies are in their sober senses, 
I shall take one of the 




“ Fulfil the old pun 1 — Begin beside yourself, and end beside 
your horse ! I am sure he is not strong enough to sit over those 
rocks. Ho, you shall stay at homo comfortably here ; V alencia 

and I will take care of - you.” 

“ And mon Saint Pke too. I have a thousand things to say 
to him.” 


And so has he to Queen Whims 
So Scouthush sent Bowie for “ John Jones Clerk,” the fisher- 


man, (may his days he as many as his salmon, and as good as his 
flies !) and the four stayed at home, and talked over the Aberalva 
tragedies, till, as it befell, both Lucia and Campbell left the room 

awhile. 


Immediately Frank rose, and walking across to Vgdencia, laid 
the fatal ring on the arm of her chair, and returned to his seat 

without a word. 


“ You are very 


I hope that it 


f) 



“ You hope that it was a comfort to me ? It was ; and I shall 

be always grateful to you for it.” 

Valencia heard an emphasis on the 


“ was.” 


It checked the 


impulse (foolish enough) which rose in her, to bid him 


ring. 

So, prim and dignified, she slipped it into its place on her 
finger, and went on with her work ; merely saying, — 

“ I need not say that I am happy that anything which I could 


'*w 4 lo should have been of use to you m such a fearful time. 

It was a fearful time ! but for myself, I cannot be too gkd 
of it. God grant that it may have been as useful to others as to 


me ! 


It cured me of a great folly. How I look back, I am 
astonished at my own absurdity, rudeness, presumption. — You 
must let me say it ! — I do not know how to thank you enough 
I cannot trust myself with the fit words, they would be so 
strong : but I owe this confession to you, and to your exceedin 
goodness and kindness, when you would have been justified in 
treating me as a madman. I was mad, I believe : but I am in 
my right mind now, I assure you,” said he gady. “ Had I not 
been, I need hardly say you would not have seen me here. 
What a prospect this is ! ” And he rose and looked out of the 
window. 
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Valencia had heard all this with downcast eyes and unmov'ed 
face. Was she pleased at it ? Not in the least, the naughty 
child that she was ; and more, she grew quite angry ivith hersell; 
ashamed of herself, for having thought and felt so much about 
him the night before. “ How silly of me ! He is very well, 
and does not care for me. And who is he, pray, that I should 
even look at him'l” 

And, as if in order to put her Avords into practice, she looked 
at him there and then. He was gazing out of the Avmdow, 
leaning gracefully and yet feebly against the shutter, Avith the 
full glory of the forenoon sun upon his sharp-cut profile and 
rich chestnut locks ; and after all, having looked at him once, 
she cuuld not help looking at him again. He Avas certainly 
a most gentleman-like man, elegant from head to foot; there 
Avus not an ungraceful lino about him, to his very boots, and 
the Avhite nails of his slender fingers ; even the defects of his 
figiue — the too great length of the neck and slope of the 
shoulders — increased his likeness to those saintly pictures Avith 
Avhich he had been mixed up in her mind the night before. 
He Avas at one extreme pole of the different types of manhood, 
and that burly doctor Avho had saved his life at the other : but 
her Saint I'ere alone pertcctly combined the two. There Avas 
nobody like him, after all. Perhaps her Avisest plan, as Headley 
had forgotten his fancy, Avas to confess all to the Saint Pere 
(as she usually did her little siiis), and get some sort of abso- 
lution from him. 

HoAveAuu', she must say something in ansA\nr 

“Yes, it is a very lovely vicAV ; but really I must say one 
more Avord about this matter. I liaAn to thank you, you knoAV, 
for the good faith A\diich you have kept Avith mo. 

Ho looked round, seemingly amused. “ va sans dire!’* 
and he boAved ; “pray do not say any more about the matter ; 
and he looked at her Avith such humble and thankfid eyes, 
that ^^alencia Avas sorry not to hear more from him than 

“ Pray tell me — for of coiu’se you know — the name of this 
exquisite valley up Avhich I am lookuig.” 

‘‘ Gwyiinaiit. You must go up it when you are avcU enough, 
and see the lakes ; they are the only ones in SnoAvdon from the 
banks of Avhich the priiiueval forest has not disappeared.” 

“ Indeed ? I must m/ike shift to go there this A'ery after- 
noon, for — do not laugh at me — but I never saAV a lake in my 
life.” 




)) 


“ NeA’er saw a lake 1 


a 


I am a true Loan lander : burn and bred among bleak 

so much the AA'orse for this chest of 

It is all like 


“ No. 

Norfolk sands and fens 


mine; and this is my first sight of mountains. 
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dsem 


and a dFeam 


nalued." 

, you should ses our Irish lakes and mountains— you 
rfiould see Killamey ! " 

^ content .with these ; I suppose it is as wrong to break 
« A commandment about scenery, as about anytlung else.” 
“ but it seems so hard that you, who I am sure would 
appiwiate fi’ie scenery, should have been debarred firom it, while 
hundreds of stupid people run over the Alps and Italy every 
eunmiOT, and come home, as far as I can see, rather more stupid 

they went ; having made confusion worse confounded by 
ttllmg then* poor brains with hard names out of Murray.” 

* Not quite so hard as that thousands, every day, who would 

enjoy a meat dinner, should have nothing but dry bread, and 
not enough of that. I fancy 

nous way, that want will be made up to them' in the nexTufe * 
and so with all the beautiful things which travelled people talk 
of— I comfort myself with the fancy, that I see as much as is 
good for me here, and that if I make good use of that, I shall 
see ae Alps and the Andes in the world to come, or somethini! 
much more worth seeing. Tell me now, how far may that range 


sometimes 


I am sure that I could walk there after 


“ Four ? 


of crags be from us ? 

luncheon, this mountain ^ 

tWther ? I assure you they are at le^t four miles 

.^d I thought them one ! So clear and sharp as 

tte sky, one fencies that one could ahSost 

“flf “ ; “d yet BO soft and rich withal, 

dappled with pearly-grey stone and purple heath. Ah '—So it 

mmt he, I suppose. The first time that one sees a glorias 

lu^, one 3 heart is lifted up towards it in love and awe till 

eems near to one — ground on which one may freely tread 

because one appreciates and admires ; and so one foriets the 

distoce between its grandeur and one’s own littleness.” ^ 

n„t ft palpable : but did he intend it ? Surelv 

not after what he had just said. And yet there was a saS 

Sr ValencU fancy that some feeling for 

moment, of her present: for® he 
turned to her with a start and a blush “But nnw tv. 

He went out, and to Valencia’s chagrin she saw him no more 

z 2 
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that day. He spent the forenoon in the garden, and the after- 
noon in lying down, and at night complained of fatigue, and 
staged in his own room the whole evening, while Campbell 
read him to sleep. Next morning, however, ha made his 
appearance at breakfast, well and cheerful. 

“ I must play at sick man no more, or I shall rob you, I see, 
of INIajor CampheH’s company; and I owe you all for too much 
already,” 

“ Unless you are better than you were last night, you must 
play at sick man,” said the Major. “ I cannot conceive what 
exhausted you so ; unless you ladies are better nurses, I must 
let no one come near him but myself. If you had been scolding 
him the whole morning, instead of praising him as he deserves, 
he could not have been more tired last night,” 

“Pray do not!” cried Frank, evidently much pained I 
had such a delightful morning, and every one is so kind — you 
oidy make me wretched, when I feel all the trouble I am giving,” 

“ IMy dear fellow,” said Scoutbush en grand shieux^ “ after all 
that you have done for oiu' people at Aberalva, I should be very 
much shocked if any of my family thought any service shown to 
you a trouble.” 

“ Pray do not speak so,” said Frank, “ I am fallen among 

angels, when I least expected.” 

“ Scoutbush as an angel I” slmeked Lucia, clapping her hands. 
“ Elslcy, don’t you see the wings sprouting already, under his 
shooting jacket ? ” 

“ They are my braces, I suppose, of course,” said Scoutbush, 
who never understood a joke about himself, though he liked one 


about other people ; while Elsley, who hated all jokes, made no 
answer — at least none worth recording. In fact, as the reader 
may luive discovered, Elsley, save tete-a-tete Avith some one Avho 
took his fanc}’’, was someAvhat of a silent and morose animal, 
and, as little Scoutbush confided to INIeLLot, there was no getting, 
a rise out of him. All which Lucia saAV as keenly as any one, 
;),nd tried to pass olf by chattering nervously and fussily for him, 
as Avell as for herself; Avhereby she only made him the more 
cross, for he could not the least understand her argument — 
“ Wliy, my dear, if you don’t talk to people, I must ! ” 

“ But why should people be talked to 1 ” 

“ Because they like it, and expect it I ” 

“ The more foolish they. Much better to hold their tongues 


and think,” 

“ Or read your poetry, I suppose V And then would begin a 

squabble. 

Meanwhile there was one, at least, of the party, Avho was 
watfdiing Lucia with most deep and painful interest. Lord 
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Scoutbusti was too busy with his own comforts, especially with 
his fishing, to think much of this moroseness of Elsley’s. “ If 
he suited Lucia, very well His taste and hers differed : but it 
was her concern, not his ” — was a very easy way of freeing 
himself from all anxiety on the matter : but not so with Major 
Campbell. He saw all this ; and knew enough of human 
nature to suspect that the self-seeking which showed as morose- 
ness in company, might show as downright bad temper in 
private. Longing to know more of Elsley, if possible, to guide 
and help him, he tried to be intimate with him, as he had tried 
at Aberalva ; paid him court, asked his opinion, talked to him 
on all subjects which he thought would interest him. His con- 
clusion was more favourable to Elsley’s head than to his heart. 
He saw that Elsley was vain, and lilted his attentions ; and that 
r lowered him in his eyes : but he saw too that Elsley shrank 
from him ; at first he thought it pride, but he soon found that it 
was fear ; and that lowered him stdl more in liis eyes. 

Perhaps Campbell was too hard on the poet : but his own 
purity itself told against Elsley. “ Who am I, that any one 
should be afraid of me, unless they have done something wron<T?” 
So, with liis dark suspicions roused, he watched intently every 
word and every tone of Elsley’s to his wife ; and here he came 
to a more unpleasant conclusion still. He saw that they were 
sometimes at least, not happy together ; and from this he took for 
granted, too hastily, that tliey were never happy together ; that 
Lucia was an utterly ill-used person ; that Elsley was a bad fellow 
who ill-treated her : and a black and awful indignation ac^ainst the 
man grew up udthin him ; all the more fierce because it seemed 
utterly righteous, and because, too, it had, under heav}^ penalties 
to be utterly concealed beneath a courteous and genial manner : 
till many a time he felt inclined to knock Elsley down for little 
roughnesses to her, wliich were really the fruit of mere gaucherie • 
^nd then accused himself for a hypocrite, because he was keepinn 
up the courtesies of life with such a man. For CampbeU like 
most men of his temperament, was over-stern, and sometiiies a 
little cruel and unjust, in demanding of others the same lofty 
code which he liad laid do\vn for himself, and in demandinc^ it 
too, of some more than of others, by a very questionable exercise 
private judgment. On the whole, he was right, no doubt, in 

Scorn pubHcans and sinners like 
chirr f whatsoever : but he was too much in’ 

J ^ diseased matters, are complicated and 

confused matters ; many a seeming Pharisee is at Lart a self- 
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condemned publican, and ought to be comforted, and not cursed ; 
while many a publican is, in the midst of ail his foul sins, a 
thorough exclusive and self-complacent Pharisee, and needs not 
the right hand of mercy, but the strong arm of punishment. 

Campbell, like other men, had his faults : and his were those 
of a man wrapped up in a pure and stately, but an austere and 
lonely creed, disgusted with the world in all its forms, and look- 
ing down upon men in general nearly as much as Thumall did. 

Mo he set down Elsley for a bad man, to whom he was forced by 
hard oircmustances to behave as if he were a good one. 

The only way, therefore, in -which he could vent his feeling, 
was by showdng to Lucia that studied attention which sympathy 
and chivalry demand of a man toward an injured woman. Not 
that he dared, or wished, to conduct himself with her as he did 
with Valencia, even had she not been a married -woman ; he did « 
not know her as intimately as he did her sister ; but still he had 
a right to behave as the most intimate friend of her family, and 
he asserted that right ; and all the more determinedly because 
Elsley seemed noAV and then not to like it. “I will teach him 
liow to behave to a charming woman,” said he to himself; and 
j-iorhaps he had been wiser if he had not said it : but every man 
has his weak point, and chivalry was Major Campbell’s. 

“ VHiat do you think of that poet, Mellot ? ” said he once, on 
returning from a pic-nic, dm-ing wEich Elsley had never noticed 
liis wife ; and, at last, finding Valencia engaged -with Headley, had 
actually gone off, 'pour pis oiler, to watch Lord Scoutbusli fishing. 

“ Oh, clever enough, and to spare ; and as well read a man as 
I know. One of the Sturm-nnd-drang party, of course ; — the 
express locomotive school, scream-and-go-ahead : and thinks me, 
wdth my classicism, a benighted pagan. Still, every man has a 
right to his opinion. Live and let live.” 

“ I don’t care about his taste,” said the Major, impatientl)\ 

“ AVliat sort of man is he ? — man, Claude ? ” 

“Aliem, humph! ‘ Irritabile genus poetarum.’ But one is so 
accustomed to that among literary men, one never expects them 
to be like anybody else, and so takes their whims and oddities 
for granted.” 

“ And their sins too, eh ? ” 

‘ Sins 1 I know of none on his part.” 

‘ Don’t you call temper a sin ? ” 

“ No ; I call it a determmation of blood to the head, or of 
animal spirits to the wrong place, or — my dear Major, I am no — 
moralist. I take people, you know, as I find them. But he is 
a bore ; and I should not wonder if that sweet little woman had 
found it out 3re now.” 

Cam-nbell ground something between his teeth. He farcied 
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himself Tull of righteous wrath : he was really in a veiy unchris- 
tian temper. Be it so : perhaps there were excuses for him (as 
there are for many men) , of which we know nothing. 

Elsley, meanwhile, watched Campbell with fast lowering 
brow. Losing a woman’s affections 1 He who does so deserves 
hia fate. Had he been in the habit of paying proper attention 
tc Lucia, he would have liked Campbell all the more for his 
conduct. There are few greater pleasures to a man who is W'hat 
he should be to his wife, than to see other mren admiring what 
he admires, and trying to rival him where he knows that ho can 
have no rival. Let them worship as much as they will. Let 
her make herself as charming to them as she can. "Vniat matter ? 
He smiles at them in his heart j for has he not^ over and above 
all the pretty things which he can say and do ten times as well 
, as they, a talisman — a dozen talismans which are beyond their 
reach ? — in the strength of which he will go home and laugh 
over with her, amid sacred caresses, all which, makes mean men 
mad ? But Elsley, alas for him, liad neglected Lucia himself, 
and therefore dreaded comparison with any other man ; and the 
suspicions which had taken root in him at Aberilva grew into 
iigly^hape and strength. However he was silent, and contented 
liimselfwith coldness and all but rudeness. 

'J'liero were excuses for him. In the first place, it would liavi, 
been an ugly thing to take notice of any man’s attentions to a 
wife ; it could not be done but upon the strongest grounds, and 
done in a wny which would make a complete rupture necessary, 
so breaking up the party in a sufficiently nnpleasant way. 
Besides, to move in the matter at all would be to implicate 
Lucia; for, of whatsoever 'kind Campbell’s attentions were, she 
evidently liked them ; and a quarrel with her on that score was 
more than Elsley dared face. He was not a man of strong moral 
courage; he hated a. scene of any kind ; and he was afraid of 
• being worsted in any really serious quarrel, not merely by 
Campbell, but by Lucia. It may seem strange that he should 
be afraid of her, though not so that he should be afraid of 
Campbell. But the truth is, that the man who bullies his wife 
very often does so — as Elsley had done more than once — simply 
to prove to himself his own strength, and hide his fear of her. 
He knew well that woman’s tongue, when once the “ fair beast ” 
is brought to bay, is a weapon far too trenchant to be faced by 

any shield but that of 0 very clear conscience toward her ; which 
was more than Elsley had. 

Beside — and it is an honour to Elsley Vavasour, amid all his 
weakness, that he had justice and chivalry enough left to know 
what nine men out of ten ignore— ‘behind all, let the worst come 
to the worst, lay one just and terrible rejoinder, which he, hough 
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he had been no worse than the average of men. could only answer 
by silent shame, — 

“At least, Sir, I was pure when I came to you! You best 
know whether you were so likewise.” 

And yet even that, so all-forgiving is woman, might have 
been faced by some means : but tlie miserable complication 
about the false name still remained. Elsley believed that he 
was in his wife’s power ; that she could, if she chose, turn upon 
him, and proclaim him to the world as a scoundrel and an im- 
postor. And, as it is of the nature of man to hate those whom 
he fears, Elsley began to have dark and ugly feelings toward 
laicia. Instead of throwing them away, as a strong man would 
have done, he pampered them almost without meaning to do so. 
Eor he let them run riot through his too vivid imagination, in 
llie form of possible speeches, possible scenes, till he had looked 
and looked through a liundred thoughts which no man has a 
right to entertain for a moment. True; he had entertained 
them with horror ; but he ought not to have entertained them 
at all ; he ought to have kicked them contemptuously out and 
back to the devil, from whence they came. It may be again, 
tliat this is impossible to man ; that prayer is the only refuge 
against that Walpurgis- dance of the witches and the fiends, which 
will, at hapless moments, whiil unbidden through a mortal 
lirain : but Elsley did not pray. 

So, leaving these fancies in his head too long, lie soon became 
accustomed to them; and accustomed too, to the Nemesis which 
they bring with them, of chronic moodiness and concealed rage. 
Day by day he was lasliing himself up into fresh fury, and yet 
day by day he was becoming more careful to conceal that fury. 
He had many reasons : moral cowardice, which made him. shrink 
from the tremendous consequences of an explosion — equally tre- 
mendous, were he right or wrong. Then the secret hope, perhaps 
the secret consciousness, that he was wrong, and was only saying 
to God, like the self -deceiving prophet, “ I do well to be angry;” 
tlien the honest fear of going too far ; of being surprised at last 
into some hideous and irreparable speech or deed, which he might 
find out too late was utterly -unjust : then at moments (for even 
l.hat would cross him) the devilish notion, that, by concealment, 
he might lure Lucia on to give him a safe ground for attack. All 
these, and more, tormented him for a wretched fortnight, during 
which he became, at such an expense of self-control as he had not 
exercised for years, courteous to Campbell, more than courteous 
to Lucia ; hiding under a smiling face, wrath which increased 
with the pressure brought to bear upon it. 

Campbell and Lucia, Mellot, Valencia, and Frank, utterly de- 
ceived, went on more merrily than ever, little dreaming that they 
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walked and talked daily with a man who was fast becommg glad 

to flee to the pit of hell, hut for the fear that “God would be 
there also.’' 

They, meanwhile, chatted on, enjoying, as human souls are 
allowed to do at rare and precious moments, the mere sensation 
of being ; of which they would talk at times in a way which led 
them down into deep matters : for instance, — 

“ How pleasant to sit here for ever ! ” said Claude, one after- 
noon, in the inn garden at Beddgelert, “ and say, not with Des- 
cartes, ‘ I think, therefore I exist;’ but simply, ‘ I enjoy, therefore 
I exist.’ I almost think those Emersonians are right at times, 
when they crave the * life of plants, and stones, and rain.’ Stan- 
grave said to me once, that his ideal of perfect bliss was that of 
an oyster in the Indian seas, drinking the warm salt water motion- 
less, and troubling liimself about nothing, while nothing troubled 
itself about him.” 

“ Till a diver came and tore liim up for the sake of his pearls 1” 
said Valencia, 

“ He did not intend to contain any pearls. A pearl, you know, 
is a 'disease of the oyster, the product of some irritation. He 
wished to be the oyster pure and simple, a part of nature.” 

“ And to be of no use ? ” asked Frank. 

“ Of none whatsoever. hTature had made him what he was, 
and all beside was her business, and not his. I don’t deny that 
I laughed at him, and made him wroth by telling him that his 
doctrine was ‘ the apotheosis of loafing.’ But my heart went vuth 
him, and the jolly oyster too. It is very beautiful after all, that 
careless nymph and shepherd life of the old Greeks, and that 
Marquesas^ romance of Herman Melville’s — to enjoy the simjile 
fact of living, like a iN’eapolitan lazzaroni, or a fly upon a wall.” 
“ But the old Greek heroes fought and laboured to till the 


land, and rid it of giants and monsters,” said Frank. 

for the Marquesas, Mr. Melville found out, did he not 
did once 


And 


as y ou 

that they were only petting and fattening him for the 

purpose of. eating him ? There is a dark side to that prettv pic- 
ture, Mr. MeUot.” 

“ Tant pis pour eux ! But that is an unnecessary appendage 
to the idea, surely. It must be possible to realize such a simple, 
rich, healthy life, without wickedness, if not without human 
son’ow. It is no dream, and no one shall rob me of it. I have 
seen fragments of it scattered up and down the world; and I 
believe they will all meet in Paradise — where and when I care 
not ; but they will meet. I was very happy in the South Sea 
Islands, after that, when nobody meant to eat me; and I am 
very happy here, and do not intend to be eaten, unless it will be 
any pleasure to Miss St. Just. No ; let man enjoy himself when he 
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'':an, and take his fill of those flaming red geraniums, and glossy 
rhododenrons, and feathered crown-ferns, and the gold green lace 
of those acacias tossing and whispering overhead, and the purple 
mountains sleeping there aloft, and the murmur of the brook over 
tlie stones ; and drink in scents with every breath, — what was 
his nose made for, save to smell ? I used to torment myself once 
by asking them all what they lucant. I'fow, I am content to have 
done with symbolisms, and say, ‘ What you all mean, I care not, 
all I know is, that I can draw pleasure from the mere sight of 
you, as, perhaps, you do from tlie mere sight of me ; so let us sit 
together, Nature and 1, and stai-e into each other’s eyes like two 
young lovers, careless of the morrow and its griefs.’ I will not 
even take the trouble to paint her. Why make ugly copies of 
perfect pictures? Let those who wish to see her take a railway 
ticket, and save us academicians colours and canvas, Quant k 
moi^ the public must go to the mountains, as Mahomet had to do; 
for the mountains shall not come to the public.” 

“ One of your wilful paradoxes, ]\[r. Mellott ; wh}", you are 
photographing them all day long.” 

Not quite all day long. Madam. And after all, il faui vitre: 
I want a few luxuries ; J have no capacity for keeping a shop ; 
]dmtographing pay.s better than painting, considering the time it 
takes ; and it is only Nature reproducing herself, not caricaturing 
ner. ^ But if any one will ensure me a poor two thousand a year, 

^vill promise to photograph no more, but vanish to KSicily oi 

Calabria, and sit with Sahin.a in an orchard all my days, twining 

rose garlands for her pretty liead, like Theocritus and his friends, 

while the ‘ pears drop on our slioulders, and the aioples by our 
side.’ ” 

“ What do you think of all this?” askeil V.alencia of Frank. 

That I am too like the Fmersonian oyster here, very happy, 
and very useless ; and, therefore, A^ery anxious to be gone,” 

“ Surely you have earned the right to be idle awhile?” 

“No one lias a right to be idle.” 

“ Oh!” groaned Claude; “ Avhere did you find that eleventh 
commandment ?” 

“ I have done with all elea’^enth commandments; for I find it 

quite liard work enough to keep the ancient ten. But I find it, 

Mellot, in the deepest abyss of all; in the very depth from which 

the commandments sprang. But wo Avill not t;dk about it 
here.” 

“ ^Wiy not ? asked Ahalcncia, looking ui>. “Are Ave so very 
naughty as to be unAvorthy to listen ?” 

“ And are these mountains,” asked Claude, “ so ugly and ill- 
made, that they are an unfit pulpit for a sermon? No ; tell me 
what you mean. After all. I am half in lost.” 
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“ Do not courtesy, pity, chivalry, generosity, self-sacrifice, — in 
short, being of tise,---do not onr hearts tell ns that they are the 
most heantifhl, noble, lovely things in the world ? ” 

“ I suppose it is so,” said Valencia. 

** Why does one admire a soldier 1 Not for his epaulettes and 
red coat, but because one knows that, coxcomb though he be at 
liome here, there is the power in him of that same self-sacrifice ; 
that, when he is called, he will go and die, that he may he of 
use to his country. And yet — it may seem invidious to say so 
just now — but there other sorts of self-sacrifice, less showy, but 
even more beautiful.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Headley, what can a man do more than die for his 
countrymen 1” 

“ Live for them. It is a longer work, and therefore a more 
difficult and a nobler one.” 

Frank spoke in a somewhat sad and abstracted tone. 

“ But, tell me,” she said, “what all this has to do with — with 
the deep matter of which you spoke % ” 

“ Simply that it is the law of all earth, and heaven, and Him 
who made them. — That God is perfectly powerful, because He is 
perfectly and infinitely of use ; and perfectly good, because He 
delights utterly and always in being of use ; and that, therefore, 
we can become like God — as the very heathens felt that we can, 
and ought to become — only in proportion as we become of use. 
I did not see it once. I tried to be good, not knowing what good 
meant. I tried to be good, because I thought it would pay me 
in the world to come. But, at last, I saw that all life, all devo- 
tion, all piety, were only worth anything, only Divine, and God- 
like, and God-beloved, as they were means to that one end — to 
be of use.” 

“ It is a noble thought, Headley,” said Claude ; but Valencia 
was silent. 


“ It is a noble thought, Mellot ; and all thoughts become clear 
in the light of it j even that most difficult thought of all, which 
so often torments good people, when they feel, ‘ I ought to love 
God, and yet I do not love Him.’ Easy to love Him, if one can 
once think of Him as the concentration, the ideal perfection, of 
all which is most noble, admirable, lovely in human character ! 
And easy to work, too, when one once feels that one is working 
for such a Being, and with such a Being,; as that ! The whole 


world round us, and th“ future of the w 
light even down to ih murkiest and for 
can but remember that great idea, — An 
over all, who is trying to make each of i 
If that be not the beatific vision of whicl 
rapturously, one glimpse of which was p( 
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lulow none nobler, desire none more blessed. Pray forgive me 
;Miss St. Just ! I ought not to intrude thus !” 

“ Go on !” said Valencia. -- 

“ I — I really have no more to say. I have said too much. I 
Jo not know how I have been betrayed so far,” stammered 
Frank, who had the just dislike of Ins school of anything like 

display on such solemn matters. 

“Can you tell us too much truth 1 Mr. Headley is right, 

I^lr. Mellot, and you are wrong.” 

“ It will not be the first time, Miss St. Just. But what I 

.spoke in jest, he has answered in earnest.” 

‘ ‘ He was quite right. W e are none of us half earnest enough. 
There is Lucia with the children.” And she rose and walked 
across the garden. 

“ You have moved the fair trifler somewhat,” said Claude. 

“ God grant it ! but I cannot tliink what made me.” 

“ JVlry think ? You spoke out nobly, and I .shall not forget 

your sermon.” 

“ I was not preaching at you, most affectionate and kindly of 
men.” 

“ And laziest of men, likewise. What can I do now, at tliis 
moment, to be of use to any one ? Set me my task. 

But Frank Avas following with his eyes Valencia, as she went 
hurriedly across to Lucia. He saw her take two of the children 
at once off her sister’s hands, and carry them away down a Avalk. 
A few minutes afterwards he could hear her romping with them ; 
but he could not have guessed, from the silver din of those merry 
voices, that Valencia’s heart was heavy Avithin her. 

For her conscience Avas really smitten. Of Avhat use Av^as she 
in the AA’^orld? Major Campbell had talked to her often about 
her duties to this person and to that, of this same necessity of 
being useful ; but she had escaped from the thought, as Ave have 
seen\er, in laughing at poor little Scoutbush on the very same 
score. But Avhy had not INIajor Campbell’s sermons touched her 
heart as this one had ? Who can tell ? Who is there among us 
to Avhom an oft-heard truth 1 las not become a tiresome and super- 
fluous commonplace, till one day it has flashed before us utterly 
new, indubitable, not to be disobeyed, Avritten in letters of fire 
across the whole vault of heaven ? All one can say is, that her 
time was not come. Besides, she looked on Major Campbell as 
a being utterly superior to herself ; and that very superiority, 
while it allowed her to be as familiar Avitli him as she chose, 
excused her in her own eyes from opening to him her real heart. 
She could safely jest AA'ith him, let him pet her, play at being his 
daughter, while she felt that between him and lier lay a gulf as 
Avide as between earth and heaven ; and that very notion com- 
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foited lier in her naughtiness ; for in that case, of course, his code 
of morals was not meant for her j and while she took his warn- 
ings (as many of i^hem at least as she chose), she thought herself 
hy no Tnfta.Tia hound to follow his examples. She all hut wor- 
shipped him as her guardian angel : hut she was not meant for 
an angel herself so she could indulge freely in those little esca- 
pades and fidvolities for which she was horn, and then, whenever 
frightened, run for shelter under his wings. But to hear the 
same, and even loftier words, from the lips of the Curate, whom 
she had made her toy, almost her hutt, was to have them brought 
down unexpectedly and painfully to her own level. If this was 
hiR ideal, why ought it not to he hers 1 as she not his eq^uah 
perhaps his superior ? And so her very pride humbled her, as 
she said to herself, — “ Then I ought to he useful I can he ; 
wiUhe!” 

“ Lucia,” asked she, that very afternoon, “ will you let me 
take the children off your hands while Clara is busy in the 
morning 1 ” 

“ Oh, you dear good creature ! hut it would he such a gene / 
They are really stupid, I am afraid, sometimes, or else I am. 
They make me so miserably cross at times.” 

“ I will take them. It would he a relief to you, would it 
not!” 

“ My dear ! ” said poor Lucia, with a doleful smile, which 
seemed to Valencia’s self-accusing heart to say, “ Have you only 
now discovered that fact 1 ” 

From that day Valencia courted Headley’s company more and 

more. To fall in love with him was of course ahsuM ; and he 

had cured himself of his passing fancy for her. There could he 

no harm, then, in her making the most of conversation so different 

from what she heard in the world, and which in her heart of 

hearts she liked so much better. For it was with Valencia as 

with all women ; ia this common fault of frivolity, as in most 

others, the men rather than they are to blame. Valencia had 

cultivated in herself those qualities which she saw admired hy 

the men whom she met, and some one of whom, of course, she 

meant to marry ; and as their female ideal was a jutterfly ideal, 

a butterfly she became. But beneath all lay, deep and strong, 

the woman’s love of nobleness and wisdom, the woman’s lonsino 

to learn and to he led, which has shown itself’in every age in so 

many a fantastic and even ugly shape, and which is their real 

excuse for the flirting with “ geniuses,” casting themselves at the 

feet of directors ; which had tempted her to coquette with Elsley, 

and was now bringing her into “ imdesirahle” intimacy with the 
poor Curate. 

She had heard that day, with some sorrow, his announcement 


350 


BEDDGELERT. 


that he wished to be gone ; but as he did not refer to it again, 
she left the thought alone, and all but forgot it. T he subject, 
however, was renewed about a week afterwards. “When you 
return to Aberalva,” she had said, in reference to some com- 
mission. 

“ I shall never return to Aberalva.” 

“ Not return 1 ” 

“ No ; I have already resigned the curacy. I believe your 
uncle has appointed to it the man whom Campbell found for me : 
and an excellent man, I hear, he is. At least, he will do better 

there than I.” 

“ But what could have induced you? How sorry all the 
people will be ! ” 

“ I am not sure of that,’^ said he with a smile. “ I did what 
I could at last to win back at least their respect, and to leave at 
least not hatred behind me : but I am unfit for them. I did not 
understand them. I meant — no matter what I meant ^ but I 
failed. God forgive me ! I shall now go somewhere where I 
shall have simpler work to do where I shall at least have a 
chance of practising the lesson which I learnt there. I learnt it 
aU, strange to say, from the two people in the parish from whom 

I expected to learn least.” 

“ Whom do you mean? ” 

“ The doctor and the schoolmistress.” 

“ W^hy from them less than from any in the parish ? She so 
good, and he so clever ? ” 

“ That I shall never tell to any one now. SufiS.ce it that I was 
mistaken.” 

Valencia could obtain no further answer ; and so the days ran 
on, every one becoming more and more intimate, till a certain 
afternoon, on which they were all to go and pic-nic, under 
Claude’s pilotage, above the lake of Gwynnant. Scoutbush was 
to have been with them ; but a heavy day’s rain in the mean- 
wliile swelled the streams into fishing order ; so the little man 
ordered a car, and started at three in the morning for Bettws 
mth Mr. Bowie, who, however loth to give up the arrangement 
of plates and the extraction of champagne corks, considered his 

presence by the river-side a natural necessity. 

“ My dear Miss Clara, ye see, there’ll be nobody to see that 
his lordship pits on dry stockings ; and he’s always getting over 
the tops of his water-boots, being young and daft, as we’ve all 
been, and no offence to you ; and to tell you truth, I can stand 
all temptations — m moderation, that is, — save an’ ero'.ept the 

chance o’ cleiking a fish.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE MOON AT ONCE. 

The spot which Claude had chosen for the pic-nic \raH on one 
of the lower spurs of that great mountain of The Maiden’s Peak, 
which hounds the vale of Gwynnant to the south. Above, a 
wilderness of gnarled volcanic dykes, and purple heather ledges ; 
below, broken into glens, in which still linger pale green ash- 
woods, relics of that great primaeval forest in which, in Bess’s days, 
great Leicester used to rouse the hart with hound and horn. 

Among these Claude had found a little lawn, guarded by 
great rocks, out of every craniiy of which the ashes grew as 
freely as on flat ground. Their feet were bedded deep in sweet 
* fcm and wild raspberries, and golden-rod, and purple scabious, 
and tall blue campanulas. Above them, and before them, and 
below them, the ashes shook their green filagree in the brignt 
sunshine \ and tlirough them glimpses were seen of the purple 
cliffs above, and, right in front, of the great cataract of !N’ant 
Gwynnant, a long snow-white line zigzagging down coal-black 
cliffe for many a hundred feet, and above it, depth beyond depth 
of purple shadow away into the veiy heart of Snowdon, up the 
long valley of C wm-dyli, to the great amphitheatre of Clog wyn-y- 
Garnedd j while over all the cone of Snowdon rose, in perfect sym- 
metry, between his attendant peaks of Lliwedd and Crib Coch. 

Tliere they sat, and laughed, and talked, the pleasant summer 

afternoon, in their pleasant summer bower ; and never regretted 

the silence of the birds, so sweetly did Valencia’s song go up, 

in many a rich sad Irish melody ; while the lowing of the milch 

kine, and the wild cooing of the herd-boys, came softly up from 

the vale below, “ and all the air was filled with pleasant noise 
» of waters.” 

Then Claude must needs photograph them all, as they sat, 

and group them first according to his fancy ; and among his 

fancies was one, that Valencia should sit as queen, with Headley 

and the Major at her feet. And Headley lounged there, and 

looked into the grass, and thought it well for Ihm could he lie 
there for ever. 

Then Claude must photograph the mountain itself : and all 
began to talk of it. 

** See the breadth of light and shadow,” said Claude ; “ how 
the purple depth of the great lap of the mountain is thrown 
back by the sheet of green light on Lliwedd, and the rod glory 

cn the clif& of Crib Coch, till you seem to look away into the 
bosom of the hill^ mile after mile.” 
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And so yon do,” said Headley. « I have learnt to distin- 
guish mountain distances since I have been here. That peak is 

four miles from us now ; and yet the shadowed cliffs at its foot 
seem double that distance.” 

“ And look, look,” said Valencia, “ at the long line of glory 
with which the western sun is gilding the edge of the left hand 

slope, bringing it nearei’ and nearer to us every moment, against 
the deep blue sky ! ” 

“ But what a form ! Perfect lightness, perfect symmetry !” 

said Claude. “ Curve sweeping over curve, peak towering over 

peak, to the highest point, and then sinking down again as 

gracefully as they rose. One can hardly help fancying that the 

mountain moves ; that those dancing lines are not instinct with 
life.” 

“ At least,” said Headley, that the mountain is a leaping 
wave, frozen just ere it fell.” 

“ Perfect,” said Valencia. “ That is the very expression 1 
So concise, and yet so complete.” 

And Headley, poor fool, felt as happy as if he had found a 
gold mine. 

“ To me,” said Elsley, “ the fancy rises of some great Eastern 
monarch sitting in royal state ; with ample shoulders sloping 
right and left, ho lays his purple-mantled arms upon the heads 
of two of those Titan guards who stand on either side his 
footstool.” 

“ While from beneath his throne,” said Headley, “ as Eastern 
poets would say, flow everlasting streams, life-giving, to fertilize 
broad lands below.” 

“ I did not know that you, too, were a poet,” said Valencia. 

“ Hor I, Madam. But if such scenes as these, and in such 
company, cannot inspire the fancy of even a poor country curate 
to something of exaltation, he must be dull indeed.” 

“ Wliy not put some of these thoughts into poetry ? ” 

“ What use ? ” answered he in so low, sad, and meaning a 
tone, meant only for her ear, that Valencia looked down at him : 
but he was gazing intently upon the glorious scene. Was he 
hinting at the vanity and vexation of poor Elsley’s versifying ? 
Or did he mean that he had now no purpose in life, — no prize 
for which it was worth while to win honour ? 

She did not answer him : but he answered himself, — perhaps 
to explain away his own speech, — 

“Ho, Madam! God has written the poetry already; and 
there it is before me. My business is not to re-write it clumsily, 
but to read it humbly, and give Him thanks for it.” 

More and more had Valencia been attracted by Headley, 
during the last few weeks Accustomed to men who tried to 
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toake the greatest possible show of what small wits they poa- 
sessedi she was surprised to find one who seemed to think it 
a duty to keep his knowledge and taste in the background. 
She gave him credit for more talent than appeared j for more, 
perhaps, than he really had. She was piqued, too, at his very 
modesty and self-restraint. Why did not he, like the rest who 
d^gled about her, spread out his peacock^s train for her eyes ; 
and try to show his worship of her, by setting himself off in his 
brightest colours ? And yet this modesty awed her into respect 
of him ; for she could not forget that, whether he had sentiment 
much or little, sentiment was not the staple of his manhood : 
she could not forget his cholera work j and she knew that, under 

that delicate and bashful outside, lay virtue and heroism, enough 
and to spare. ° 

“ But, if you put these thoughts into words, you would teach 
others to read that poetry.” 

« My business is to teach people to do right ; and if I cannot, 
to pray God to find some one who can.” 

“ Right, Headley ! ” said Major Campbell, laying his hand on 
the Curate’s shoulder. “ God dwells no more in books 'written 
with pens than in temples made Avith hands ; and the sacrifice 
which pleases Him is not verse, but righteousness. Do you 
recollect, Queen Whims, what I ■wrote once in your album 1 

‘ Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever, 

Do noble things, not dream them, all day loner, 

So making life, death, and that vast forever, ° 

One grand, sweet song.’ ” 


But, you naughty, hypocritical Saint P^re, you write poetrv 
yourself, and beautifully.” ^ ^ 

“Yes as I smoke my cigar, to comfort my poor rheumatic 
old soul. But if I lived only to write poetry, I should think 
mjSGlf as wise as if I lived only to smoke tobacco/^ 

Valencia’s eyes could not help glancing at Elsley, who had 
wandered away to the neighbouring brook, and was gazing with 

a ferny rock, having left Lucia to help Claude 
with ms photographing. 

Flunk saw her look, and read its meaning ; and answered her 
thoughts, perhaps too hastily. 

well-read and agreeable man he is, all 

Tf quaint learning, and beautiful jld 

legend . If ho would but bring it into the common stock for 
,.^eTei^ne s amusement, instead of hoarding it up for himself ! ” 

m it into the common 

» publishes a hook which every one can read ? ” 

said Valencia, half out of the spirit of contradiotion. 

^ And few understand,” said Headley, quietly. 

A A 
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“ Oh, Elsley, look ! Wliat is that exquisite flower, like a hall 

of "old, hauging just over the water V’ ^ ^ ^ i 

If Elsley had uot had the evil spirit haunting about him, he 

- would have joined in Lucia’s admiration of the beautiful creature 

as it dropped into the foam from its narrow ledge, with its fan of 

palmate leaves bright green against tlie black mosses of the rock^ 

and its golden petals glowing like a tiny sun in the darkness of 

the chasm : as it was, he answered — 

“ Only a buttercup.” . , . , 

“ I am sure it’s not a buttercup ! It is three times as lar^, 

and a so much paler yellow ! Is it a buttercup, now, Majoi 
Campbell ? ” 

Campbell looked down. ^ 

“ Very nearly one, after all : but its real name is the glolie 

flower. It is common enough here in spring ; you may see the 

^ leaves in every pasture. But I suppose this plant, hidden irom 

the light, has kept its flowers till the autumn.” 

“ And till I came to see it, darling that it is ! I should like 

to reward it by wearing it home.” 

“ I dare say it would be very proud of the honour ; especially 

if :Mr. Vavasour would embalm it in verse, after it had done 

service to you.” _ . . i t?i i 

“It is doing good enough service where it is, said Elsley. 

“ Why pluck out the very eye of tliat perfect picture 1 ” 

“ Strange,” said Lucia, “ that such a beautiful thing should be 

born there all alone upon these rocks, with no one to look at it.” 

“It enjoys itself sufficiently without us, no doubt,” said 

Elsley. 

“ Yes ; but I want to enjoy it. Oh, if you could but get it 
for me ! ” 

Elsley looked down. There was fifteen feet of somewhat 
slippery rock j then a ragged ledge a foot broad, in a crack of 
" >*wbich the flower grew; then the dark boiling pool. Elsley 
shrugged his shoulders, and said, smiling, as if it were a fine 
thing to say— “ Keally, my dear, all men are not kniglit errauts 
enough to endanger tlieir necks for a bit of weed ; and I cannot 
say that such rough tours deforce are at all to my fancy. 

Lucia turned away : but she was vexed. Campbell could see 
that a strange fancy for the plant had seized her. As she walked 
from the spot, ho could hear her talking about its beauty to 

V alencia. 

_ Campbell’s blood boiled. To be asked by that woman— by 
any woman — to get her that flower : and to be afraid ! It was 
bad enough to be iU-tempered ; but to be a coward, and to be 
proud thereof ! He yielded to a temptation, which he had much 
better have left alone, seeing that Lucia had not asked him ; 

A A 2 
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swung himself easily enough down the ledge; got the flower, 
and put it, quietly bowing, into Mrs. Vavasour’s hand. 

He was frightened when he had done it ; for he saw, to his 
surprise, that she w'as frightened. She took the flower, smiling 
thanks, and expressing a little common-place horror and aston- 
isliment at his having gone down such a dangerous cliff : but she 
took it to Elsley, drew his arm through hers, and seemed deter- 
mined to make as much of him as possible lor the rest of the 
afternoon. “ The fellow was jealous, then, in addition to his 
other sins ! ” And Campbell, who felt that he had jmt himself 
unnecessarily forward between husband and wife, grew more and 
more angry ; and somehow, unlike his usual wont, refused to 
confess himself in the wrong, because he was in the wrong. 
Certainly it was not pleasant for poor Elsley ; and so Lucia felt, 
and bore with him when he refused to be comforted, and rendered^ 
blessing for railing when he said to her more than one angry 
word ; but she had been accustomed to angry w^ords by this 
time. 


All might have passed off, but for that careless Valencia, who 
had not seen the details of what had passed ; and so ad'\dsed 
herself to ask wdiere Lucia got that beautiful plant ? 

“ I^lajor Campbell picked it up for her from the cliff,” said 
Elsley, drily. 

“ Ah 1 at the risk of his neck, I don’t doubt. He is the most 


matchless cavalier serventeT 

“I shall leave Mrs. Vavasour to his care, then — that is, for 
the present,” said Elsley, drawing his arm from Lucia’s. 

“ I assure you,” answered she, roused in her turn by his deter- 
mined bad temper, “ I am not the least afraid of being left in 
the charge of so old a friend.” 

Elsley made no answer, but sprang down through the thickets, 
calling loudly to Claude Mellot. 

It was very naughty of Lucia, no doubt : but even a worm 
null turn; and there are times when people who have not courage 
to hold their peace must say something or other ; and do not 
always, in the hurry, got out what thej' ought, but only what 
they have time to think of. And she forgot wLat she had said 
the next minute, in Major Campell’s question 

“ Am I, then, so old a friend, Mrs. Vavasour ? ” 

“Of course ; who older 1 ” 

Campbell wns silent a moment. If he was inclined to choke, 
at least Lucia did not see it. 

“ I trust I have not offended your — Mr. Vavasoirr ? ” 

“ Oh ! ” she said, with a forced gaiety, “ only one of his poetic 
fancies. He wanted so much to see Mr. Mellot photograph the 
waterfall. I hope he will be in time to find him.” 
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“ 1 am a plain soldier, Mrs. Vavasour, and I only ask because 
I do not understand. What are poetic fancies ? ’* 

'Lucia looked up in his face pu^ed, and saw there an expres- 
sion so grave, pitying, tender, that her heart leaped up toward 
him, and then sai^ back again. 

“Why do you ask? Why need you know? You are no 

poet.” 

“ And for that very cause I asked you.” 

“ Oh, but,” said she, guessing at what was in his mind, and 
trying, woman-like, to play purposely at cross purposes, and to 
defend her husband at all risks; “ he has an extraordinary poetic 
faculty ; all the world agrees to that, Major Campbell.” 

“ \^at matter ? ” said he. Lucia would have been very 
angry, and perhaps ought to have been so ; for what business of 
Campbell’s was it whether her husband were kind to her or not ? 
But there was a deep sadness, almost despair, in the tone, which 
disarmed her. 

“ Oh, Msjor Campbell, is it not a glorious thing to be a poet ? 
And it is not a glorious thing to be a poet’s wife ? Oh, for the 
sake of that — if I could but see him honoured, appreciated, 
famous, as he will be some day ! Though I think ” (and she 
spoke with all a woman’s pride) “ ho is somewhat famous now, 
is he not ? ” 

“Famous? Yes,” ansAvered Campbell, with an abstracted 
voice, and then rejoined quickly, “If you could but see that, 
what then ? ” 

“ "Why then,” said she, Avith a half snule (for she had nearly 
entrapped herself into an admission of Avhat she was determined 
to conceal) — “ Avhy then, I should be still more what I am now, 
his devoted little Avife, who cares for nobody and nothing but 
putting his study to rights, and briuging up his children.” 

“ Happy children ! ” said he, after a pause, and half to himself, 

who have such a mother to bring them up.” 

“ Do you really think so ? But flattery used not to be one of 
pur sins. Ah, I Avish you could give me some advice about 
now I am to teach them.” 

“So it is she Avho has the Avork of education, not he 1 ” 
thought Campbell to himself ; and then ansAvered gaily, — 

“ My dear Madam, Avhat can a confirmed old bachelor like mo 
know about children ? ” 

“ Oh, don’t you know ” (and she gave one of her pLetty Irish 
laughs) “ that it is the old maids who always Avrite the children’s 
books, for the benefit of us poor ignorant married women ? But ” 
(and she spoke earnestly again) “ we all know how wise and good 
you are. I did not know it in old times. I am afraid I orsd 
to torment you when I was young and foolish.” 
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“ Where on earth can Mellot and Mr. V avasour be ? asked 
Campbell. 

“ Oh, never mind ; Mr. Mellot has gone wanderhag down the ^ 
glen mth his apparatus, and my Elsley has gone wandering 
after him, and will lind h i in in due time, with his head in a b.Lack 
bag, and a great bull just going to charge liim from behind, like 
that hapless man in ‘ Punch.’ I always tell Mr. Mellot that will 

be his end.” , • v - i 

Campbell was deeply shocked to hear the light tone in whicri 

she talked of the passionate temper of a man whom she so surely 

loved. How many outbursts of it there must have been ; how 

many paroxysms of astonishment, shame, grief, perhaps, alas ! 

counterbursts of anger — ere that heart could have become thus 

proof against the ever-lowering thunderstorm ! 

“Well,” he said, “aU we can do is to walk down to the car, ■* 

and let ’them follow ; and, meanwhile, I will give you my 
wise opinion about this education (.question, Avhereof I know 

nothing.” „ 

“It "will all oracular to me, for I know nothing either; 

and she put her arm through his, and walked on. 

“ Did you hurt yourself then ] I am sure you are m pain.” 

“I? Never less free from it, with many thanks to you. 

What made you think so ] ” 

“ I heard you breathe so hard, and quite stamp your feet, I 

thought. I suppose it was fancy.” 

It was not fancy, nevertheless. Major Campbell was stamping 

down something ; and succeeded too in crushing it. 

They walked on toward the car, Valencia and Headley follow- 
ing them ; ere they arrived at the place Avhere they were to meet 
it, it was quite dark : but what was more important, the car was 

not there. , . i 

“The stupid man must have mistaken his orders, and gone^ 

home.” 

“ Or let kis horse go home of itself, while he was asleep 

inside. He was more than half tipsy when we started,” 

So spoke the Major, divining the exact truth. There was 
nothing to be done but to walk the foiu miles home, and let the 

two truants follow as they could. 

“ Wo shall have plenty of time for our educational lecture, 

said Lucia. 

“ Plenty of time to waste, then, my dear lady.” 

“ Oh, I never talk ivith you five minutes — I do not know why ^ 
without feeling wiser and happier. I envy Valencia for having 

seen so much of you of late.” 

Little thought poor Lucia, as she spoke those innocent words, 
that within four yards of her, crouched behind the wall, his face 
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and every limb writhing with mingled curiosity and rage, was 

none other but her husband. , /r xi. 

He had given place to the devil : and the devil (tor the 

« superstitious ” and “old-world” notion which attributes such 
frenzies to the devil has not yet been superseded by a better 
one) had entered into him, and concentrated all the evil habits 
and passions which he had indulged for years into one flaming 

hell within him. 

Miserable man ! His torments were sevenfold : and ii he had 
sinned, he was at least punished. Not merely by all which 
a husband has a right to feel in such a case, or fancies that ho 
has a right ; not merely by tortured vanity and seH-conceit, by 
the agony of seeing any man preferred to him, which to a man 
of Elsley’s character was of itself unbearable ; — not merely by 
the loss of trust in one whom he had once trusted utterly : — 
but, over and above all, and worst of aU, by the feeling of 
rVi am ft. sp.lf-renroach. self-hatred, which haunts a jealous man, 

: for few men lose the love of 


sht to hauLu him 

O 


W0I116I1 who h^tvo oncG lov 6 cl tJiGiiij S 3 /V 0 by tncir own loiiy oi 
baseness i — by the recollection that he had traded on her trust , 
tliat he had drugged his own conscience with the fancy that 
she must love bim always, let him do what he would j and had 
neglected and insulted her affection, because he fancied, in his 
conceit, that it was inalienable. And with the loss of self- 


him 


meannesses uns 
Door wretches, t 


play-wrights, and the scorn of their fellow-men. 

Elsley had wandered, he hardly knew how or whither, for his 
calling to MeUot was the merest blind, — stumbling over rocks, 
bruising himself against tree-trunks, to this wall. He knew 
they must pass it. He waited for them, and had his reward. 

' Blind ivith rage, he hardly waited for the sound of their foot- 
steps to die away, before he had sprung into the road, and 
hurried up in the opposite direction, — any where, every where, 
— to escape from them, and from self Whipt by the furies, 
he fled along the road and up the vale, he cared not whither. 

And what were Headley and Valencia, who of necessity had 
paired off together, doing aU the while 1 

They walked on silontly side by side for ten minutes ; then 
Frank said, — 

“I have been impertinent, Miss St. Just, and I beg your 
pardon.” 

“ No, you have not,” said she, q[uiie hastily. “ You were 
right, too right, — ^has it not been proved within the last five 
minutes 1 My poor sister I What can be lone to mend Ish. 
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Vavrasour’a temper? I wish you could talk to him, Mr. 
Headley.” 

“ He is beyoud my art. His age, and his talents, and his^ 
— his consciousness of them,” said Frank, using the mildest 
term he could find, “ would prevent so insignificant a person ac- 
me having any influence, But what I cannot do, God’s grace 
may.” 

“ Can it change a man’s character, IMr. Headley 'i It may 
make good men better — but can it cure temper ? ” 

“Major Campbell must have told you that it can do any- 
thing.” 

“Ah, yes : with men as wise, and strong, and noble as he is; 

but with such a weak, vain man — ” 

“ Miss St. Just, I know one who is neither wise, nor strong, 
nor noble : but as weak and vain as any man ; in whom God 
has conquered — as Ho may conquer yet in Mr. Vavasour — all 

which makes man cling to life.” 

“ What, all ? ” asked she, suspecting, and not wrongly, that 

he spoke of himself. 

“ All, I suppose, which it is good for them to have crushed. 
Tliere are feelings wliich last on, in spite of all struggles to 
quench them — I suppose, because they ought to last ; because, 
wliile they torture, they still ennoble. Death will quench 
them : or if not, satisfy them : or if not, set them at rest 

somehow.” 

“Death? ” answcicd she, in a startled tone. 

“Yes. Our friend. Major Campbell’s friend, Death. Wo 
Ijave been seeing a good deal of him together lately, and have 
come to the conclusion tliat he is the most useful, pleasant, and 
instructive of all friends.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Headley, do not speak so ! Are you in earnest ? ” 

“ So much in earnest, that I have resolved to go out as an 
army chaplain, to see in the war somewhat more of my new" 
friend.” 

“Impossible! Mr. Headley; it will kill 5 mu I — All that 
horrible fever and cholera ! ” 

“And what possible harm can it do me, if it does kill me, 


Miss St. Just 1 ” 

“ Mr. Headley, this is madness ! I — we cannot allow you 
to throw away your life thus — so young, and — and such pros- 
pects before you I And there is nothing that my brother would 
not do for you, were it only for your heroism at Aberalva, 
There is not one of the family who does not love and respect 
you, and long to see all the world appreciating you as we do ; 
and your poor mother — ” 

“I have told my mother all, Miss St. Just, And she has 


BOTH SIDES OF THE MOON AT ONCE. 


361 


Had I thought that you 




said, Go ; it is your only hope/ She has other sons to com- 
fort hsr. Let us say no more of it. 

disapproved of it, I wc 

Iho thing. 

“Disapprove of — ^your going to die? You shall not! And 
for me, too : for I guess all — all is my fault I ” 

“ All is mine,” said he quietly : “ who was fool enough to 
fancy that I could forget you — conquer my love for you ; ” and 
at these words his whole voice and manner changed in an 
instant into wildest passion. “ I must speak — now and never 
more — I love yoif still, fool that I am ! Would God I had 
never seen you I Ho, not that. Thank God for that to the 
last : but would God I had died of that cholera I that I had 


1 that I was, fancyin 
No! 


possible, after having once — No I Let me go, go any where, 
where I may burden you no more with my absurd dreams I — 
You, who have had the same thing said to you, and in finer 
words, a hundred times, by men who would not deign to speak 
to me 1 ” and covering his face in his hands, he strode on, as if 


to escape. 


“ I never had the same thing said to me I ” 


“ Never ? How often have fine gentlemen, noblemen, sworn 


that they were dying for you?” 

“ They never have said to me what you have done.” 
“ No — I am clumsy, I suppose 


)l 


J\Ir. Headley, indeed you are unjust to youi’self — unjust to 


me 




I 


-to you ? Never I I know you better than you know 
yourself — see in you what no one else sees. Oh, what fools 
thev are Avho sav that love is blind I Blind ? He sees souls 


with God’s own light ; not as they have become : but as they 
ought to become — can become — are already in the sight of Him 
v.'ho made them I ” 


“And what might I become?” asked she, half-frightened by 
the new earnestness of his utterance. 


“ How can I teU ? 


_ infinitely too high for mo, at 
least, who even now am not worthy to kiss the dust off your feet.” 
“ Oh, do not speak so : little do you know — 1 No, Mr. 


Headley, it is you who are too good for me ; too noble, single- 
eyed, self-sacrificing, to endure my vanity and meanness for a 
day.” 


“ Madam, do not speak thus ! 


Give me no word which my 
folly can distort into a ray of hope, unless you wish to drive me 
mad. No ! it is impossible ; and, were it possible, what but ruin 
to my sold ? I should live for you, and not for my work. I 


V V ^ V 

should become a schemer, ambitious, intriguing, in the vain hope 
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of proving iiiysolf to the world worthy of you. I^o; let it be, 
‘ Lot the dead bury their dead, and follow thou me.’ ” 

She made no answer — what answer was there to make ? And 
he strode on by her side in silence for full ten minutes. At last 
slie Avas forced to speak. 

INIr. Headley, recollect that this conversation lias gone too 




far for us to avoid coming to some definite understanding 

« - ® 

“Then it shall. Miss St. Just. Then it shall, once and for 
all : formally and deliberately, it shall end noAv. Suppose, — I 
only say suppose, — that I could, Avithout failing in my own 
honour, my duty to my calling, make myself such a name among 
good men that, poor parson though I be, your family need be 
asliamed of nothing about me, save my poverty f Tell me, noAV 
and for ever, could it be possible — ” 


He stopped. She Avalked on, silent, in her turn. 

“ Say no, as a matter of course, and end it ! ” said he, bitterly 

She dreAV a long breath, as if heaving off a Aveight. 

“ I cannot — dare not say it.” 

“ It 1 Which of the tAAm ? yes, or no 

She Avas silent. 

He stopped, and spoke calmly and sloAvly. “ Say that again^ 
and tell me that I am not dreaming. You? the admired ! the 
u’orshippcd ! the lirKUiious ! — and no blame to you that you are 
what you Avere born — could you endure a little parsonage, the 
teachhig village school-childi’en, tending diify old Avomen, and 
petty cares the Avhole year round?” 

“ IMr. Headley,” ansAvered she, slowly and calmly, in her tmn, 
“ I could endure a cottage, — a prison, I fancy, at moments, — to 
escape from this Avorld, of Avhich I am tired, Avhich Avill soon be 
thecl of me ; from women Avho envy me, impute to me ambitions 
as base as theh’ OAvn ; from men Avho admire — not me, for they 
do not knoAv me, and never A\dll — but A\diat in me — I hate them ! 


Avill give them pleasure. 


I hate it all, despise it all ; despise 

AVhat does it do 


myself for it all every mornmg Avhen I Avake ! 
for me, but rouse in me the A^ery p.arts of my OAvn character 
which are most despicable, most tormenting? If it goes on, I 
feel I covdd become as frivolous, as mean, aye, as Avicked as the 
nuist. You do not knoAV — you do not knoAV — . I have envied 
the nuns their convents. I have envied Selkirk his desert 
island. 1 envy noAV the millfmaids there beloAV : anjdliing to 
escape and be in earnest, anything for some one to teach me to 
be of use ! Yes, this cholera — and this Avar — though only, only 
! ts coming shaduAV has passed over me, — and your Avords too ” — 
cried she, and stopped and hesitated, as if afraid to tell too 
much — “ they haA^e Avakened me — ^A) a ucav life — at least to the 
dream of a iicAV life !” 
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“ Have you not Major Campbell said Headley, with a terrible 
effort of will. 

“ Yes — but has he taught me 1 He is dear, and good, and 
wise j but he is too wise, too great for me. He plays with me as 
a lion might with a mouse ; he is like a grand angel far above in 
another planet, who can pity and advise, but who cannot — What 
am I saying ? " and she covered her face with her hand. 

She dropped her glove as she did so. Headley picked it up 
and gave it to her : as he did so their Lauds mot ; and their 
hands did not part again. 

“You know that I love you, Valencia St. Just.” 

“Too well ! too well !” 

“ But you know, too, that you do not love me.” 

“ VTio told you so ? What do you know 1 What do I know 1 
Only that I long for some one to make me — to make me as good 
as you are ! ” And she burst into tears. 

“ Valencia, will you trust me ?” 

“ Yes ! ” cried she, looking up at him suddenly : “if you will 
not go to the war.” 

“ No — no — no ! Would you have me turn traitor and coward 
to God ; and now, of all moments in my life ?” 

“Noble creature!” said she; “you will make me love you 
vrhether I wish or not.” 

What was it, after all, by which F rank Headley won V alencia’s 
love ? I cannot tell. Can you tell. Sir, how you won the love 
of your wife? As little as you can tell of that still greater 
miracle — how you have kept her love since she found out what 
manner of man you were. 

So they paced homeward, hand in hand, beside the sliining 
ripples, along the Dinas shore. The birches breathed fragrance 
on them ; the night-hawk churred softly round their path ; the 
stately mountains smiled above them in the moonlight, and 
seemed to keep watch and ward over their love, and to shut out 
the noisy world, and the harsh babble and vain fashions of the 
town. The summer lightning flickered to the westward; but 
round them the rich soft night seemed full of love, — as full of 
love as their own hearts were, and, like them, brooding silently 
upon its joy. At last the walk was over ; the kind moon sank 
low behind the liills ; and the darkness hid their blushes as they 
paced into the sleeping vfllage, and their hands parted unwillingly 
at last. 

When they came into the hall, through the group of lounging 
gownsmen and tourists, they found Bowie arguing with Mrs. 
Lewis, in his dogmatic Scotch way, — 

“ So ye see, 'Madam, there’s no use defending the drunken loon 
any more at all ; and here will my leddies have just walked their 


364 


BOTH SIDES OP THE IIOON AT ONCE. 


bonny legs off, all tlnough that carnal sin of drunkenness, which 
is the curse of your Welsh populaaation.” 

“ And not quite unknown north of Tweed either, Bowie / Li>, 
said Valencia, laughing. “There now, say no more about it. 
We have had a delightful walk, and nobody is the least tired. 
Don’t say any more, Mrs. Lewis : but tell them to get us some 
supper. Bowie, so my Lord has come in ? ” 

“ This half-hour good ! ” 

“ Has he had any sport?” 

“ Sport ! aye, troth ! Five fish in the day. Tliat’s a rivei 
indeed at Bcttws ! Not a pawky wee burn, like this Aberglaslyn 
thing.” 

“ Oidy five fish ?” said Valencia, in a frightened tone. 

“ Fish, my leddy, not trouts, I said. I thought ye knew 
oetter than that by this time.” 

“Oh, salmon?” cried Valencia, relieved. “Delightful. I’ll 


go to him this moment.” 

And upstairs to Scoutbush’s room she went. 

He was sitting in dressing-gown and slippers, sipphig his 
claret, and fondling his fly-book (the only one he ever studied 
con aviore), with a most complacent face. She came in and 
stood demui’ely before him, holding hec broad hat in botli hands 
before her knees, like a school-girl, licr face half-hidden in the 
black curls. Scoutbush looked up and smiled affectionately, as 
he caught the light of her eyes and the arch play of her lips. 

“ Ah ! there you are, at a pretty time of night ! How 
beautiful you look, Val ! I wish my 'wife may bo half as 
pretty ! ” 

Valencia made him a prim emtsey. 

“ I am delighted to hear of my Lord’s good sport, 
choose to bo in a good humoui’, I suppose.” 

“Good humour? qa va sans dire! Thi’ee stone of fish in 

three hour’s !” 


He will 


“ Then his little sister is going to do a very foolish thing, ana 
wants his leave to do it ; which if he will grant, she -vs^iU let him 
do as many foolish things as he likes without scolding him, as 
long as they both shall live.” 

“Do it then, I beg. What is it ? Do you want to go up 
Snowdon witli Headley to-morrow, to see tlie sun rise ? You’ll 
kill yourself ! ” 

“ No,” said Valencia very quietly ; “I only want to marry 
him.” 


“ Marry h i m !” cried Scoutbush, starting up. 

“ Don’t try to look majestic, my dear little brother, for you 
are really not tall enough ; as it is, you have only hooked all 
your flies into your dressing-gown.” 
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Scoutbush dasbed himself down into his chair again. 

“ ril be shot if you shall ! ” 

“ You may be shot just as surely, whether I do or not,” said 
she softly; and she knelt down before him, and put her arms 
round him, and laid her head upon Ms lap. “ There, you can’t 
run away now ; so you must hear me quietly. And w know 
it may not be often tliat wo shall bo together again thus ; and 
oh, Scoutbush ! brother ! if anything was to happen to you — 1 
only say if — in tliis horrid war, you would net like to think that 
you had refused the last thing your little Val asked for, and tliat 
she was misorable and lonely at home.” 

“ I’ll be shot if you shall ! ” was all the poor Viscount could 
get out. 

“ Yes, miserable and lonely : you gone away, and mon Saint 
P6re too ; and Lucia, she has her children — ^and I am so wild 
and weak — I must have some one to guide me and protect me 
indeed I must ! ” 


Why 


I 


always said ! That was why I 
wanted you so to marry this season ! 'Why did not you take 
Chalkclere, or half-a-dozen good matches who were dying for 

you, and not this confounded black parson, of all birds in the 
air 1 ” 

“I did not take Lord Chalkclere for the very reason that I do 
take Mr. Headley. I want a husband who will guide me, not 
one whom I must guide.” 

*' Guide ? ” said Scoutbush bitterly, with one of those little 
sparks of practical shrewdness wMch sometimes fell from him. 
“ Aye, I see how it is ! These intriguing rascals of parsons — 
they begin as father confessors, like so many popish priests ; 
and one fine morning they blossom out into lovers, and so they 

get all the pretty women, and all the good fortunes, — the sneak- 
ing, ambitious, low-bred — ” 

“ He is neither ! _ You are unjust. Scoutbush !” cried Valencia, 
looking up. “ He is the very soul of honour. He might be rich 
now, and have had a fine living, if he bad not been too con- 
scientious to let his uncle buy him one ; and that offended Ms 
uncle, and he would allow him nothing. And as for being low- 
bred, he is a gentleman, as you know ; and if Ms uncle be in 

business, Ms mother is a lady, and he will be well enoT'-^ 
one day. ” 

“ 'Xou seem to know a great deal about his affairs.” 

He told me all, months ago — before there "svas any dream of 

this. And, my dear, she went on, relapsing into her usual arch 

tone, there is no fear but his uncle will be glad enough to 

patronise him again, when he finds that he has married a vis- 
count’s sister.” 
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ScoiiUmsli hiuolicd. “ You .'^dioiniiig little Irish rogue ! 


But 


I won’t ! I’ve said it, and I won’t. It’s enough to have one 

sister married to a poor poet, without having another married to 

a poor parson. Oh ! what liave I done that I should he bothered 

in this way 1 Isn’t it had enough to he a landlord, and to have 

an estate, and ho rcsponsihle for a lot of people that will die of 

the cholera, and have to vote in the lu u.se ahout a lot of things 

I don’t understand, nor anybody else, I believe, hut that, over 

and above, I must he the head of the family, and answerable to 

all the world for whom my mad sisters marry ? I won’t, I say !” 

“ Then I shall just go and marry without jouv leave ! I’m of 

age, you know, and my fortune’s my own ; and then we shall 

come in as the runaway couples do in a play, while you sit there 

in your dressing-gown as the stern father — ^AYont you borrow a 

white wig for the occasion, my Lord ?— And we shah fall down on 

our knees so,” — and she put herself in the prettiest attitude in 

the world,— “ and beg your blessing— please forgive us this time, 

and we’ll never do so any more ! And then you will turn your 

face away, like the baron in the ballad, 

« 

‘ And hrushed away tlie springing tear 
lie pvondly strove to hide,’ 

Et cetera, et cetera — Finish the scene for yourself, with a 

‘Bless ye, my children ; bless ye !’” 

“Go along, and marry the cat if you like! You are mad; and 

I am mad ; and all the world’s mad, I think.” 

“ There,” she said, “ I knew that he would be a good boy at 
last ! ” And she sprang up, threw lier arms round his neck, 
and,' to his great astonishment, burst into the most violent lit of 


Good gracious, Y^alencia 1 do be reasonable ! You 11 go into 
a fit, or somebody will liear you 1 YYni know how 1 hate a scene. 
Do be good, there’s a darling! YYhy didn’t you tell me at first 
how much you wished for it, and 1 would have said yes in a 

moment.” . • . i 

“ Because I didn’t know myself,” cried she passionately. 

“ There, I will be good, and love you better than all the world, 

except one. And if you let those horrid Eussians hurt you, 

I will hate you as long as I live, and be miserable all my life 

afterwards.” 

“ 'S\Tiy, Ymlencia, do you know, that sounds very like a bull? 
“Am I not a wild Irish giiF?” said she, and hurried out, 

leaving Scoutbush to return to his hies. 

She bounded into Lucia’s room, there to pour out a bursting 

heart — and stopped short. 

Lucia was sitting on the bed, her shawl and bonnet tossed 
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upon the floor, her head sunk on her bosom, licr arms sunk by 
her side. 

“ Lucia, what is it ? Speak to me, Lucia !” 

She pointed faintly to a letter on the floor — Valencia caught 
it up — Lucia made a gesture as if to stop her. 

“ No, you must not read it. Too dreadful 1 ” 

But Valencia read it ; while Lucia covered her face in her 
hands, and uttered a long, low, sliuddering moan of bitter agony. 

Valencia read, with flashing eyes and bursting brow. It was 
a hideous letter. The words of a man trying to supply tlie 

place of strength by virulence. A hideous letter, unfit to be 
written here. 

“Valencia! Valencia! It is false — a mistake — he is dream- 


ing. 


You know it is false ! You will not leave me too ? ” 


Valencia dashed it on the ground, clasped her sister in her 
arms, and covered her head with kisses. 

“My Lucia ! My own sweet good sister ! Base, cowardly,” 
sobbed she, in her rage ; while Lucia’s agony began to find a 
vent in words, and she moaned on — 

“ What have I done ? All that flower, that horrid flower : 
but who would have dreamed— 


men upon earth? 
devil. Whv. he 


•and Major Campbell, too, of all 
Valencia, it is some horrid delusion of the 

Could 


fancy 

else ! ” 


bile — and you too. 

think that I should before his very face? What 
e? Oh, it is a delusion of the devil, and 


wretch 


I will take the letter to my brother ; he 

shall right you ! ” 

“ Ah no ! no ! never ! Let me tear it to atoms — hide it ! It 

is all a mistake ! He did not mean it ! He Avill recollect him- 
self to-morrow and come back.” 

“ Let him come back if he dare ! ” cried Valencia, in a tone 
^which said, “ I could kill him with my ow hands ! ” 

“ Oh, he will come back ! He cannot have the heart to leave 
his poor little Lucia. Oh, cruel, cowardly, not to have said one 
word— not one word to explain all— but it was all my fault, my 
wicked, odious temper ; and after I had seen how vexed he was, 
too !— Oh, Elsley, Elsley, come back, only come back, and I will’ 
beg your pardon on my knees ! any thing ! Scold me, beat me. 
If you wiU ! I deserve it aU ! Only come back, and let me see 
your face, and hear your voice, instead of leaving me here all 
alone, and the poor children too ! Oh, what shall I say to the: 
to-morrow, when they wake and find no father ? ” 

^^l®pcias indignation had no words. She could only sit on 
the bed, with Lucia in her arms, looking defiance at all the 
world above that fair head which one moment dropped on her 
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bosom, and the next gazed up into her face in pitiful cliild-liS! 
pleading. 

“ Oh, if I but knew where he was gone ! If I could but find 
him ! One word — one word would set all right ! It alwa^ 
did, V alentia, always ! He was so kind, so dear in a moment, 
when I put away my naughty, naughty temper, and smiled in 
his face like a good wife. Wicked creature that I was ! and this 
is my punishment. Oh, Elsley, one word, one word ! I must 

find him if I went barefoot over the mountains — I must go, 
I must — ” 

And she tried to rise : but Valencia held her down, while she 
entreated piteously — 

“ I will go, and see about finding him ! ” she said at last, as 
her only resource. “ Promise me to be quiet here, and I will." 

“ Quiet 1 Yes ! quiet here ! ” and she threw herself upon her 
face on the floor. 


She looked up eagerly. “ You will not te 
“ Why not ? ” 

“ He is so — so hasty. He will kill him ! 
1 him ! 


will 


! Promise me not to tell him, or I shall go mad ! " 
And she sat up again, pressing her hands upon her head, and 
rocking from side to side. 

“ Oh, Valencia, if I dared only scream ! but keeping it in kills 
me. It is like a sword through my brain now ! ” 

“ Let me call Clara." 

“No, no! not Clara. Do not tell her. I will be quiet; 
indeed I will ; only come back soon, soon : for I am all alone, 
alone I " And she threw herself down again upon her face. 

Valencia went out. Certain as she was of her sister’s inno- 
cence, there was one terrible question in her heart which must 
be answered, or her belief in all truth, goodness, religion, would 
reel and rock to its very foundations. And till she had an 
answer to tliat, she could not sit stiU by Lucia. 

She walked hurriedly, with compressed lips, but quivering 
limbs, doAvn stairs, and into the sitting-room. Scoutbush was 
gone to bed. Campbell and Mellot sat chatting still. 

“ Where is my brother ? ” 

“ Gone to bed, as some one else ought to be ; for it is past 
twelve. Is Vavasour come in yet ?” 

“No." 

“Very odd,” said Claude; “I never saw him after I left 
you." 

“He said certainly that he was going to find you," said 
Campbell. 

“ There is no need for speculating," said Valencia quietly ; 
'' my sister has a note from Mr. Vavasour at Pen-y-gwry d. " 
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“ Pen-y-gwryd 1 ” cried both men at once. 

“ Yes. Major Campbell, I wish to show it to you.” 

Valencia’s tone and manner was significant enough to make 
Claude Mellot bid them both good-night. 

When he had shut the door behind him, Valencia put the 
letter into the Major’s hand. 

He was too much absorbed in it to look up at her ; but if he 
had done so, lie would have been startled by the fearful capacity 
of passion which changed, for the moment, that gay Queen 
Whims into a terrible Eoxana, as she stood, leaning against the 
mantel-piece, but drawn up to her full height, her lips tight 
shut, eyes which gazed through and through him in awl*ul 
scrutiny, holding her very breath, while a nervous clutching of 
the little hand said, “ If you have tampered with my sister’s 
heart, better for you that you were dead ! ” 

He read it thi’ough, once, twice, with livid face ; then dashed 
it on the floor. 

“ Fool ! — cur ! — liar ! — she is as pure as God’s sunlight.” 

“ You need not tell me that,” said Valencia, tlirougli her closed 
teeth. 

“ Fool ! fool ! ” And then, in a moment, his voice changed 
from indignation to the bitterest self-reproach. “And foori; 
thrice fool ! "Who am I, to rail on him ? Oh God ! what have 
I done 1 ” And he covered his face with his hands. 

“ What have you done 1 ” literally shrieked Valencia. 

“Nothing that you or man can blame. Miss St. Just ! Can 
you dream that, sinful as I am, I could ever harbour a thought 
toward her of which I should be ashamed before the anf^els of 

God ? ” ® 

He looked up as he spoke, with an utter humility and an 
intense honesty, which unnerved her at once. 

“ Oh, my Saint P^re ! ” and she held out both her hands. 

“ Forgive me, if— only for a moment—” 

“ I am not your Saint Pere, nor any one’s ! I am a poor, 

V cak, conceited, miserable man, who by his accui'sed imperti- 
nence has broken the heart of the being whom he loves best on 
earth. ” 

Valencia started : but ere she could ask for an exiilanation he 
rejoined wildly — ’ 

“ How is she 1 


her t 


Tell me only that, this once ! 
Does she hate him 1 ” 


Has it killed 


him 


too piteous, too piteous.” 


Oh, Major Campbell ! it is 


He covered his face 

God ! yes, thank God ! So it should be. 


“ Thank 
Let her love him to 


the last, and win her martyr’s crown ! Now, Valencia St. Just, 
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pit down, if bnt for five minutes ; and listen, once for all, to the 
last words, perhaps, you will ever hear me speak ; unless she 

wants you 1 


“ No, no ! 


am walking in a dream 



Tell me all, Saint Thre ! ” said Valencia, for I 

—a double dream ! ” as the new thought 

f.f Ileadle^ and that walk, came over her. “Tell me all at 

once, while I have wits left to comprehend.’’ 

“ IMiss St. Just,” said he, in a clear calm voice. “ It is fit, for 

her honour and for mine, that you should know all. The first 
day that I ever saw your sister, I loved her ; as a man loves who 
can never cease to love, or love a second time. I vas 
awkward Scotcliman then, and she used to laugh at me. \\ hy 
not ? I kept my secret, and determined to bccom.c a man at 
whom no one would wish to laugh. I was in the Company’s 
service then. You recollect her jesting once about the In 
army, and my commanding black people, and saying that the 

Line only was fit for— some girl’s jest? ” 

“ No : I recollect nothing of it.” 

“ I never forgot it. I tlirew up all my prospects, and went into 
the Line Whether I woir honour there or not, I need not tell 
you. I came back' to England years after, not unworthy as I 
i'ancied, to look your sister in the face as an equal. I found her 

iTinTpiGcl 

He paused a little, and then went on, in a quiet, bu.uness-like 

“ Good. Her choice was sure to be a worthy one, and that 
was enough for me. You need not doubt that I kept my secret 
then more sacredly than ever. I returned to India, and tried to 
die. I dared not kill myself, for I was a soldmr and a Cliristian 
and belonged to God and my Queen. The Sikhs would not kill 
me, do what I would to help them. Then I threw myself into 
science, that I might stifle passioi i ; and I stifled it. I fancied 
myself cured, and I was cured ; and I returned to England again. 
I loved your brother for her sake ; I loved you at first for her 
sake, then for your own. But I presumed upon my cure; 1 
accepted your brother’s invitation ; I caught at the opportunity 

of seeing her again — happy as I fancied ; and o ^ 

myself my ovm soundness. I considered myself a sort ot JNlel- 

chisedek, neither young nor old, without passions without pur- 
iiose on earth— a fakeer who had licence to do and to dare what 
others might not. But I kept my secret proudly inviolate, i do 

not believe at tliis moment she dreams that— Do you ? 

“ She does not.’' 


“ Thank God ' 


I was a most conceited fool, puffed up with 

spiritual pride, tempting God needlessly. I went, I saw her. 
Heaven is my witness, that as far as passion goes, my heart is as 
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pure as yours ; but I found that I still cared more for her than 

for any being on earth : and I found too the sort of man upon 

whom— God forgive mo ! I must not talk of that— I despised 

him, hated him, pretended to teach him his. duty, by behaving 

better to her than he did — ^the spiritual coxcomb that I was ! 

What business had I with it ? WTiy not have left all to God 

and her good sense 1 The devil tempted me to-day, in the shape 

of an angel of courtesy and chivalry ; and here the end is come. 

I must find that man. Miss St. Just, if I travel the Avorld in 

search of him. I must ask his pardon frankly, humbly, for my 

impertinence. Perhaps so I may bring him back to her, and not 

die with a curse on my head for having parted those whom God 

has joined. And then to the old fighting-trade once more — the 

only one, I believe, I reaUy understand; and see whether a 

Russian bullet will not fly straighter than a clumsy Sikli’s.” 

Valencia listened, awe-stricken; and all the more so because 

to was spoken in a calm, half-abstracted voice, without a note 

of feeling, save where he alluded to his own mistakes. WTien it 

was over, she rose without a word, and took both his bauds in 
her own, sobbing bitterly. 

‘‘You forgive me, then, all the misery which I have caused?” 

Do not talk so ! Only forgive me having fancied for one 
moment that you were anything but what you 
of heaven.” 

Campbell hung down his head. 

“ Angel, truly ! Azrael, the angel of death, then. Go to her 
now go, and leave a humbled penitent man alone with God.” 

^ Oh, my Saint P^rc ! ” cried she, bursting into tears. “ This 
IS too wretched— all a horrid dream— and when, too— when I 

had been counting on telling you something so different '—I 
cannot now, I have not the heart.” 

“ What, more misery ? ” 

'Scoutteh.” ™ to-morrow. Ask 

is IwaS' Scoutbnsh 

“ Impossible ! you do not know whither he is gone. " 

“ Wait”lnl7 “ Bow Street, I mil find him.” 

Wait, only wait, till the post comes in to-morrow Ho will 

S^ly rvnte, if not to her, -wretch that he is I- 

of US. 


, an angel out 


that he is ! — at least to some 

^ SO to Pen-y-gwryd where 
he^^s last seen, and find out what I can.” ^ ^ ’ 

They will be all in bed at this hour of the nio-ht • and If if 

rfir ^dded she lith 
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“ (Jod forgive me ! 
haps to me. 


a chnllcnirc. 

o 


It vill indeed : hut he may write — per 
He is no coward, I hclicvc; and lie may send me 
Yes, I will vrait for the post.’' 

Shall yon accept it if he does ? 

]\Iajor Campbell smiled sadly. 

“ JS'o, INIiss St. Just; you may set your mind at rest upon 
that point. I liave done quite enough harm already to your 
1‘amily. Now, good-bye ! 1 will wait lor tlie post to-morrow : 

do yon go to your sister.” 

b'alcneja went, ultcrly bewildered. She had forgotten Fiank, 
Imt Frank had not hu’gotten her. He h.ad hurried to his room; 
lay till morning, sleepless with delight, and pouring out his puie 
s])irit in tlianks for this great and unexpected blessing. A new 
life had begun for liim, even in the jaws of dt-ath. He would 
still go to the East. It seemed easy to him to go there m sear-edr 
of a grave ; how much more now, Avhen lie felt so full of magic 
life, that fever, cholera, the chances of war, could not harm him 
iVfter this proof of God’s love, how could he doubt, how tear t 
Idttle he thought that, three doors off from him, Valencia was 
silting up the whole night through, vainly trying to quiet Lucia, 
who refused to undress, and jiaced up and down her room, hour 
after hour in wild miserv, ivhich I have no skill to detail. 


CHAFTEK XXL 
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VhiAT, then, had becoim; of Elsley 'I And whence had he 
■,vritt(n the fatal leUe.iY H(^ had hurried up the high road foi 
half an hour and more, till the valley on the left sloped ^d^waid 
more rapidlv, in dark dreary bogs, the moonlight shining on then 
runnels ; while the mountaiu on his right sloiie.l dovTiwaids 
more rapidly in dark dreary down, strewn with rocks which 
stood out biae.k against the sky. He was nearing the head of 
the watershed ; soon ho saw slate roofs glittering in the moon- 
liaht and found himself at the little inn of Pen-y-gwryd, at rue 
nmeting of the three great valleys, the central heart ot ttio 

And a genial, jovial little heart it is, and an honest, kmdl} 
little heart too, with warm life-blood within. So it looked that 
nif-ht, Avith every Avindow red Avith comfortable light, and a long 
stream of glare pouring across the road froin the open door, 
gilding the fir-tree tops in front : but its geniality only made 
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him ghudder. He had been there more than once, and knew 
the place and the people ; and knew, too, that of all people in 
the world, they were the least like him. He hurried past the 
doorway, and caught one glimpse of the bright kitchen. A 
sudden thought struck him. He would go in and write bis 
letter there. But not yet — he could not go in yet ; for through 
the open door came some sweet Welsh air, so sweet, that even he 
paused to listen. Men were singing in tliree parts, in that rich 
metallic temper of voice, and that perfect time and tune, which 
is the one gift still left to that strange Cymry race, worn out 
vvith the long burden of so many thousand years. He loiew the 
lir ; it was “ The Eising of the Lark.” Heavens ! what a bitter 
contrast to his own thoughts ! But he stood rooted, as if spell- 
bound, to hear it to the end. The lark’s upward flight was 
r over ; and Elsley heard him come quivering down from heaven’s 
gate, fluttering, sinldng, trilling self-complacently, springing aloft 
in one bar, only to sink lower in the next, and call more softly 
to his brooding mate below ; till, worn out with his ecstacy, he 
murmured one last sigh of joy, and sanlc into the nest. The 
picture flashed through Elsley’s brain as swiftly as the notes did 
through his ears. He breathed more freely when it vanished 

witli the sounds. He strode hastily in, and doAvn the little 
passage to the kitchen. 

It was a low room, ceiled with dark beams, from which hung 

bacon and fishing-rods, harness and drying stockings, and all the 

miscellanea of a fishing inn kept by a farmer, and beneath it the 

usual happy, hearty, honest group. Tlicre was Harry Owen, 

bland and stalwart, his baby in his arms, smiling upon the world 

in general j old Mrs. Pritchard, bending over the fire, putting 

the last touch to one of those miraculous soiifllets, compact of 

ofouds and nectar, which transport alike palate and fancy, at tlie 

first mouthful, from Snowdon to Belgrave Square. A stui’dy 

fair-liaired Saxon Gourbannelig sat with his back to the door, 

and two of the beautiful children on liis knee, their long locks 

flowing over the elbows of his shooting jacket, as, with both 

arms round them, ho made Punch for them with his handker- 

chief and his fingers, and chattered to them in Emdish while 

they chattered in Welsli. By him sat another Englislman to 

whom the tln-ee tuneful Snowdon guides, their music-score upon 

their knees, sat listening approvingly, as he rolled out, witli 

voice as of a joUy blackbird, or jolUer monk of old, the good old 
vvessex song 

“ My dog ho has his master s nose, 

To smell a knave thi-ough silken hose ; 

If friends or honest men go by, ’ 

Welcome, qnoth my dog and 1 1 
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“ Of foreign tongues let scholars brag, 
With fifteen names for a pudding- bag : 
Two tonnes I know ne’er told a lie ; 
And their wearers be, my dog and I ! ” 


That ought to be Harry’s song, and the colly’s too, eh 1” said 

he, pointing to the dear old dog, who sat with his head on 

Owen’s knee — “ eh, my men ? Here’s a health to the honest 
man and his dog !” 

And all laughed and drank ; while Elsley’s dark face looked 
in at the door-way, and half turned to escape. Handsome lady- 
like ]\frs. Owen, bustling out of the kitchen with a supper-tray, 
ran full against him, and uttered a Welsh scream. 

“ Show me a room, and briug me a pen and paper,” said he ; 

and then started in liis tmn, as all had started at him ; for the 

two Englislimeii looked round, and, behold, to Ids disgust, th^ 

singer was none other than Kaylor : the actor of Punch was 
Wynd. 

To have found his betes noires even here, and at such a 
moment ! And what was worse, to hear Mrs. Owen say, — “ We 
have no room. Sir, unless these gentlemen — ” 

“Of course,” said Wynd, jumping up, a child under each 
arm. “ Mr. Vavasoui- 1 we shall be most happy to have your 
company, — for a week if you wdl ! ” 

“ Ten minutes’ solitude is all I ask. Sir, if I am not intrudintr 
too far.” ” 

“ Two hours, if you like. We’ll stay here. Mrs. Owen, — 
the thicker the merrier.” But Elsley had vanished into a 
chamber bestrewn ndth plaids, pipes, hob-nail boots, fishing- 
tackle, mathematical books, scraps of ore, and the wild confusion 
of a gownsman’s den. 


“The party is taken ill with a poem,” said Wynd. 

Haylor stuck out his heavy imder-lip, and glanced sidelon" at 
his friend. ° 

“ With something worse, Hed. That man’s eye and voice had 
something uncanny in them. Mellot said he would go crazed 
some day ; and be hanged if I don’t think he is so now.” 

Another live miautes, and Elsley rang the bell violently for 
hot brandy-and- water. 

Mrs. Owen came back looking a little startled, a letter in her 
hand. 


“The gentleman had drunk the liquor off at one draught, and 
ran out of the house like a wild man. Harry Owen must go 
down to Beddgeleit instantly with the letter ; and there was five 
shillings to pay for all.” 

Harry Owen rises, like a strong and patient beast of bui-den, 
ready for any amount of walking, at any hour in the twenty-four. 
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He has been up Snowdon oQce to-day already. He is going up 
agam at twelve to-night, with a (Jerpian arfio wants to see the 
sun rise ; he deputes that ofhee to J ohn Eoberts, and strides 
out. 

“Which way did the gentleman go, Mrs. Owen?” 
N^aylor. 

“ Capel Curig road. ” 

Naylor whispers to WynJ, who sets the two little girls on the 
table, and hurries out with him. They look up the road, and 
see no one ; run a couple of hundred yards, where they catch a 
sight of the next turn, clear in the moonlight. There is no one 
on the road. 

“ Eun to tb) bridge, Wynd,” whispers Naylor. “ He may 
have thrown himself over.” 

“ Tally ho ! ” whispers Wynd in return, laying his hand on 
Naylor’s arm, and pointing to the left of the road, 

A hundred yards from them, over the boggy upland, among 
scattered boulders, a dark figure is moving. Now he stops short, 
gesticulating ; turns right and left irresolutely. At last he 
hurries on and upward ; he is running, springing from stone to 
stone. 


* 


“ There is but one thing, Wynd 
himself in Llyn Cwm Fynnon.” 


After him, or he’ll drown 


“No, he’s striking to the right. Can he be going up the 
Glyder?” 


“We’ll j.tje that in five minutes. All in the day’s work, my 
boy ! I could go up Mont Blanc with such a dinner in me.” 

The two gallant men run in, struggle into their wet boots 
again, and provisioned with meat and bread, whiskey, tobacco, 
and plaids, arc away upon Elsley’s tracks, havmg left Mrs. Owen 
disconsolate by their aimouncement, that a sudden fancy to 
sleep on the Glyder has seized them. Nothing more will they 
tell her, or any one ; being gentlemen, however much slang they 
may talk in private. 

Elsley left the door of Pen-y-gwryd, careless whither he went, 
if he went only far enough. 

In front of him rose the Glyder VaAvr, its head shrouded in 
soft mist, through Ayhich the moonlight gleamed upon the 
chequered quarries of that enormous desolation, the dead bones 
of the eldest-born of time. A wild longing seized him ; he 
would escape up thither ; up into those clouds, up any where to 
be alone — alone with his miserable self. That Avas dreadful 
enough : but less dreadful than having a companion, — ay, even a 
stone by him — Avhieh could remind l5m of the scene Avhich he 

had left ; even remind him that there Avas another human l)eing 
on earth beside himself. Yes, — to out that clilf betAveon liinj 
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arul all the world! Away he plunged from the high road, 

s})lashing over boggy uplands, scrambling among scattered 

boiiklers, across a stony torrent bed, and then across another 

aiid auotlicr when would he reach that dark marbled wall 

vhicli rose into the infinite blank, — looking within a stone- 

thro^v of him, and yet no nearer after he had wallced a 
mile ? 

i le reached it at last, and rushed up the talus of bouldci’s. 
springing from stone to stone; till his breath failed him, and lie 
V as foiccd to settle into a less frantic pace. Hut upward he 
would go, and upward he went, with a strength which he never 
had felt before.^ Strong? How should he not be strong, wiiile 
eveiy vein felt filled witli molten lead ; while some unseen power 
seemed not so much to attract him upwards, as to drive him by 
magical repulsion from all that he had left below ? 

So upward and upward ever, driven on by the terrible gad-fly, 

like lo of old he w'cnt ; stumbling upwards along torrent beds of 

slippery slate, writhing himself upward through crannies where 

the waterfall plashed cold upon his chest and face, yet could not 

cool the inward fire ; climbing, hand and knee, up cliffs of sharp- 

edged rock ; striding over downs where huge rocks lay crouched 

in the grass, like fossil monsters of some ancient world, and 

seemed to stare at him with still and angry brows. Upward 

still, to black terraces of lava, standing out hard and black against 

the grey cloud, gleaming like iron in the moonlight, stair above 

stair, like those over which Vathek and the Princess climbed up 

to the halls of Eblis. Over their crumbling steps, up through 

their cracks and crannies, out upon a dreary slope of broken 

stones, and then, — before he dives upward into the cloud ten 

yards above his head, — one breathless look back upon the 
world. 

The horizontal curtain of mist ; gauzy below, fringed with 
white tufts and streamers, deepening above into the blackness of 
utter night. Piclow it a long gulf of soft yellow haze in which, 
as in a bath of gold, lie delicate bars of far-off western cloud ; 
and the faint glimmer of the western sea, above long knotted 
spurs of hill, in deepest shades, like a bunch of purple grapes 
flecked hero and there from bcliind with gleams of golden liglit ; 
and beneath them again, the dark woods sleeping over Gwynnant, 
and their dark double sleeping in the bright lake below. 

On the right hand Snowdon rises. Vast sheets of utter black- 
ness vast sheets of shining light. He can see everv crag which 
juts from the green walls of Galt-y-^Yennalt ; and far past it into 
the Great Valley of Cwm Uyli ; and then the red peak, now as 
black as night, shuts out the world with its huge mist-topped 
cone. But on the left hand all is deepest shade. From the 
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highest saw-edges where Moel Meirch cuts the golden sky, down 
to the very depths of the abyss, all is lustrous darkness, sooty, 
and yet golden stiH. Let the darkness lie upon it for ever ! 

^ Hidden be those woods where she stood an hour ago ! Hidden 
that road down which, even now, they may be pacing home 
together ! — Curse the thought ! He covers his face in his hands 
and shudders in every limb. 

He lifts liis hands from his eyes at last : — what has befallen t 
Before the golden haze a white veil is falling fast. Sea, moun- 
tain, lake, are vanishing, fading as in a dream. Soon he can see 
nothing, but the twinkle of a light in Pen-y-gwryd, a thousand 
feet below ; happy cliildren are nestling there in innocent sleep. 

Jovial voices are chatting loiind the fire. What has he to do 
with youth, and health, and joy? Lower, loAver, ye clouds ! — 

^ Shut out that insolent and intruding spark, till nothing be seen 
but the silver sheet of Cwm Fynnon, and the silver zig-zag lines 
which wander into it among black morass, while down the moun- 
tain side go, softling sliding, troops of white mist-angels. Softly 
they slide, swift and yet motionless, as if by some inner will, v 
which needs no force of limbs ; gliding gently round the crags, 
diving gently off into the abyss, their long white robes trailing 
about their feet in upward-floating folds. “ Let us go hence,” 
they seem to whisper to the God-forsaken, as legends say they 
whispered, when they left their doomed shrine in old Jerusalem. 

Let the white fringe fall betw'een him and the last of that fair 
troop ; let the ^ey curtain follow, the black pall above descend ; 

till he is alone in darkness that may be felt, and in the shadow 
of death. 

Now he is safe at last ; hidden from all living things — hidden, 

it may be, from God ; for at least God is hidden from him. 

He has desired to bo alone : and he is alone ; the centre of the 

universe, if universe there be. All created things, suns and 

'planets, seem to revolve round him, and he a point of darkness. 

not of light. He seems to float self-poised in the centre of the 

boundless nothing, upon an ell-broad slab of stone— and yet not 

even on that : for the very ground on which ho stands he docs 

not feel. ^ He does not feel the mist which wets his cheek, the 

blood which tlirobs within his veins. He only is j and there is 
none beside. 

Horrible thought ! Permitted but to few, and to them — thank 

God ! — but rarely. For two minutes of that absolute self-isolation 

, would bring madness ^ if, indeed, it be not the very essence of 
madness itself. 

There he stood; he knew not how long; without motion, 
without thought, without even rage or hate, now— in one blank 
paralysis of his whole natui’e ; conscious only of self, and of a 

• • 


378 


nature’s melodrama. 


duU, inward fire, as if his soul were a dark vault, lighted with 
lurid smoke. 




^\ hat was that ] lie started : shuddered — as well he might. 
Had he seen heaven o^jened ? or another place h So momentary 
was the vision, that he scarce knew what he saw — 

I here it was again ! Lasting but for a moment : but long 
enough to let him see the whole western heaven transfigured 
into one sheet of pale blue gauze, and before it Snowdon tower- 
ing black as ink, with every saw and crest cut out, hard and 

terrible, against the lightning-glare: — and then the blank of 
darkness. 

Again ! The awful black giant, towering higli in air, before 
the gates of that blue abyss ot Haine : but a black cron'’n of cloud 
has settled upon his head ; and out of it the lightning spirrlv. 
leap to and fro, ringing his brov's with a coronet of lire. 

Another moment, and the roar of that great battle between 
earth and heaven crashed full on Elsley’s ears. 

Ife heard it leap from Snowdon, sliarp and rattling, across 
the gulf toward him, till it crashed full iqion the Glyder over- 
head, and rolled and tia|)pcd troni crag to crag, and died away 
along tlie dreary downs. Xo ! There it b(')omed out again, 
thundering full against Siabod on the left ; and Siabod tossed it 
on to Moel IMcirch, who answered Irom all her clefts and peaks 
with a long confused battle-growl, and tlien tossed it across 
to Aran j and .^Vran, with one dull, blutf report from her liat 
clilf, to nearer Lliwedd ; till, worn out with the long buffetings 
ot that giant ring, it sank and died on Gwynnant far below 
— but ere it died, another and another thunder-crash burst, 
shai’iicr and nearer every time, to hurry round the hills alter 
the one whicli roaied before it. 

Another minuh', and the blue glare filled the sky once more : 
but no black litan towered belore it now. The storm had leapt 
J.lanberris }):iss, and all around Elsley Avas one howling chaos of 
cloud, and rain, and blindiiig fame. 

13y tlie sensation of his lect, lie kncAv that he was going up 
hill ; and if he hut went upward, he cared not whither he went. 
The rain guslied ih rough, where the lightning pierced the cloud, 
in diops like musket hall.'^. lie was drenched to the skin in 
a moment j dazzled a.iid gidily trom the llaslics ^ stunned by 
the everlasting roar, peal over-rushing peal, echo out-shooting 

echo, till rocks and aii‘ tjuivered alike beneath the continuous 
battle cannonade. “ AVhat matter ? 



lie turned and lied again. 


AVhat litter guide for 


iaiicli a jjiitli as ijiiiio tliaii llio bliio flaslics ? 

1 uor AAiotcIi ! }I(3 luiJ fiiit uf Ills way for luaiiy a ^ 

to ;;ive liiiiisolf up, a willing captive, to the melo- dramatic view 
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of Nature, and had let sights and sounds, not principles and 
duties, mould his feelings for him ; and now, in his utter need 
and utter weakness, he had met her in a mood which was too 
awful for such as he was to resist. The Nemesis had come ; 
and swept away helplessly, without faith and hope, by those 
outward impressions of things on which he had feasted his soul 
so long, he was the puppet of his own eyes and ears ; the slave 

of glare and noise. 

Breathless, but still untired, be toiled up a steep incline, 
where he could feel beneath him neither moss nor herb. Now 
and then his feet brushed through a soft tuft of parsley fern : but 
soon even that sign of vegetation ceased ; his feet only rasped 
over rough bare rock, and he was alone in a desert of stone. 
What was that sudden apparition above him, seen for a 
' moment flint and gigantic through the mist, hid the next in 
darkness 1 The next flash showed him a line of obelisks, like 


giants crouching side by side, staring down on him from the 
clouds. Another five minutes, he was at their feet, and past 
them ; to see above them again another line of awful watchers 
through the storms and rains of many a thousand years, waiting, 
grim and silent, like those doomed senators in the Capitol of 
Rome, till their own turn should come, and the last lightning 
stroke hurl them too down, to lie for ever by their fallen 
brothers, whose mighty bones bestrewed the screes below. 

He groped his way between them; saw some fifty yards 
beyond a higher peak ; gained it by fierce struggles and many 
falls; saw another beyond that; and, rushing down and up 
two slopes of moss, reached a region where the upright lava- 
ledges had been split asunder into chasms, crushed together 
again into caves, toppled over each other, hurled up into spires, 
in such chaotic confusion, that progress seemed impossible. 

A flash of lightning revealed a lofty cairn above his head. 
There was yet, then, a higher point ! He would reach it, if he 
broke every limb in the attempt ! and madly he hurried on, 
feeling his way from ledge to ledge, squeezing himself through 
crannies, crawling on hands and knees along the sharp chines of 
the rocks, tiU he reached the foot of the cairn ; chtnbed it, and 
threw himself at ML length on the summit of the Glyder Yawr. 


An awful place it always is ; and Elsley saw it at an awful 


unveiled 


him 
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one wave-crest of a sea; for twenty yards beyond, all sloped 
away into the abysmal dark. 

Terrible were those rocks below ; and ten times more terrible 
as seen through the lurid glow of his distempered brain. All 
the weird neaks and slabs seemed nointing un at liim ; sliaro- 
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toothed jaws gaped upward — tongues hissed upward — arms 
pointed upward — hounds leaped upward — monstrous snake- 
heads peered upward out of cracks and caves. Did he not 
see them move, writhe ? or was it the ever-^shi tting light of 
the flashes ? Did he not hear them howl, yell at liini ? or 
was it but the wind, tortured in their labyrinthine caverns ? 

The next moment, and all was dark again ; but the images 
which had been called up remained, and fastened on his brain, 
and grew there ; and when, in the light of the next flash, the 
scene returned, he could see the red lips of the phantom hounds, 
the bright eyes of the phantom snakes ; the tongues wagged in 
mockery ; the hands brandished great stones to hurl at him ; 
the mountain-top was instinct with fiendish life, — a very Blocks' 
berg of all hideous shapes and sins. 

And yet he did not shrink. Horrible it was ; he was ^ 

mad before it. And yet he took a strange and fierce delight in 
making it more horrible ; in maddening himself yet more and 
more j in clothing those fantastic stones witli every fancy which 
could inspire another man with dread. But he had no dread. 
Perfect rage, like perfect love, casts out fear. He rejoiced in 
his own misery, in his own danger. His life hung on a thread ; 
any instant might hurl him from tliat cairn, a blackened corpse. 

What better end ? Let it come ! He was Prometheus on the 
peak of Caucasus, hurling defiance at the unjust Jove ! His 
hopes, his love, his very lionour — curse it ! — ruined ! Let the 
lightning stroke come ! He were a coward to shi’ink from it. 
l.et him face the worst, unprotected, bare-headed, naked, and do 
battle, himself, and nothing but himself, against the universe ! 
And, as men at such moments will do, in the mad desire to free 
the self-tortured spirit from some unseen and choking bond, he 
began wildly tearing off his clothes. 

But merciful nature brought relief, and stopped him in his 
mad efforts, or he had been a frozen corpse long ere the dawn.-^ 
His hands, stiff with cold, refused to obey him : as he delayed 
lie was saved. After the paroxysm came the collapse he sank 
upon the top of the cairn half senseless. Ho felt himself falling 
over its edge ; and the animal instinct of self-preservation, un- 
consciously to him, made him slide down gently, till he sank 
into a crack between two rocks, sheltered somewhat, as it befell 
happily, from the lashing of the rain. 

Another minute, and he slept a dreamless sleep. 

But there are two men upon that mountain, whom neither 
rock nor rain, storm nor thunder have conquered, because they 
are sunply brave honest men j and who are, perhaps, far more 
“ poetic characters at this moment than Elsley Vavasour*, or 
any dozen of mere verse-writers, because they are hazarding their 
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lives, on an errand of mercy ; and all the while have so little 
notion tliat they are hazarding their lives, or doing anything 
dangerous or heroic, that, instead of being touched for a moment 
by Nature’s melodrama, they are jesting at each other’s troubles, 
greeting each interval of darkness ’ivith mock shouts of misery 
and despair, likening the crags to various fogies of their acquaint- 
ance, male and female, and only pulling the cutty pipes out of 
their mouths to chant snatches of jovial songs. They are Wynd 
and Naylor, the two Cambridge boating-men, in bedrabbled 
flannel trousers, and shooting-jackets pocketful of water; who 
arc both fully agreed, that hunting a mad poet over the moun- 
tains in a thunder-storm is, on the whole, “ the joliiest lark 
they ever had in their lives.” 

“He must have gone up here somewhere. I saw the poor 
beggar against the sky as plain as I see you, — which I don’t ” — 
for darkness cut the speech short. 

“ Where be you, William ? says the keeper.” 

“ Here I be, Sir, says the beater, with my ’eels above my ’cd.” 

“ Wery well, William ; when you get your ’ed above your 
'eels, gae on.” 

“ But I’m stuck fast between two stones ! Hang the stones ! ” 
And Naylor Imrsts into an old seventeeth century ditty, of the 
days of “ three-inan glees.” 

“ Tlicy stoans, they stoaiis, they stoans, they stoans 

They stoans that built George Riddler’s oven, 

0 they was fetched from Blakeney quarr’ ; 

And George he was a jolly old man, 

And his head did grow above his har’. 

One thing in George lliddler I must commend, 

And I hold it for a valiant thing ; 

With any three brothers in Gloucestershire 
He swore that his three sons should .sing. 

“ There was Dick the trihble, and Tom the mane, 

Let every man sing in his own place ; 

And William he was the eldest brother. 

And therefore he should sing the base. 

I’m down again ! This is my thirteenth fall.” 

“ So am I ! I shall just lie and light a pipe.” 

“ Come on, now, and look round the lee side of this crag 
We shall find him bundled up under the lee of one of them.” 

“ He don’t know lee from windward, I dare say.” 

“ He’ll soon find out the diflcrence by his skin ; —if it’s hah 
Rfi wet, at least, as mine is.” 

“ I’ll tell you what, Naylor, if the poor fellow has crossed the 
ridge, and tried to go down on the TwU du, he’s a dead man by 
this time.” 

“ He’ll have funked it, when he comes to the edge, and sees 


382 


nature’s melodrama. 


Dollniip; but mist beloAv. But if ho has wandered on to the 
clifls above Trifaen, he’s a dead man, then, at all events. Get 
out of the way of that flasli ! A close shave, that ! I believe 
my whiskers are singed.” 

“Ton my honour, AVynd, we ought to be sajdng our prayers 
rather tlian joking in this way.” 

“ AVe may do both, and be none the worse. As for coming to 
grief, old bo}", we’i’C on a good errand, I suppose, and the devil 
himself can’t harm us. Still, shame to him who’s ashamed of 
saying his pi-aycrs, as Arnold used to say.” 

7 \nd all the while, those two brave lads have been thrusting 

o 

their lanthorn into every ciaek and cranny, and heating round 
every crag carefully and cunningly, till long past two in the 
morning. 

“Here’s the ordinance cairn, at last ; and — hcic am I astrid 
of a carving-knife, I think ! Come and help me off, or I shall 
he s])lit to tlie chin ! ’’ 

“I’m coming! AVhat’s this soft under my feet? ’\^"llO-o-o-oop ! 
Iiiin him to earth at last ! ” 

And diving down into a crack, AVpid drags out by the collar 
the unconscious Elsley. 

“ AVhat a sv'ah ! Like a jticce of wet blotting-paper. Lucky 
he’s not made of salt.” 


“ lie’s dead ! ” says Naylor. 

“ Not a hit. I can feel his heart. There’s life in the old dog yet.” 
And they begin, under the lee of a rock, chafing him, vTap 
ping him in their plaids, and pouring whiskey dovur his tliroat. 

It Avas some time before Vavasour recovered his consciousness, 
d'ho tirst use which he made of it was to bid his preserAmrs leave 
him ; querulousl}' at first ; and then fiercely, Avhen he found out 
wlio thev Avere. 

t 

“ I.ea\ e me, I say I C’annot I be alone if I choose? AVhat 
right have jmu to dog me in this Avay ? ” 

“ IMv (h'ar Sir, Ave haA’c as much right here as auA' ono else ; 
and if avc find a man dying here of cold and fatigue — ” 

“ A\diat business of yours, if I choose to die? ” 

“ There, is no harm in your d3dng, Sir,” says Naylor, “ Tne 
harm is in oui’ letting you die ; I assure you it is entirely to 
satisfy our oavu consciences avc are trouldhig 3’ou thus ; ” and lie 
begins pressing him to take food. 

“No, Sir; nothing from you ! You have shoAvn me imper- 
tinence enough in the last fcAv Aveeks, without pressmg on me 
benefits for Avhich I do not aaosIi. Let me go ! If you will not 
leave me, I shall leaA'e you ! ” 

And he tried to rise : hut, stiffened with cold, sank back ag;im 
ujion the rock. 
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Ifl vRin they tried to reason with him ; begged his pasdon 
for all past jests : he made effort after effort to get up j and at 
last, his limbs, regaining strength b^'^ the fierceness of Ms passion, 
^ snf^orted him j and he struggled onward toward the northern 

slope of the mountain. 

“ You must not go down till it is light ; it is as much as your 
life is worth.” 

“ I am going to Bangor, Sir ; and go I will ! ” 

“ I tell you, there is fifteen hundred feet of slippery screes 

below you.” 

“ As steep as a house-roof, and with every tile on it loose. 
You w'ill roll from top to bottom before you have gone a hundred 
yards.” 

“ Wliat cjire 1 1 Let me go, I say ! Curse you, Sir ! Do 
you mean to use force ? ” 

^ “I do,” said Wynd quietly, as he took him round arms and 
body, and set him down on the rock like a cMld. 

“You liave assaulted me, Sir ! The law shall avenge this 
insult, if there be law in England ! ” 

“ I know nothing about law : but I suppose it will justify me 
in saving any man’s life who is rusliing to certain death.” 

“ Look here. Sir ! ” said Naylor. “ Go downi, if you will, 
when it grows light ; but from this place you do not stir yet. 
Wliatever you may think of our conduct to-night, you will 
thank us for it to-morrow morning, when you see where you 
aro. 

The unhappy man stamped with rage. Tlie red glare of the 
lanthorn showed him his two powerful warders, standing right 
and left. He felt that there was no escape from them, but in 
darkness ; and suddenly he dashed at the lanthorn, and tried to 
tear it out of Wyiid’s hands. 

“ Steady, Sir ! ” said Wynd, springing back, and parrying his 
outstretched hand. “ If you wish us to consider you in your 
senses, you will be quiet.” 

“And if you don’t choose to appear sane,” said Naylor, “you 
must not be surprised if we treat you as men are treated who — 
you understand me.” 

Elsley was silent awhile ; his rage, finding itself impotent, 
subsided into dark cunning. “ Really, gentlemen,” he said at 
length, “ I believe you are right ; I have been very foolish, and 
you very kind ; but you would excuse my absurdities if you 
^ knew their provocation.” 

“ My dear Sir,” said Naylor, “we are bound to believe that 
you have good cause enough for what you are doing. We have 
no wish to interfere impertinently. Only wait till daylight, 
and wrap yourself in one of our plaids, as the only possible 
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method of carrying out your own intentions; for dead men ‘ 
can’t go to Bangor, whithersoever else they may go,” 

“You really are too kind; hut I believe I must accept your 
offer, under penalty of being called mad and Elsley laughed - 
a hollow laugh; for he was by no means sure that he was not 
mad. lie took the proffered wrapper ; lay dovui ; and seemed 
to sleep. 

Wyiul and Xaylor, congratulating themselves on his better 
min<], lay doAvn also beneath the other plaid, intending to watch 
him. But worn out with fatigue, they were both fast asleep, 


ei-e ten minutes had passed. 

Elsley had determined to keep himself awake at all risks ; 
and he paid a bitter penalty for so doing; for now that the 
fury had passed away, his brain began to work freely again, 
and inflicted torture so exquisite, that he looked back w ith ^ 
regret on the unreasoning madness of last night, as a less fearful 
hell than that of thought ; of deliberate, acute recollections, 
suspicions, trains of argument, which he tried to thrust from 
liim, and yet could not. Who has not known in the still, 
sleepless hours of night, how dark thoughts will possess the 
mind with terrors, which seem logical, irrefragable, inevitable ? 

So it was then with the ■wretched Elsley ; '\\dthin his mind a 


whole train of devil’s advocates seemed arguing, vdih triumphant 
subtlety, the certainty of Lucia’s treason ; and justifying to him 
Ms rage, his hatred, his fl.ight, his desertion of his omi children, 
— if indeed (so far had the dc%dl led him astray) they were his 
own. At last he could bear it no longer. He would escape to 
Bangor, and then to London, cross to Erance, to Italy, and there 
bury himself amid the forests of the Apennines, or the sunny 
glens of Calabria. And for a moment the vision of A poet’s life 
in that glorious land brightened his dark imagination. Yes ! He 
would escape thither, and be at peace ; and if the world heard of 
!iim again, it should be in such a thunder-voice, as those with, 
Avhich Shelley and Byron, from their southern seclusion, had 
shaken the ungrateful motherland which cast them out. He 
would escape ; and now was the time to do it ! For the rain had 
long since ceased ; the dawn was approaching fast ; the cloud 
was thinning from black to pearly grey. Now was his time — 
were it not for those two men ! To be kept, guarded, stopped 
by them, or by any man ! Shameful ! intolerable ! He had fled 
hither to be free, and even here he found himself a prisoner. 


True, they had promised to let him go if he waited till daylight; 
but perhaps they were deceiving Mm, as he was deceiving them, 
— why not ? They thought Mm mad. It was a ruse, a stratagem 
to keep Mm quiet awhile, and then bring hinr back, — “ restore 
him to Ms afflicted friends.” His friends, truly ! He ■would be 
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too oanning for them yet. And even if they meant to let him 
go, would he accept liberty from them, or any man ? No j ho 
was free I Ho had a right to go ; and go he would, that moment ! 

He raised himself cautiously. The lanthorn had burned to the 
socket : and he could not see the men, though they were not 
four yards off ; but by their regular and heavy breathing he could 
tell that they both slept soundly. He slipped from under the 
plaid ; drew off his shoes, for fear of noise among the rocks, and 
rose. What if he did make a noise 1 What if they woke, chased 
him, brought him back by force ? Curse the thought ! — And 
gliding close to them, he listened again to their heavy breathing. 
How could he prevent their following himl 
A horrible, nameless temptation came over him. Every vein 
in his body throbbed fire ; his brain seemed to swell to bursting ; 
and ere he was aware, he found himself feeling about in the dark- 
ness for a loose stone. 

He could not find one. Thank God that he could not find 
one ! But after that dreadful thought had once crossed his mind, 
he must flee from that place ere the brand of Cain be on his brow. 

With a cunning and activity utterly new to him, he glided 
away, Uke a snake ; downward over crags and boulders, he knew 
not how long or how far ; all he knew was, that he was going 
down, down, down, into a dim abyss. There was just light 
enough to discern the upper surface of a rock within arm’s length ; 
beyond that all was blank. He seemed to be hours descending : 
to be going down miles after miles : and still he reached no level 
spot. The mountain-side was too steep for him to stand upright, 
except at moments. It seemed one uniform quarry of smooth 
broken slate, slipping down for ever beneath his feet. 
Wliither ? He grew giddy, and more giddy ; and a horrible 
fantastic notion seized him, that he had lost his way ; that some- 
how, the precipice had no bottom, no end at all ; that he was going 
^own some infinite abyss, into the very depths of the earth, and 
the molten roots of the mountains, never to reascend. He 
stopped, trembling, only to slide down again ; terrified, he tried 

to struggle upward : but the shale gave way beneath his feet, and 
go ho must. 

What was that noise above his head 1 A falling stone ? Were 
his enemies in pursuit ? Down to the depth of hell rather than 
that they should take him ! He drove his heels into the slippery 
shale, and rushed forward blindly, springing, slipping, falliiu^ 
rolling, till he stopped breathless on a jutting slab. ' 

And lo ! below him, through the thin pearly veil of cloud a 
dim world of dark cliffs, blue lakes, grey mountains with their 
dark heads wrapped in cloud, and the straight vale of Nant 
Francon, magnified in mist, till it seemed to stretch for hundreds 
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of leagues towards the rosy north-east dawning and the shining 
sea. 


With a wild sIk 

clear of the cloud. 


In five minutes he wis 


Lie reacnea me loot oi mat enormous slop 
and hurried over rocky ways, till he stopped at the top of 
precipice, full six hundred feet above the lonely tarn of Idwal. 

I^^ever mind. He knew where he was now; he knew thi 
there was a passage somewhere, for he had once seen one fro: 
below. Ha found it, and almost ran along the boggy shore of 
Idwal, looking back every now and then at the black w^aU of the 
Twdl du, in dread lest he should see two moving specks in hot 
pui'suit. 

And now he had gained the shore of Ogwen, and the broad 
coach-road; and down it he strode, running at times, past the 
roaring cataract, past the enoimous cliffs of the Carnedds, pasiL^ 
Tin-y-maes, wdiere nothing was stirring but a barking dog; on 
tlirough the sleeping streets of Bethesda, past the black stairs of 
the Penrhyn quarry. The huge clicking ant-heap was silent now, 
save for the roar of Ogwen, as he swirled and bubbled down, rich 

coffee-bro^vn from last night’s rain. 

On, past rich woods, past trim cottages, gardens gay with 
flow’^ers ; past rhododendron shrubberies, broad fields of golden 
stubble, sweet clover, and grey swedes, wuth Ogwen making 
music far below. The sun is up at last, and Colonel Pennant’s 
grim slate castle, tow^ering above black woods, glitters metallic in 
its rays, like Chaucer’s house of fame. He stops, to look back 
once. Par up the vale, eight miles away, beneath a roof of cloud, 
the pass of Hant Prancon gapes high in air between the great 
jaws of the Carnedd and the Glyder, its cliffs marked with the 
upright wliite line of the waterfall. He is clear of the mountains ; 
clear of that cursed place, and all its cursed thoughts ! On, past 
Llandegai and all its rose-clad cottages ; past yellow quarrymen 
■walking out to their work, wdio stare as they pass at his haggard, 
face, drenched clothes, and streaming hair. He does not see 
them. One fixed thought is in his mind, and that is, the railway 

station at Bangor. 

He is striding through Bangor streets now, beside the summer 
sea, from which fresh scents of shore-weed greet him. He had 
rather smell the smoke and gas of the Strand. 

The station is shut. He looks at the bill outside. There is 
no train for full two hours ; and he tlirows himself, worn out 
with fatigue, upon the door-step. 

How a new terror seizes him. Has he money enough to reach 
liOndon 1 Has he his piu'se at all ? Too dreadful to find him- 
self stopped short, on the very brink of deliverance ! A cold 
perspiration breaks from his foreliead, as he feels in every pocket. 
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Y&s, hk purse is there : hut he turns sick as he opens it, and 

dare har^y look. Hurrah ! Five pounds, six — eight ! That 

will take him as far as Paris. He can walk ; beg the rest of the 
way, if need be. 

Wliat will he do now t W ander over the town, and gaze 
v^antly at one little object and another about the house fronts. 
One thing he will not look at j and that is the bright summer 
sea, all golden in the sun rays, flecked with gay white sails. 
From all which is bright and calm, and cheerful, his soul shrinks 
IS from an impertinence; he longs for the lurid gas-light of 
London, and the roar of the Strand, and the everlasting stream 

of feces, anion g whom he may wander free, sure that no one ^vill 
recognise him, the disgraced, the desperate. 

The weary hours roll on. Too tired to stand longer, he sits 

^ down on the shafts of a cart, and tries not to think. It is not 

difficult. Body and mind are alike worn out, and his brain 
seems filled with uniform dull mis-t. 

A shop-door opens in front of him ; a boy comes out. Ho 

sees bottles inside, and shelves, the look of wliich he knows too 
well. 

The bottle-boy, whistling, begins to take the shutters down 

How often, in Whitbury of old, had Elsley done the same ! 

Half amused, he watched the lad, and wandered how he spent 

his evenings, and what works he read, and whether he ever 
thought of writing poetry. 

And as he watched, all his past life rose up before him, ever 
since he served out medicines fifteen years ago his wild’ aspi- 
rations, heavy labours, struggles, plans, brief triumphs, long dis- 
appointments : and here was what it had all come to, — a failure 
--a miserable, shameful failure ! Hot that he thought of it 
^th repentance, with a single wish that he had done otherwise • 

but only with disappointed rage. » Yes ! ” he said bitterly to 
dnmself — 

We poets m our youth, begin in gladness, 

But after come despondency and madness. 


“This is the way of the world with all who have nobler feeHnos 
in them than will fit into its cold rules. Curse the world ! w^hat 
on earth had I to do with mixing myself up in it, and marrying 
a fi^e jady ? Fool that I was ! I might have known fr-om the 
lirst that she could not understand me ; that she would go back 

^ to her own I Let her go ! I will forget her, and the world, and 
everything — and I know how ! ” 
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indigestion which keep many, happily for them, from its magic 
snare. He had tried it more than once of late : but Lucia had 
had a hint of the fact from Thurnall ; and in just terror had 
exacted from him a solenm promise never to touch opium again. 
Elsley was a man of honour, and the promise had been kept. 
But now — “ I promised her, and therefore I will break my pro- 
mise ! She has broken hers, and I am free ! ” 

lie went in and boucht his ooium. He took a little on 


And he went in and bought his opium. 


the spot, to allay the cravings of hunger. He reserved a full 
dose for the railway-carriage. It would bridge over the weary 
gulf of time which lay between him and town. 

He took his second-class place at last ; not without stares and 
whispers from those round at the wild figure which was starting 
for London, without bag or baggage. But as the clerks agreed, 
“If he was running away from his creditors, it was a shame 4a_ 
stop him. If he was running from the police, they would have 
the more sport the longer the run. At least, it was no business 
of theirs.” 

There was one thing more to do, and he did it. He wrote to 
Campbell, a short note. 

“If, as I suppose, you expect from me ‘ the satisfaction of a 
gentleman,’ you will find me at ^ ^ * Adelphi. I am not 
escaping from you, but from the whole world. If, by shooting 
me, you can quicken my escape, you will do me the first and last 
favour which I am likely to ask for from you.” 

He posted his letter, settled himself in a corner of the carriage, 
and took his second dose of opium. From that moment he 
recollected little more. A confused whirl of hedges and woods, 
rattling stations, screaming and hashing trains, great red towns, 
white chalk cuttings ; while the everlasting roar and rattle of 
the carriages shaped themselves in his brain into a hundred 
snatches of old tunes, all full of a strange merriment, as if mock- 
ing at his misery, striving to keep him awake and conscious of- 
who and what he was. He closed his eyes and shut out the 
hateful, garish world : but that sound he could not shut out. 
Too tired to sleep, too tired even to think, he could do nothing 
but submit to the ridiculous torment ; watching in spite of him- 
self every note, as one jig- tune after another was fiddled by all 
the imps close to his ear, mile after mile, and county after county, 
for all that weary day, which seemed full seven years long. 

At Euston Square the porter called him several times ere he 
could rouse him. He could hear nothing for awhile but that 
same imps’ melody, even though it had stopped. At last he got 
out, staring round him, shook himseK awake by one strong effort, 
and hurried away, not knowing whither he went. 

Wrapt up in self, he wandered on till dark, slept on a dooB 
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'and awoke not knowing at first where he was. Gradually 
AStmr back ^ and with the horror the cravrng 


opium wherewith 
* *He looked round to see his 

be Golden Square ? 

^ • a 1 1 


lurely this must 
liiTTi. He went 


to a :h:^tr:i:op. bought a ^i^rhS 

only enough to allay the ora;^ of his stomach, humea 
tottering in the direction of Drury Lane. 


CHAPTER XXIL 


FOND, YET NOT FOOLISH. 


Next morning, only Dlauae ana x- — 

^^Fra^Tame in ; found that Valencia was not down : 
excited to eat, went out to walk tiU she should appear. Neither 

did Lord Scouthush come. Where was he 1 

Ignorant of the whole matter, he had started at 

confessed) to gain time for his pmiHed hrams before those expla- 
nations with Frank Headley, of which he stood ^ . 

MeUot and Campbell sat down together to breakfast , but 

in silence. Claude saw that something had gone ve^ 
Campbell ate nothing, and looked nervously out of the window 

every now and then. 

At last Bowie entered with the xeuuoxo aixyj. «, 


. There 

ffwrvd must speak with Mr. 

What they told 
He returned instantly, and met Camp- 




MeUot immediately. 

‘ He went out and found Wynd 

him we know already, 
bell leaving the room. 

“ I have news of Vavasour,” whispered he. 
from him. BoAvie, order me a car instantly for Bangor, 
off to London, Claude. You and Bowie wiU take care oi my 

things, and send them after me.” , 

“Major CawmUl has only to command, said Bowie, and 

vanished down the stairs. 


“ I have a letter 

I am 


counsel 


I ought 


to ask Scoutbush’s opinion ; but the poor dear feUow is out, you 
see.” 

Claude read the note written at Bangor. 

“ Fight him I wiU not ! I detest the notion : a soldier should 


V 
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never fight a duel 


Queen's, and not his owa, 


And yet, if the honour of the family has been compromised by 

fi^liy» I must nav the nenaltv. if ■fliinVa •?<: 


my louy, i must pay tne penalty, if Scouthush thinks it propeiiH 
So said Campbell, who, in the over-sensitiveness of his con- 
science, had actually worked himself round during the past night 
into this new fancy, as a chivalrous act of utter self-abasement. 
The proud self-possession of the man was gone, and nothing hut 
self-distrust and shame remained. 

“ In the name of all wit and wisdom, what is the meaning of 
all this?” ^ 


“ You do not know, then, what passed last night ?” 

“I? I can only guess that Vavasour has had one of his 
rages.” 

“ Then you must know,” said Campbell with an effort : for 

you must explain all to Scouthush when he returns j and“I 

know no one more fit for the office.” And he briefly told him 
the story. 

Mellot was ranch aflected. “ The wretched ape ! Campbell, 

your first thought was the true one : you must not fight that cur. 

After aU, it's a farce : you won’t fire at him, and he can’t hit 

you — so leave ill alone. Beside, for Scoutbush’s sake, her sake, 

every one’s sake, the thing must be hushed up. If the fellow 

chooses to duck under into the London mire, let him He there, 
and forget him ! ” 

“No, Claude ; his pardon I must beg, ere I go out to the war: 
or I shall die with a sin upon my soul.” 

‘‘ My dear, noble creature ! if you must go, I go with you. I 
must see fair play between you and that madman ; and give him 
a piece of my mind, too, while I am about it. He is in my power . 
or if not quite that, I know one in whose power he is ! and to 
reason he shall be brought.” 

“ JSTo ; you must stay here. I cannot trust Scoutbush’s head, 

and these poor dear souls will have no one to look to but you.^ 

I can trust you with them, I know. Me you will perhaps never 
see again.” 

“You can trust me !” said the afiectionate little painter, the 
tears starting to his eyes, as he wrung Campbell’s hand. 

“ Mind one thing ! If that Vavasour shows his teeth, there 
is a spell will turn him to stone. Use it ! ” 


“ Heaven forbid ! Let him show his teeth. It is I who am 


in the wrong, 
he is V 


Why should I make him more my enemy than 


“ Be it so. Only, if the worst comes to the worst, call him 

not Elsley Vavasour, but plain John Briggs — and see what 
follows.” 



^^alencia entered. 
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** The post has come in I Oh, dear Major Campbell, is there 
a letter ^ ” 

^ He put the note into her hand in silence. She read it, and 
cbirted back to Lucia’s room. 

“ Thank Ood that she did not see that I was going ! One 
more pang on earth spared ! ” said Campbell to himself 

Valencia hurried to Lucia's door. She was holding it egar 
and looking out with pale face, and wild hungry eyes, — “A 
letter t Don’t be silent, or I shall go mad ! Tell me the worst ! 
Is ho aUve ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

She gasped, and staggered against the door-post. 

“ Where 1 Why does he not come back to me 1 ” asked she, 
ill a confiised, abstracted way. 

M It was best to tell the truth, and have it over. 

“ He has gone to London, Lucia. He will think over it all 
there, and be sorry for it, and then all will be well again.” 

But Lucia did not hear the end of that sentence. Murmuring 
to herself, “ To London ! To London ! ” she hurried back into 
the room. 

“ Clara ! Clara ! have the children had their breakfast 1 ” 

“ Yes, Ma’am ! ” says Clara, appearing from the inner room. 

“ Then help me to pack up, quick ! Your master is gone to 
London on business ; and wo ai'e to follow him immediately.” 

And she began bustling about the room. 

“ My dearest Lucia, you are not fit to travel now ! ” 

“ I shall die if I stay here ; die if I do nothing ! I must find 
him ! ” whispered she. “ Don’t speak loud, or Clara will hear. I 
can find him, and nobody can but me ! Why don’t you help me 
to pack, Valencia 1 ” 

“ My dearest ! but what will Scoutbush say when he comes 
home, and finds you gone ? ” 

“ What right has he to interfere 1 I am Elsley’s wife, am I 
not 1 and may follow my husband if I like ; ” and she went on 
desperately collectbg, not her own things, but Elsley’s. 

V alencia watched her with tear-brimming eyes ; collecting all 
his papers, counting over his clothes, murmuring to herself 1;hat 
he would want this and that in Hendon. Her sanity seemed 

failing her, under the fixed idea that she had only to see him 
and set all right with a word. ’ 

“ I will go and get you some breakfast,” said she at last. 

“I want none. I am too busy to eat. Wby don’t you help me 1 ” 

Valencia had not the heart to help, believing, as she did, that 

Lucia 8 journey would be as bootless as it would be dangerous to 
her health 

I will bring you some breakfast, and you must try j then I 
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will help to pack : ” and utterly bewildered she went oat ; and 
the tbonght uppermost in her mind was, — “ Oh, that I could 
find Fraii Headley ! ” ^ 

Happy was it for Frank’s love, paradoxical as it may seem, 
that it had conquered just at that moment of terrible disti-ess. 
Valencia’s acceptance of him ’had been hasty, founded rather on 
sentiment and admiration than on deep affection ; and her feeling 
might have faltered, waned, died away in self-distrust of its own 
reality, if giddy amusement, if mere easy happiness, had followed 
it. But now the fire of affliction was branding in the thought 
of him upon her softened heart. 

Living at the utmost strain of her character, Campbell gone, 
her brother useless, and Lucia and the children depending utterly 
on her, there was but one to whom she could look for comfort 
while she needed it most utterly; and happy for her and for-- 
her lover that she could go to him. 

“ Poor Lucia ! thank God that I have some one who will 
never treat me so ! who wiU lift me up and shield me, instead of 
crushing me ! — dear creature ! — Oh that I may find him !” And 
her heart went out after Frank with a gush of tenderness which 
she had never felt before. 

“Is this, then, love ?” she asked herself; and she found time 
to slip into her own room for a moment and arrange her 
dishevelled hair, ere she entered the breakfast-room. 

Frank was there, luckily alone, pacing nervously up and down. 
He hurried up to her, caught both her hands in his, and gazed 
into her wan and haggard face with the intensest tenderness and 


anxiety. 

Valencia’s eyes looked into the depbhs of his, passive and con- 
fiding, till they failed before the keenness of his gaze, and swam 
in glittering mist. 

“Ah ! ” thought she ; “ sorrow is a light price to pay for the 
feeling of being so loved by such a man ! ” 

“ You are tired, — ill ? What a night you must have had ! 
jMellot has told me all.” 

“ Oh, my poor sister ! ” and wildly she poured out to Frank 
her wrath against Elsley, her inability to comfort Lucia, and all 
the misery and confusion of the past night. 

“ This is a sad dawning for the day of my triumph ! ” thought 
Frank, who longed to pour out his heart to her on a thousand 
very different matters ; but he was content ; it was enough for 
him that she could tell him all, and confide in him ; a truer 
sign of affection than any selfish love-making; and he asked, 
and answered, with such tenderness and thoughtfulness for poor 
Lucia, with such a deep comprehension of Elsley’s character, 
pitying while he blamed, that be won his reward at last. 
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“Ohl it would be intolerable, if I had not through it all 
the thought — ” and blushing crimson, her head drooped on her 
]^sonL She seemed ready to drop with exhaustion. 

“ Sit down, sit down, or you w^ fall ! ” said Frank, leading 
her to a chair ; and as he led her, he whispered with fluttering 
heart, new to its own happiness, and longing to make assurance 
sure — “ What thought ? ” 

She was silent still ; but he felt her hand tremble in his. 

“ The thought of me ? ” 

She looked up in his face ; how beautiful ! And in another 
moment, neither knew how, she was clasped to his bosom. 

He covered her face, her hair with kisses : she did not move ; 
from that moment she felt that he was her husband. 

“ Oh, guide me ! counsel me ! pray for me !” sobbed she. “ I 
am all alone, and my poor sister, she is going mad, I think, and 
I have no one to trust but you ; and you — you will leave me to 
go to those dreadful wars ; and then, what will become of me 1 
Oh, stay ! only a few days ! ” and holding him convulsively, she 
answered his kisses with her own. 

Frank stood as in a dream, while the room reeled round and 
vanished ; and he was alone for a moment upon earth with her 
and his great love. 

“TeU me,” said he, at last, trying to awaken himself to 
action. “ TeU me ! Is she reaUy going to seek him ? ” 

“ Yes, selfish and forgetful that I am ! You must help me ! she 
will go to London, noting can stop her ; — and it will kiH her ! ” 

“ It may drive her mad to keep her here.” 

“ It wdU ! and that drives me mad also. What can I choose 

“Follow where God leads. It is she, after aU, who must 
reclaim him. Leave her in God’s hands, and go with her to 
London.” 


“ But my brother 1 ” 

“ MeUot or I wiU see him. 


“ MeUot or I wiU see him. Let it be me. MeUot shall go 
with you to London.” 

“ Oh that you were going ! ” 

“ Oh that I were ! I wiU foUow, though Do you think that 
I can be long away from you? .... But I must teU your 
brother. I had a very different matter on which to speak to 
him this morning,” said he, with a sad smUe : “ but better as it 
is. He shaU find me, I hope, reasonable and trustworthy in this 
matter ; perhaps enough so to have my Valencia committed to 
me. Precious jewel ! I must learn to be a man now, at least j 
now that I have you to care for.” 

“ And yet you go and leave me ?” 

“Valencia ! Because God has given us to each other, shaU 
our thank-offering be to shrink cowardly from His work?” 
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He spoke more sternly than he intended, to awe into obedience 
rather himself than her ; for he felt, poor fellow, his courage 
failing fast, while he held that treasure in his arms. , 

She shuddered in silence. 


“ Forgive me ! ” he cried ; “ I was too harsh, Valencia ! ” 

“ISTo!” she cried, looking up at him with a glorious smile. 
“ Scold me ! Be harsh to me ! It is so delicious now to be 
reproved by you I ” And as she spoke she felt as if she would 
rather endure torture from that man’s hand than bliss from any 
other. How many strange words of Lucia’s that new feeling 
explained to her ; words at which she had once grown angry, as 
doting weaknesses, unjust and degrading to self-respect. Poor 
Lucia ! She might be able to comfort her now, for she had 
learnt to sympathise with her by experience the very opposite to 
hers. Yet there must have been a time when Lucia clung to' 
Elsley as she to Frank. How horrible to have her eyes opened 
thus ! — To be torn and flung away from the bosom where she 
longed to rest ! It could never happen to her. Of course her 
Frank was true, though all the world were false : but poor 
Lucia ! She must go to her. This was mere selfishness at such 
a moment. 

“You will find Scoutbush, then ? ” 

“ This moment. I will order the car now, if you will only 
eat. You must ! ” 

And he rang the bell, and then made her sit do-wn and eat, 
almost feeding her with his own hand. That, too, was a new 
experience ; and one so strangely pleasant, that when Bowie 
entered, and stared solemnly at the pair, she only looked up 
smiling, though blushing a little. 

“ Get a car instantly,” said she. 

“ For Mrs. Vavasour, my lady ? She has ordered hers already.” 

“ ISTo ; for Mr. Headley. He is going to find my lord. Frank, 
pour me out a cup of tea for Lucia.” 

Bowie vanished, mystified. “ It’s no concern of mine ; but 
better tak’ up wi’ a godly meenister than a godless pawet,” said 
the worthy warrior to himself as he marched down stairs. 

“ You see that I am asserting our rights already before all th# 
world,” said she, looking up. 

“ I see you are not ashamed of me.” 

“ Ashamed of you ? ” 

“ And now I must go to Lucia.” 

“ And to London.” 

Valencia began to cry like any baby ; but rose and earned 
away the tea in her hand. “ Must I go ? and before you com 
back, too It ” 

“ Is she determmed to start instantly 1 ” 
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“ I caBnot atop her. You see slie has ordered the car,” 

“ Then go, my darling ! My omi 1 my Valencia I Oh, a 
wousand things to ask you, and no time to ask them in 1 I can 
wnte ? said Frank, with an inquiring smile. 

“ Write 1 Yea ; every day, — ^twice a day. I shall live upon 
those^ letters. Good-bye i ” And out she went, while Frank 
sat himself down at the table, and laid his head upon hia harid-s 
stupihed with delight, till Bowie entered. * 

“ The car. Sir.” 

Which ? Who 1 ’ asked Fr ank , looking up as &om a dream. 
“ The car. Sir.” 

Frank rose, and walked down stairs abstractedly. Bowie 
kept close to Ms side. 

“ Ye’ll pardon me, Sir,’^ said he in a low voice ; “ but I see 

» how it is, — the more blessing for you. Ye’ll be pleased, I trust 

to take more care of tMs jewel than others have of that one : 
or — 

“Or you’ll shoot mo yourself, Bowie?” said Frank, half 
amused, half awed, too, by the stern tone of the guardsman. 
“ I’ll give you leave to- do it if I deserve it.” 

“It’s no my duty, either as a soldier or as a valet. Amd, 
indeed, I’ve that opeenion of you. Sir, that I don’t think it’ll 
need to be any one’s else’s duty either.” 

And so did Mr. Bowie signify Ms approbation of the new 

family romance, and went off to assist Mrs. Clara in gettinf^ the 
trunks down stairs. ° 

Clara was in Mgh dudgeon. She had not yet completed her 
flirtation with Mr. Bowie, and felt it hard to have her one 
amusement in life snatched out of her hard-worked hands. 

“I’m sure I don’t know why we’re moving. I don’t believe 

Its busmess. Some of Ms tantrums, I dare say. I heard her 

, ^walkmg up and down the room aU last night, I’U swear. Neither 

she nor Miss Valencia have been to bed. He’U kiU her at last 
the brute !” ’ 

“ It’s no concern of either of us, that. Have ye got another 
trunk to brmg down ? ” ° 

“No concern? Just like your hard-heartedness, Mr. Bowie. 
And ^ soon as I’m gone, of course you will be flirtinr^ with 
these impudent Welshwomen, in their horrid hats.” ° 

flirting’s no marrymg, ]\Irs. 


“ True for you. Sir ! Men were deceivers ever,” quoth Clara 

and flounced up stairs ; while Bowie looked after her with a 

gnm snMe, and caught her, when she came down again, lonu 

enough to ^ve her a great kiss ; the only language which he 
used m wooing, and that but rarely. ^ 
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“Diniia fash, lassie. Mind your lady and the poor bairns’ 
like a godly haDdmaiden, and I’ll buy the ring when the sawmon 

fishing’s over, and we’ll just be married ere I start for the 
Crimee.” 

“ The sawmon ! ” cried Clara. “ I’ll see you turned into a 
mermaid first, and married to a sawmon ! ” 

“ And ye won’t do anything o’ the kind,” said Bowie to him- 
self, and shouldered a valise. 

In ten minutes the ladies were packed into the carriage, and 
under MeUot’s care. ~ 


away 


smiling through he 
id then eot into his 


Trank watched Valencia looking 


road to Pont Aberglaslyn 
pressme of Valencia’s. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


THE BROAn STONE OF HONOUR. 

But where has Stangrave been all this while ? 

Wliere any given bachelor has been, for any given month, is 
difiicult to say, and no man’s business but his own. But where 
he happened to be on a certain afternoon in the first week of 
October, on which he had just heard the news of Alma, was, — 
upon the hills between Ems and Coblentz. Walking over a 
high table-land of stubbles, which would be grass in !]^gland ; 
and yet with all its tillage is perhaps not worth more than 
English grass would be, thanks to that small-farm system much 
be-praised by some who know not wheat from turnips. Then 
along a road, which might be a Devon one, cut in the hiU-side, 
through authentic “ Devonian ” slate, where the deep chocolate ^ 
soil is lodged on the top of the upright strata, and a thick coat 
of moss and wood sedge clusters about the oak-scrub roots, round 
which the delicate and rare oak-fern mingles its fronds with 
great blue campanulas ; while the “white admirals ” and silver- 
washed “ fiitillaries ” flit round every bramble bed, and the great 
“ purple emperors ” come down to drink in the road puddles, 
and sit fearless, fiashiog off their velvet wiugs a blue as of that 
empyrean which is “ dark by excess of light.” 

Down again through cultivated lands, corn and clover, flax 
and beet, and all the various crops with which the industrious 
German yeoman ekes out his little patch of soil Past the 
thrifty husbandman himself, as he guides the two milch-kine in 
liis tiny plough, and stops at the furrow’s end, to greet you with 
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tlie hearty German smile and bow ; while the little fair-haired 
maiden, walking beneath the shade of standard cherries, wahmts, 
3?d pews, all grey with fruit, fills the cows’ mouths with chicory, 
and wild carnations, and pink saintfoin, and many a fragrant 
weed which richer England wastes. 

Down once more, into a glen ; but such a glen as neither 

England nor America has ever seen; or, please God, ever will 

see, glorious as it is. Stangrave, who knew all Europe well, had 

walked the path before ; but he stopped then, as he had done the 

first time, in awe. On the right, slope up the bare slate downs, 

up to the foot of cliffs : but only half of those cliffs God has 

made. Above the grey slate ledges rise cliffs of man’s handiwork, 

pierced with a hundred square black embrasures ; and above 

them the long barrack- ranges of a soldiers’ town ; which a foeman 

stormed once, when it was young : but what foeman will ever 

storm it again ? What conqueror’s foot will ever tread again 

upon the “ broad stone of honour,” and call Ehrenbreitstein his ? 

On the left the clover and the corn range on, beneath the 

orchard boughs, up to yon knoll of chestnut and acacia, tall 

poplar, feathered larch : — but what is that stonework which 

gleams grey beneath their stems? A summer-house for some 

great duke, looking out over the glorious Rhine vale, and up the 

long vineyards of the bright Moselle, from whence he may bid 

his people eat, drink, and take their ease, for they have much 
goods laid up for many years ? — ■ 

Rank over bank of earth and stone, cleft by deep embrasures, 
from which the great guns grin across the rich gardens, studded 
with standard fruit-trees, which close the glacis to its topmost 
edge. And there, below him, He the vineyards : every rock- 
ledge and narrow path of soil tossing its golden tendrils to the 
sun, grey with ripening clusters, rich with noble wine ; but what 
is that wall which winds among them, up and down, creeping 
■* and sneaking over every ledge and knoU of vantage ground, 
pierced with eyelet-holes, backed by strange stairs and galleries 
of stone ; till it rises close before him, to meet the low round 
tower full in his path, from whose deep casemates, as from dark 
scowling eye-holes, the ugly cannon-eyes stare up the glen ? 

Stangrave knows them all — as far as any man can know. 
The wards of the key which locks apart the nations ; the yet 
maiden Troy of Europe ; the greatest fortress of the world. 

He walks down, turns into the vineyards, and lies down 
* beneath the mellow shade of vines. He has no sketch-book — 
Icicle forbidden ; his passport is in his pocket ; and he speaks 
a I tongues of German^ men. So, fearless of gendarmes and 
soldierS’ he lies down, in the blazing German afternoon, upon 
the shaly soil; and watches the bright-eyed lizards hunt flies 
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along the roasting walls, and the great locusts buzz and pitch and 
leap ; green locusts with red wings, and grey locusts with blue 
wings ; he notes the species, for he is tired and lazy, and has so 
many thoughts within his head, that he is glad to toss them alT 
away, and give up his soul, if possible, to locusts and lizards, 

vines and shade. 

And far below him fleets the mighty Ehine, rich mth the 
memories of two thousand stormy years; and on its further 
bank the grey-walled Coblentz town, and the long arches of the 
Moselle-bridge, and the rich flats of Kaiser Franz, and the long 
poplar-crested uplands, which look so gay, and are so stern ; for 
everywhere between the poplar-stems the saw-toothed outline of 

the western forts cuts the blue sky. 

And far beyond it all sleeps, high in air, the Eifel with its 

hundred crater peaks ; blue mound behind blue mound, meltmg 
into wliite haze. — Stangrave has walked upon those hills, and 
stood upon the crater-lip of the great Moselkopf, and dreamed 
beside the Laacher See, beneath the ancient abbey walls ; and 
his thoughts flit across the Moselle flats towards his ancient 
haunts, as he asks himself — How long has that old Eifel lain in 

such soft sleep 1 How long ere it awake again ? 

It may awake, geologists confess, — why not ? and blacken all 
the skies ■with smoke of Tophet, pouring its streams of boiling 
mud once more to dam the Khine, whelming the works of men 
in flood, and ash, and fire. Why not ? The old earth seems so 
solid at first sight : but look a little nearer, and this is the stuff 
of which she is made!— The wreck of past earthquakes, the 
leavings of old floods, the wasliings of cold cinder heaps— which 

are smouldering still below. 

Stangrave laiew that well enough. He had climbed Yesu-vius, 
Etna, Popocatepetl. He had felt many an earthquake shock ; 
and knew how far to trust the everlasting hiUs. And was old 
David right, he thought that day, when he held the earthquake 
and the volcano as the truest symbols of the history of human 
kind, and of the dealings of their Maker with them 1 All the 
magnificent Plutonic imagery of the Hebrew poets, had it no 
meaning for men now 1 Did the Lord "still uncover the found- 
ations of the world, spiritual as well as physical, with the breath 
of his displeasure ? Was the solfa-tara of Tophet still ordained 
for tyrants 1 And did the Lord still arise out of his place to 
shake terribly the earth 1 Or, had the moral world grown as 
sleepy as the physical one had seemed to have done 1 AYould 
anything awful, unexpected, tragical, ever burst forth again from 
the heart of earth, or from the heart of man ^ 

Surprising question 1 AYhat can ever happen henceforth, save 
infinite railT’o-’ and crystal palaces, peace and plenty, cockaigne 
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Aiid diUettantism, to the end of time ? Is it not full sixty whole 
years since the first French revolution, and six whole years since 
the revolution of all Europe 1 Bah ! — change is a thing of the 
past, and tragedy a myth of our forefathers ; war a had habit ol 
old barbarians, eradicated by the spread of an enlightened phi- 
lanthropy, Men know now how to govern the world far too 
well to need any divine visitations, much less divine punish- 
ments ; and Stangrave was an Utopian dreamer, only to be 
excused by the fact that he had in his pocket the news that 
three great nations were gone forth to tear each other as of yore. 

Nevertheless, looking round upon those grim earth-mounds 
and embrasures, he could not but give the men who put them 
there credit for supposing that they might be wanted. Ah ! but 
that might be only one of the direful necessities of the decaying 
civilization of the old world. What a contrast to the unarmed 
and peaceful prosperity of his own country ! Thank heaven. 
New England needed no fortresses, military roads, or standing 
armies ! True, but why that flush of contemptuous pity for the 

poor old w orld, which could only hold its own by such expensive 
and ugly methods ? 

He asked himself that veiy question, a moment after, angrily ; 
for he was out of humour with himself, ■with his country, and 
indeed with the "universe in general. And across liis mind 
flashed a memorable conversation at Constantinople long since, 

during which he had made some such unwise remark to Thurnall. 
and received from hi 
years. 

It was natural enough that that conversation should come 

back to him just then ; for, in his jealousy, he was thinking of 

Tom^ Thurnall often enough every day ; and in spite of his 

enmity, he could not help suspecting more and more that 

Thurnall had had some right on his side of the quarrel 

* He had been twitting Thurnall with the miserable condition 

of the labourers in the south of England, and extolling liis own 

countiy at the expense of ours. Tom, unable to deny the fact, 

had waxed aU the more "wroth at having it pressed on him : and 
at last had burst forth— 

“ Well, and what right have you to crow over us on that 
score? I suppose, if you could hire a man in America for 
eighteen ‘pence a day, instead of a dollar and a half, yon would 
do^ it 1 You Americans are not accustomed 
thing than it’s worth in the market, are you ? 

But,” Stangrave had answered, “ the glory of America 

that you cannot get the man for less than the dollar and a hs 

that he is too well fed, too pirxsperous- too wall AHnAafoil 
made a slave of. ’ 


a sharp ans-wer, which parted them for 
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you what, I’m sick of that shallow fallacy- 
Po you mean by America, the country. 


instead ? I’ll tell 
glory of America ! 
he neonle i You 


boast, all of you, of your country, as if you had made it your- 
solvps r anfl miit.e foTfret that God made America, and America 


has made -you.” 

“ Made us, Sir 1” quoth Stangrave fiercely enough. 

“ Made you ! ” replied Thurnall, exaggeratiug his half truth 
from anger. ‘‘ To what is your comfort, your high feedmg,_ your 
very education, owing, but to your having a thin population, a 
virgin soil, and unlimited means of emigration 1 What credit 
to you if you need no poor laws, when you pack off your children, 
as fast as they grow up, to clear more groimd westward? What 
credit to your yeomen that they have read more books than our 
clods have, whde they can earn more in four hoius than our pomL.^ 
fellows in twelve ? It all depends on the mere physical fact of 
your being in a new country, and we in an old one : and as for 
moral superiority, I shan’t believe in that while I see the whole 
of the northern states so utterly given up to the ‘almighty 
dollar,’ that they leave the honour of their country to be made 
ducks and drakes of by a few southern slave-holders. Moral 
superiority ? We hold in England that an honest man is a match 
for three rogues. If the same law holds good in the United 
States, I leave you to settle whether Efortherners or Southerners 

are the honester men.” 

Whereupon (and no shame to Stangrave) there was a heavy 

quarrel, and the two men had not met since. 

But now, those words of Thurnall’s, backed by far bitterer 

ones of Marie’s, were hetting Stangrave’s heart. ^ — What if they 
were true ? They were not the whole truth. There was beside, 
and above them all, a nobleness in the American heart, which 
could, if it chose, and when it chose, give the lie to that bitter 

taunt : but had it done so al ready ? ^ 

At least, he himself lind not. ... If Thurnall and Mane 

were unjust to his nation, they had not been unjust to him. He, 
at least, had been making, ail his life, mere outward blessings 
causes of self-congratulation, and not of humility. He had been 
priding himself on wealth, ease, luxury, cultivation, without a 
thought that these were God’s gifts, and that God would require 
an aS^ount of them. If Thurnall were right, was he himself too 
truly the typical American ? And bitterly enough he accused at 

once himself and his people. ^ 

‘‘Hoble? Marie is right! We boast of our nobleness: 

better to take the only opportunity of showing it which we 

have had since we have become a nation I Heaped with every 


blessing which God co\il'.l ^ive ; beyond the reach of sorrow, a 
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check, even an interference ; shut out from all the world m 
Gk)d’s new Eden, that we might freely eat of all the trees of the 
garden, and grow and spread, and enjoy ourselves Kke the hix^ 

' of heaven— God only laid on us one duty, one command, to 

right one simple, confessed, conscious wrong. ... n wr 

“ And what have we done 1— what have even I done 1 W e 

have steadUy, deliberately cringed at the feet of. the wroi^-doer, 

oven while we boasted our superiority to him at every pomt, and 

at last, for the sake of our own selfish ease, helped him to forge 

new chains for his victims, and received as our only rewa^ fresh 

insults. White slaves ? We, perhaps, and not the Engl^h 

peasant, are the white slaves ! At least, if the Irishman emigrates 

to England, or the Englishman to Canada, he is not hunted out 

with blood-hounds, and delivered back to his landlord to be 

scourged and chained. He is not practically out of the pale of 

^ law, unrepresented, forbidden even the use of books ; and even 

if he were, there is an excuse for the old country ; for she was 

founded on no political principles, but discovered what she 

knows step by step — a sort of political Topsy, as Claude Mellot 

calls her, who has ‘ kinder growed,’ doing from hand to mouth 

^hat seemed best. But that we, who profess to start as an ideal 

nation, on fixed ideas of justice, freedom, and equality— that we 

should have been stultifying ei er since every great principle ol 

which we so loudly boast ! ” 



“ The old Jew used to say of his nation, ‘ It is God that hath 
made us, and not we ourselves.’ We say, ‘It is we that have 

made ourselves, while God V — Ah, yes; I recollect. Gods 

work is to save a soul here and a soul there, and to leave America 
to be saved by the Americans who made it. We must have a 
broader and deeper creed than that if we are to work out our 
destiny. The battle against Middle Age slavery was fought by 
Ihe old Catholic Church, which held the Jewish notion, and 
looked on the Deity as the actual King of Christendom, and 
every man in it as God’s own child, I see now ! Ko wonder 
that the battle in America has as yet been fought by the Quakers, 
who believe that there is a divine light and voice in every man ; 
while the Calvinist preachers, with their isolating and individu- 
alizing creed, have looked on with folded hands, content to save 
a negro’s soul here and there, whatsoever might become of the 
bodies and the national futui-e of the whole negro race. No 
wonder, while such men have the teaching of the people, that 
it is necessary still in the nineteenth century, in a Protestant 
country, amid sane human beings, for such a man as Mr. Sumner 
to rebut, in sober earnest, the argument that the uegro was the 
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descendant of Canaan, doomed to atemal slavery by 

curse ! ” 

He would rouse himself. He would act, speak, write, 
many a noble fellow-countryman was doing. He had avoided 
them of old as bores and fanatics who wo^d. needs wake bim 
from his luxurious dreams. He had even hated them, simply 
because they were more righteous than he. He would be a new 
man henceforth. 

He strode down the hiH through the cannon-guarded vine- 
yards, among the busy groups of peasants. 

“ Yes, Marie was right. Life is meant for work, and not for 
ease ; to labour in danger and in dread ; to do a little good ere 
the night comes, when no man can work : instead of trying to 
realize for one-self a Paradise ; not even Bunyan’s shepherd- 
paradise, much less Fourier’s Casino-paradise ; and perhaps least 
of all, because most selfish and isolated of all, my own heart- 
paradise — the apotheosis of loafing, as Claude calls it. Ah, 
Tennyson’s Palace of Art is a true word — too true, too true ! 

“Art? What if the most necessary human art, next to the 
art of agriculture, be, after all, the art of war ? It has been so 
in aU ages. What if I have been befooled — what if aU the 
Anglo-Saxon world has been befooled by forty years of peace? 
We have forgotten that the history of the world has been as yet 
written in blood ; that the story of the human race is the story 
of its heroes and its martyrs — the slayers and the slain. Is it 
not becoming such once more in Europe now ? And what divine 
exemption can we claim from the law ? What right have we to 
suppose that it will be aught else, as long as there are wrongs 
unredressed on earth ; as long as' anger and ambition, cupidity 
and wounded pride, canker the hearts of men 1 What if the 
■wise man’s attitude, and the wise nation’s attitude, is that of the 
Jews rebuilding their ruined walls, — the tool in one hand, and^ 
the sword in the other ; for the wild Arabs are close outside, and 
the tune is short, and the storm has only lulled awhile in mercy, 
that -wise men may prepare for the next thunder-burst 1 It is an 
ugly fact : but I have thrust it away too long, and I must accept 
it now and henceforth. This, and not luxurious Broadway ; 
this, and not the comfortable N ew England village, is the normal 
type of hiunan life ; and this is the model city ! — Ai’med in- 
dustry, which tills the corn and vine among the cannons’ mouths ; 
which never forgets their need, though it may mask and beautify 
their terror : but knows that as long as cruelty and wrong exist 
on earth, man’s destiny is to dare and suffer, and, if it must be 

50 , to die. * * 

“Yes, I will face my work ; my danger, if need be. I will 
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&id Majie. I will tell her that I accept her quest ; not for her 
sake, but for its own. Only I will demand the right to wotk at 
it as I thiTik best, patiently, moderately, wisely if I can ; for a 
fimatic I cannot be, even for her sake. She may hate these 
Blaveholders, — she may have her reasons, — but I cannot. I 
cannot deal with them as /eras n(aur(B. I cannot deny that 
they are no worse men than I ) that I should have done what 
they are doing, have said what they are saying, had I been bred 
up, as they have been, with irresponsible power over the souls 
and bodi<^ of human beings. God ! I shudder at the fancy ! 
The brute that I might have been— that I should have been ! 

“ Yes ; one tbiTig at least I have learnt, in all my experiments 
on poor humanity ; — ^never to see a man do a wrong thing, 
without feeling that I could do the same in his place. I used 
to pride myself on that once, fool that I was, and call it compre- 
hensiveness. I used to make it an excuse for sitting by, and 
seeing the devil have it all his own way, and call that toleration. 
I will see now whether 1 cannot turn the said knowledge to a 
better account, as common sense, patience, and charity ; and yet 
do work of which neither I nor my country need be ashamed.” 

He walked down, and on to the bridge of boats. They 


ached it a steamer was paj 
lounged on the rail as the boat passed through, loo kin g 


lessly at the groups of tourists. 

Two ladies were standing on the stea 


er : close to him 


looking up at Ehrenbreitstein. Was it t — ^yes, it was babina, 
and Marie by her ! 

But ah, how changed ! The cheeks were pale and hollow ; 
dark rings — he could see them but too plainly as the face was 
lifted up toward the light — ^were round those great eyes, bright 
no longer. Her face was listless, careworn ; looking all the more 
sad and impassive by the side of Sabina’s, as she pointed, smiling 
'Aild sparkling, up to the fortress j and seemed trying to interest 
Marie in it, but in vain. 

He called out. He waved his hand wildly, to the amusement 
of the officers and peasants who waited by his side ; and who, 
looking first at his excited face, and then at the two beautiful 
women, were not long in making up their minds about him ^ 

and had their private jests accordingly. 

They did not see him, but turned away to look at Coblentz ; 

and the steamer swept by. 

Stangrave stamped with rage — ^upon a 

boot. 

“ Ten thousand pardons ! ” 

“You are excused, dear Sir, you are e 
natured German, with a wicked smile, v 

D D 2 


Prussian officer’s thin 
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Stangrave’s cheek. “ Your eyes were dazzled ; why not 1 it is 
not often that one sees two such suns together in tlie same sky. 
But calm yourself ; the boat stops at Coblentz.” 

Stangrave could not well call the man of war to account for 
his impertinence ; he had had his toes half crushed, and had a 
right to indemnify himself as he thought fit. And with a hun- 
dred more apologies, Stangrave prepared to dart across the bridge 
as soon as it was closed. 

A las ! after the steamer, as the fates would have it, came .lum- 
bering down one of those monster timber rafts ; and it was a 
full half hour before Stangrave could get across, having suffered 
all the while the torments of Tantalus, as he watched the boat 
sweep round to the pier, and discharge its freight, to be scattered 
whither he knew not. At last he got across, and went in chase 
to the nearest hotel : but they were not there ; thence to the_^ 
next, and the next, till he had hunted half the hotels in the 
town ; but hunted all in vain. 

He is rushing Avildly back again, to try if he can obtain any 
clue at the steam-boat pier, through the narrow, duty street at 
the back of the Ehine Cavalier, wdien he is stopped short by a 
mighty German embrace, and a German kiss on either cheek, as 
the kiss of a housemaid’s broom ; while a jolly voice shouts in 


English : 

“ Ah, my dear, dear friend ! and you w'ould pass me ! Whither 

the hangman so fast are you rumiing in the mud ! ” 

“ My dear Salomon ! But let me go, I beseech you ; I am in 

search — ” 

“In search?” cries the jolly Jew banker, — “for the philo- 
sopher’s stone ? You had all that man could want a week since, 
except that. Search no more, but come home with me ; and we 
wdll have a night as of the gods on Olympus ! ” ^ 

“ My dearest fellow, I am looking for two ladies ! ” 

“ Two ? ah, rogue ! shall not one suffice ? ” 

“Don’t, my dearest fellow! I am looking for two English 

ladies.” 

“Potz I You shall find two hundred in the hotels, ugly and 
fair ; but the two fairest are gone this two houi's.” 

“ When ? — which ? ” cries Stangrave, suspecting at once. 

“ Sabma Mellot, and a Sultana — I thought her of The Nation, 
and would have offered my hand on the spot : but Madame 

Mellot says she is a Gentile.” 

“ Gone ? And you have seen them ! Where ? ” 

“ To Bertrich. They had luncheon with my mother, and then 

started by private post.” 

“ I must follow.” 

“ffc/i lieber? But it will be dark in an hour.” 
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“ What matter ? ” 

** But you shall find them to-morrow, just as well as to-day. 
They stay at Bertrich for a fortnight more. They have been 
there now a month, and only left it last week for a^pleasuie tour, 

across to the Ahrthal, and so hack by Andemach. 

“ Why did they leave Coblontz, then, in such hot haste % 

“ Ah, the ladies never give reasons. There were letters waiting 
for them at our house : and no sooner read, but they leaped up, 
and would forth. Come home now, and go by the steamer to- 
morrow morning.” ^ ^ ^ 

Impossible ! most hospitable of Israelites.’ 

“ To go to-night, — for see the clouds ! — Not a postilion will 

dare to leave Coblentz, under that quick-coming allgemein und 

ungelieuer henher-hund-und-teufeVs-gewitter.^^ 

Stangrave looked up, growling ; and gave in. A Rhine-storm 

^ was rolling up rapidly. 

“ They will be caught in it.” 

“ No. They are far beyond its path by now ; while you shall 
endure the whole visitation ; and if you try to proceed, pass the 
night in a flea-pestered post-house, or in a ditch of water.” 

So Stangrave went home with Herr Salomon, and heard from 
him, amid clouds of Latakia, of wars and rumours of wars, dis- 
tress of nations, and perplexity, seen by the light, not of the 
Gospel, but of the stock-exchange ; while the storm fell without 
in lightning, had, rain, of right Rhenish potency. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE TUniTIETU OF SEPTEMBER. 

We must go back a week or so, to England, and to the last 
vday of September. The world is shooting partridges, and asking 
nervously, when it comes home, what news from the Crimea 1 
The flesh who serves it is bathing at Margate. The devil is 
keeping up his usual correspondence with both. Eaton Square 
is a desolate vdldemess, where dusty sparrows alone disturb the 
dreams of frowzy charwomen, who, like Anchorites amid the 
tombs of the Thebaid, fulfil the contemplative life each in her 
subterranean cell. Beneath St. Peter’s spire the cabman sleeps 
within his cab, the horse without : the waterman, seated on his 
empty bucket, contemplates the untrodden pavement between 
his feet, and is at rest. The blue butcher’s boy trots by, with 
empty cart, five miles an hour, instead of full fifteen, and stops 
to chat with the red postman, who, his occupation gone, smokes 
I with the green gatekeeper, and reviles the Czar. Along the 
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whole north pavement of the square only one figure moves, and 
that is Major Campbell. 

His face is haggard and anxious ; he walks with a quick, 
excited step ; earnest enough, whoever else is not. For in front 
of Lord Scouthush’s house the road is laid with straw. There 
is Sickness there, anxiety, hitter tears. Lucia has not found her 

husband, hut- she has lost her child. 

Trembling, Campbell raises the muffled knocker, and Bowie 

appears. “ What news to-day?” he whispers, 

“ As well as can be expected. Sir, and as quiet as a lamb now, 
they say. But it has been a bad time, and a bad man is he that 

caused it.” 

“A bad time, and a bad man. How is Miss St. Just?” ^ 
“Just gone to lie do^vn, Sir. Mrs. Clara is on the stairs, if 

you’d like to see her.” 

“ 1^0 ; tell Miss St. Just that I have no news yet.” And the 
Major turns wearily away. 

Clara, who has seen him from above, hurries do-wn after him 
into the street, and coaxes him to come in, “ I am sure you 
have had no breakfast, Sir ; and you look so ill and worn. And 
Miss St. Just will be so vexed not to see you. She will get iqi 

the moment she hears you are here.” 

“ ilo, my good Miss Clara,” says Campbell, looking do^vn with 

a wearv smile. “ I should only make gloom more gloomy. Bowie, 
tell his lordship that I shall be at the afternoon train to-morrow, 

let what null happen.” 

“ Ay, ay. Sir. We’re a’ ready to march. The ]\Iajor looks very 
ill, Miss Clara. I wish he’d have taken your counsel. And I 
wish ye’d take mine, and maiTy me ere I march, just to try what 

it’s like.” 

“ I must mind my mistress, hir. Bowie,” says Clara. 

“ And how should I interfere with that, as I’ve said twenty 


times, when I’m safe in the Crimea ? I’U get the licence this , 
day, say what ye will : and then ye would not have the heart to 
let me spend two pounds twelve and sixpence for nothing.” 

AWiether the last most Caledonian argument conquered or not, 
Mr. Bowie got the licence, was married before breakfast the next 
morning, and started for the Crimea at four o’clock in the after- 
noon ; most astonished, as he coiilided in the train to Sergeant 
Mac Arthur, “ to see a lassie that never gave him a kind word in 
Imr life, and had not been married but Ixirely six liours, greet and 


greet at his going, tdl she vanished away into hystericals. They’re 
a very unfathomable species, Sergeant, are they women ; and if 


they were taken out o’ man, tliey took the best part o’ Adam wi’ 
them, and left us to shift with the worse.” 


But to return to Camjiibell. 


Tlie last week has allured liim 


I 
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frightfuUy. He is no longer the stem, self posses^d wamor 
which he was ; he no longer even walks upright ; his cheek ii 
pale his eye dull j his whole countenance sunken together.^ And 
now* that the excitement of anxiety is past, he draws his feet 
along the pavement slowly, his hands clasped behind him, his eyes 
fixed on the ground, as if the life was gone from out of him, and 

existence was a heavy weight. . a j x 

“ She is safe, at least, then ! One burden off my mmd. imd ^t 

had it not been better if that pure spirit had returned to Hun who 

gave it, instead of waking again to fresh misery ? I must find that 

man * Why, I have been saying so to myself for seven days past, 

and yet no ray of light. Can the coward have given me a wrong 

address ? Yet why give me an address at all if he meant to hide 

from me 1 Why, I have been saying that too, to myself every 

day for the last week ! Over and over again the same drea^ 

round of possibiUties and suspicions. However, I must be qmet 

now if I am a man. I can hear nothing before the detective 

comes at two. How to pass the weary, weary time ? For I am past 
thinking — almost past praying — ^though not quite, thank Cod i 
He paces up still noisy Piccadilly, and then up silent Bond 
Street : pauses to look at some strange fish on Groves’s counter 
^anything to while away the time ; then he plods on toward 
the top of the street, and turns into Mr. PiUischer’s shop, an:., 
upstairs to the microscopic club-room. There, at least, he can 

forget himself for an hour. 

He looks round the neat pleasant little place, with its cases ol 
curiosities, and its exquisite photographs, and bright brass instru- 
ments; its glass vases stocked with delicate water-plants and 
animalcules, with the sunlight glea^g through the green and 
purple seaweed fronds, while the air is fresh and fragrant with 
the seaweed scent ; a quiet, cool little hermitage of science amid 
that great, noisy, luxurious west-end world. At least, it brings 
-back to him the thought of the su^er sea, and Aberalva, and 
Tiia shore-studies : but he cannot think of that any more. It is 

past ; and may God forgive him 1 . • j 

At one of the microscopes on the slab opposite h^ stands a 

sturdy bearded man, his back toward the Major ; while the wise 

little German, hopeless of customers, is leaning over him in his 

sliixt sTggv0S» 

** But I never have seen its like ; it had just like a painter s 

easel in its stomach yesterday I ” 

“ Why, it’s an Ecliinus Larva ; a sucking sea-urchin ! Hang 

it, if I had known you hadn’t seen one, I’d have brought up 
half-a- dozen of them ! ’ ’ 

“ May I look. Sir ? ” asked the Major ; “ I, too, never have 
seen an Bchinus Larva.” 
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The bearded man looks up. 

“ Major Campbell ! ” 

“ Mr. Thurnall ! I thought I could not be mistaken in thfc 

voice.” 

“ This is too pleasant, Sir, to renew our watery loves together 
here,” said Tom : but a second look at the Major’s face showed 
him that he was in no jesting mood. “How is the J'arty at 
Eeddgclert 1 I hincied 3 ’^ou nath them still.” 

“ They are all in London, at Lord Scoutbush’s house, in Eaton 
Square. ” 

“ In London, at this dull time ? I trust nothing unpleasant 
has brought them here.” 

“ Mrs. Vavasour is very ill. We had thoughts of sending for 
you, as the family physician was out of to^vn : but she was out 
of danger, thank God, in a few hours. How let me ask in tum-^- 
after j^ou. I hope no unpleasant business brings you ujd three 
hundred miles from your practice ? ” 

“ Hothing, I assure you. Only I have given up my Aberalva 
practice. I am going to the East,” 

“ Like the rest of the world.” 

“Hot exactly. You go as a dignified soldier of her Majesty’s ; 

I as an undignified Abel Drugger, to dose Bashi-Bazouks. ” 

“ Impossible ! and with such an opening as you had there ! 
You must excuse me ; but my opinion of your prudence must 
not be so rudely shaken,” 

“ Why do you not ask the question which Balzac’s old Touran- 
geois judge asks, whenever a culprit is brought before him, — 

‘ Who is she ^ ’ ” 

“ Taking for granted that there was a woman at the bottom of 
every mishap ? I understand you,” said the Major, with a sad 
smile. “ How, let you and I walk a little together, and look at 
the Echinoid another day — or when I return from Sevastopol — ” 

Tom went out with him. A new ray of hope had crossed the-^ 
^Major’s mind. His meeting with Thm-nall might be provi 
dential; for he recollected now, for the first time, l\Iellot’s 
parting hint, 

4$ SmM 

“ You knew Elsley Vavasour well ? ” 

“Ho man better.” 

“Did 3 ^ou think that there was any tendency to madness in 
him ? ” 

“Ho more than in any other selfish, vain, iiTitable man, with 
a trong imagination left to run riot,” 

“ Humph ! 3 "ou seem to have divined his character. May I 
if you knew him before you met him at Aberalva ? ” 

Tom looked up sharply in the ^Major’s face. 

“ You would ask, what cause I have for inquiring ? I will 
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teU you presently. ^ er and menLnS, 

, rna^r it appears 

that lie once assumed. T rnov franklv tell 

and somewhat disgusted Major all it wisely, 

Sir - and I and otLrs shaU he always your debtors tor it How 

I dme teU you in turn, in strictest confidenoe of cours 

^ ^ aTfi too poor to afford the luxuiy of hahhlmg. 

At,/j flip Maior told him what wo all know, 
n fexJeeK Leh,” said he dryly. “ How 1 suppose that 

you wish me to exert myself m finding the ma 

‘‘ Were Mrs. Vavasour only concerned, I should say— Hot I ! 

M”4or CmpMPs "e a co™d. Where have you 

“'^IfhSes’s, at his puhlishor’s, at the houses of various 
literary friends of his, and yet no trace . 

:: iravt Cw^ "gmred at every p^port o^e 

possible place. There is hut one hope, if he he alive. t.an ne 
have gone home to his native town^^ 

“ llTere a]^”Sd^riend of the lower class with whom he may 
have taken lodgings 1 ” 

theatre mth him as a hoy— what was his name'J p 

“ ZS of t. Cd, at tL Adelphi. He has some com- 
rtlnint I foLet what, which made him an out-patient at St. 
Mumpsimus’” months every year. I know that he was 


summer, for I wrote to ask, at xsriggss 

Briggs sent him a sovereign through me. 

"But what makes you fancy that he can have 
with such a man, and one who knows his secret 'I 
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“ It is but a chance : liut lie may have done it from the mere 

feeling of loneliness — just to hold b}’ some one whom he knows 

in tills great volderness ; especially a man in whose eyes he vull 

be a great man, and to whom he has done a kindness ; still, it is 
the merest chance.” 


9y 


“ We will take it, nevertheless, forlorn hope though it be. 

They took a cab to the hospital, and, -with some trouble, got 

tlie man’s name and address, and drove in search of him. They 

had some difficulty in finding his abode, for it was up an alley 

at the back of Drury Lane, in the top of one of those foul old 

houses which hold a family in every room ; but, by dint of 

k'lioeking at one door and the other, and bearing meekly much 

reviling consequent thereon, they arrived, ‘^permodum 

at a door which must be the right one, as all the rest were 
^vrong. 

“ Does John Barker live liere?” asks Q'hurnall, pu.^ting his 
head in cautiously for fear of drunken Irishmen, who might lie 
seized with the national impulse to “ slate ” liim. 

“What’s that to you?” answers a shrill voice from among 
soapsuds and steaming rags. 

“ Here is a gentleman wants to speak to him.” 

“ So do a many as won’t have that pleasure, and would be little 
the lietter for it if they had. Get along witli you, 1 knows your 

O i/ / J 

^y- 

“ We really want to speak to him, and to ivay him, if he 
— 


}} 


“Go along ! I’m up to the something to }nur advantage 
dodge, and to the mustachio dodge too. Do you fancy I doift 
know a bailiffi, because he’s dress’d like a swell? ” 

“But, my good woman !” said Tom, laughing. 

“You ]nit your crocodile foot in here, and'i’ll hit the hot 
water over the both of you ! ” and she caught up the pan of 
soapsuds. 

“My dear soul! I am a doctor belonging to the hos]>ital 

which your husband goes to ; and have Icnown him since he was 
a boy, down in Berkshire.” 

“You ?” and she IooIukI keenly at him. 

“My name is Ihurnalb I was a medical man once in Whit 
bury, where your husband was born.” 

“You?” said she again, in a softened tone. “I knows that 

name well enouoh.” 

\ on do? M hat was your name, then?” said Tom, who 

recognised the woman s Berkslni’o accent beneath its coat of 
coekneyism. 


“ Lever you mind : I’m no credit to it, so I’ll let it be. • But 
<i'nie in. for the old county s sake. (\an’l oiler you a chair, he’s 
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f^rv, all Pleasant old place it was down there, when I 
young giil ; they 

Shel^eT'I roTgV ™llen, eareleee tone, as if life- 

weary. 


« 


woman 


can you find 
“Why, the" 


letum. 


shillings. 


will answer a few questions, I ^ give ^ 
Tf he can find out for I me what I want, I will 


him five pounds.” 

“ Shouldn’t I do as well 1 


If you gi’ it he, it’s little out of it 

L * Ttrl-mn snent. Ah, 


coming nome uipajr -x---- 

. ^ T firal; fell m With 


should she not do it as well ? ” said Thur^. 
Barker, do you know anything o^ person named Briggs 

' - .1 AA / K -^ i-KlTrTT £ 


“ Mrs. 
John 


That was where it 


.pothecary’s son, at WTiitbury 

She ’laughed a harsh bitter laugh. 

“ Know he ? yes, and too much reason. 

all beffun, along of that play-going of h^s — j 

“ Have you seen him lately ? ” asked Campbell, eager y. 

“ I seen^’un I I’d hit this water over the feUow, and all his 

play-acting merryandrews, if ever he sot a foot here . 

“ But have you heard of himl” 

c< Ees— ” said she carelessly ; “ he’s round here now, I he 
my master say, about the ’I?elphy, with my master : a drmking, 

' ™?Sr^;od wZl^ sSd~be’ll, panting for Breath “ hnng 

me face to face with that man, and I’ll put a five-pound note m 

your hand there and then.” , 

pounds is a sight to me : but it’s a sight more than the 

eight of he’s worth,” said she suspiciously again. ^ 

“ That’s the gentleman’s concern,” said Tom. The money s 

yours. I suppose you know w nnw I 

“Ees, none better. 

he’s 


But I don’t want he to get hold of it ; 

«« -I 1 *1 2 .^ 

^ with 

Curiously "impassive people, we W e^ssex 

•ound down with 

will 


You must give her time. 


She wants the money, but she is 

IXllVJl T? XJ.* VV*-. V w — - • )> 

long past being excited at the prospect of it. 

“ What’s that you’re whispering 1 ” asked she sharply. 

Campbell stamped with impatience. 

“ You don’t trust us yet, eh ?— then, there ! ” and he tock hve 
oovcreirrns from his pocket, and tossed them on the table. 
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“ There’s your money ! I trust you to do the work as you’ve 
been paid beforehand.” 

She caught up the gold, rang every piece on the table to see if 
it Wiis sound ; and then — 

Sally, you go down witli tliese gentlemen to the Jonson’s 
Head, and if lie boii’t there, go to the Figliting Cocks ; and if 
he ben’t there, go to the Duke of Wellington ; and tell he there’s 
two gentlemen has heard of his poetry, and wants to hear ’un 
excite. And tlien j’^ou give he a glass of liquor, and praise up 
Jiis nonsense, and he 11 tell you all he knows, and a sight more. 
Gi un plenty to drink. It’ll be a saving and a charity, for if he 
don t get it out of you, he will out of me.” 

And she returned doggedly to her washing. 

“Can’t I do an}dliing for you?” asked Tom, whose heai’t 
always yearned over a Berksldre soul. “ I have plentv of friends 
down at Whitbury still.” 

“ More than I have. No, Sir,” said she sadly, and with the 
first toucli of sweetness they had yet lieard in her voice. “ I’ve 
cured my own bacon, and I must eat it. There’s none do%vn 
there minds me, but them that would be ashamed of me. And 
I couldn’t go without he, and they wouldn’t take he in ; so 1 
must just bide.” And she went on washing. 

“ God help her ! ” said Campbell, as he went down-stairs. 

“Misery breeds that temper, and only misery, in our people. 

I can show you as thorough gentlemen and ladies, people round 
Whitbury, living on ten shillings a week, as you will show me 
in Belgi'avia living on five thousand a year.” 

“ I don’t doubt it,” said Campbell. . . . “ So ' she couldn’t go 
without he,’ drunken dog as he is ! Thus it is with them all 
the world over.” 

“ So much the worse for them,” said Tom cynically, “ and for 
the men too. They make fools of us first with our over-fond- 
ness of them ; and then they let us make fools of ourselves with. -*• 
their over-fondness of us.” 

“ I fancy sometimes that they were all meant to be the mates 
of angels, and stooped to men as a pis alter ; reversing the old 
story of the sons of heaven and the daughters of men.” 

*• And accounting for the present degeneracy. When the sons 
of heaven married the daughters of men, then’ offspring were 
giants and men of ronovm. Now the sons of men marry the 
daughters of heaven, and the offspring is Wiggle, Waf^<de, Wind- 
bag, and Kedtape.” 

They visited one public-house after another, till the girl found 
for them the man they wanted, a shabby, sodden-visaged fellow, 
with a would-be jaunty air of conscious shrewdness and vanity, 

'' ho stood before the bar, bis thumbs in liis armholes, and la\dng 
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down t^e law to a group of coster-boys, for want of a better 

The eirL after sundry plucks at his coat-tail, stopped ^ 
the midst of his oration, and explained her errand somewhat 

^®^^^ker bent down his head on one side, to signify that 
he was absorbed in attention to her news ; a,nd then drawing 
himself up once more, lifted his greasy hat high m air, bowed 

to the very floor, and broke forth : 

“ Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors ; 

A man of war, and eke a man of peace 
That is, if you come peaceful ; and if not. 

Have we not Hiren here ? ” 


And the fellow put himself into a fresh attitude. 

“ We come in peace, my good Sir,” said Tom ; “ first to listen 

to your talented effusions, and next for a little private conversa. 

tion on a subject on which — ” but Mr. Barker interrupted, 

“ To listen, and to drink ? The muse is diy, 

And Pegasus doth thirst for Hippocrene, 

And fain would paint — imbibe the vulgar call— 

Or hot or cold, or long or short — Attendant ! 


’ girl, who knew his humour, came forwa 

Glasses all round — these noble knights will paj 
Of hottest hot, and stiffest stiff. Thou mark st me ? 

Now to your quest ! ” 


And he faced round 


know 


Major. 


II Oi UIIIAAI. 

Briggs r’ asked the straightforward 


He roUed his eyes to every quarter of the seventh sphere, 
clapped his hand upon his heart, and assumed an expression of 

angelic gratitude : — 

“ My benefactor ! Were the world a waste, 

A thistle-waste, ass-nibbled, goldfinch-pecked. 

And all the men and women merely asses, 

I stiU. could lay this hand upon this heart. 

And cry, ‘ not yet alone ! I know a man — 

A man Jove-fronted, and Hyperion-curled — 

A gushing, flushing, blushing human heart ! ’ ” 

« As sure as you five. Sir,” said Tom, “ if you won’t talk 
honest prose, I won’t pay for the brandy and water.” 

* Base is the slave who pays, and baser pr<Me — 

Hang uninspired patter I *Tis in verse 
That angels praise, and fiends in Limbo curse. ” 
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“ And asses bray, I think,” said Tom, in despair. “ Do ycm 
know where Mr. Briggs is nowl” 

** And why the devil do you want to know ? 

For that’s a verse, Sir, although somewhat slow. ” 


The two men laughed in spite of themselves. 

“ Better tell the fellow the plain truth,” said Campbell to 


Thurnall. , . , x. n 

“ Come out with us, and I will tell you.’ And Campben 

threw down the money, and led liim off,^ after he had gulped 

down his own brandy, and half Tom s beside. 

“ Wliat 1 leave the nepenthe untasted 

They took him out, and he tucked his arms through thens, 

and strutted down Drury Lane. _ 

“ The fact is, Sir,— I speak to you, of course, m conhdence, 

one gentleman to another — ” 

jSfr. Barker replied by a lofty and gracious bow. 

“ That his family are exceedingly distressed at his abseiice, 

and his wife, who, as you may know, is a lady of high family, 
dantmously ill ; and he cannot be aware of the tact. iJiis 
cTenSeman is the medical man of her family, and I— I am an 
fntimate friend. We should esteem it therefore the very greatest 

service if you would give us any information which— 


“ Weep no more, gentle shepherds, weep no more ; 
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead, 

Sunk though he he upon a garret floor, 

AVith fumes of Morpheus’ crown about his head. 


“Fumes of Morpheus’ crown?” asked Thurnall. 

“ That crimson flower which crowns the sleepy god,^ 

And sweeps the soul aloft, though flesh may nod. 

" He hiis token to opium !” said Thuinall to the hewildei'ed 

Major. “ Vfhat I should have expected.” 

“ God help him ! we must save him out of that last lowest 

deep ! ” cried Campbell. “ AV here is he. Sir ? 

“ A voAV ! a vow ! I have a vow in heaven ! 

AVliy guide the hounds toward the ti'embling hare ? 

Our Adouais hath drunk poison ; Oh ! 

AVhat deaf and viperous murderer could crown 
Life’s early cup with such a draught of woe ? ” 

“ As I live. Sir,” cried Campbell, losing his self-possession in 
disgust at the fool ; “you may rhjmie your own^ nonsense as 
long as you will, but you shan’t quote the Adonais about that 

fellow in my presence.” 

Hilr. Barker shook himself fiercely free of Campbell’s aim, and 
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faeed Toimd ab in a fighting attitude. Campbell stood eyeing 

him sternly, but at hk wit’s end. 

« Mr. Barker,” said Tom blandly, “ will you have ^ another 

glass of trandy and water, or shall I call a policem^ 1 

Sir,” sputtered he, speaking prose at last, ^Hhis gentleman 

haa insulted me ! Ho has called my poetry nonsense, and my 
friend a fellow. And blood shall not wipe out— what liquor 

°^^^e hint was sufficient : but ere he had drained another gl^s, 
Mr. Barker was decidedly incapable of managing his affairs, 
much less theirs ; and became withal exceedingly quarrelsom^ 
returning angrily to the grievance of Briggs having been caBed 
a fellow : in spite of all their entreaties, he talked himself into 
a passion, and at last, to Campbell’s extreme disgust, rushed out 

of the bar into the street. 


“ This is too vexatious ! 


an 


animal, and then to have him 


A just punishment on me for pandering to his drunkenness. 

Tom made no answer, but went quietly to the door, and 

peeped out. n 

“ Pay for his liquor, Major, and follow. Keep a few yards 

behind me j there will be less chance of his recognising us than 

if he saw us botli together.” 

“ Why, where do you think he’s going ? ” 

“ Not home, I can see. Ten to one that he will go raging off 
straight to Briggs, to put him on his guard against us. Just 
like a drunkard’s cunning it would be. There, he has turned up 
that side street. Now follow me quick. Oh that he may only 

keep his legs ! ” 

They gamed the bottom of that street before he had turned 
out of it ; and so through another, and another, till they ran him 
to earth in one of the courts out of St. Martin s Lane. 

. Into a doorway he went, and up a stair. Tom stood listening 
at the bottom, till he heard the fellow knock at a door far above, 
and call out in a drunken tone. Then he beckoned to Campbell, 
and both, careless of what might follow, ran up-stairs, and 
pushing him aside, entered the room without ceremony. 

Tlieir chances of being on the right scent were small enough, 
considering tliat, though every one was out ot town, there were 
a million and a half of people in London at that moment 5 and, 
unfortunately, at least fifty thousand who would have considered 
Mr. John Barker a desirable visitor ; but somehow, in the ex- 
citement of the chase, both had forgotten the chances against 
them, and the probability that they would have to retire down- 
stairs agam, apologising humbly to some ^VTathful Joseph Buggins, 
whose convivialities they might have interrupted. But no j 
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So much Tom could note ; but no more. 


Tom’s cunning had, as usual, played him true > and as they 

entered the door, they beheld none other than the lok Elsley 
Vavasour, alias John Briggs. 

Major Campbell advanced bowing, hat in hand, with a cour- 
teous apology on his lips. 

It was a low lean-to garret; there was a deal table and an old 
chair in it, but no bed. The windows were broken ; the paper 
hanging down in strips. Elsley was standing before the empty 
fire-place, his hand in his bosom, as if he had been startled by 
the sculHe outside. He had not shaved for some days. 

He saw the glance 
of recognition pass over Elsley’s face, and that an ugly one. He 

saw him draw something from his bosom, and spring dke a cat 

almost upon the table. A flash — a crack. He had fired a pistol 
full in Campbell’s face. 

Tom was startled, not at the thing, but that such a man 
should have done it. He had seen souls, and too many, flit out 
of the world by that same tiny crack, in Californian taverns, 

ullies. He knew all about that : 
but he liked Campbell ; and he breathed more freely the next 
moment, when he saw him standing still erect, a quiet smile on 
his face, and felt the plaister dropping from the wall upon his 
own head. The bullet had gone over the IMajor. All was 




right. 


“ He is not man enough for a second shot,” thought Tom 
quietly, “while the Major’s 03^0 is on him.” 

“ I beg your pardon, INlr. Vavasour,” he heard the Major say, 
in a gentle unmoved voice, “ for this intrusion. I assure you 
that there is no cause for any anger on ^mur part ; and I am 
come to entreat you to forget and forgive any conduct of mine 
which may have caused you to mistake either me or a lady 
whom I am unwortliy^ to mention.” 

I am glad the beggar fired at him,” thought Tom. “ One 
spice of danger, and lie’s himself again, and will overawe the 
poor cur Iw mere civility. I was afraid of some abject methodist 
jiarson humility, which would give the other partj'^ a handle.” 

Elsley heard him with a stupified look, like that of a trapped 
wild beast, in which rage, shame, susjricion, and fear, were 
mingled with the vacant glare of the opium-eater’s eye. Then 
his eye drooped beneath Campbell’s steady gentle gaze, and he 
looked uneasHy round the room, still like a trapped wUd beast, 
as if for a hole to escape by ; then u]) again, but sidelong, at 
Major Campbell. 


“ I assure you. Sir, on the word of a Christian and a soldier, 
that you are labouring under an entire misapprehension. For 
God’s sake and hlrs. Vavasour’s sake, come back. Sir, to those 
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who 'will receive you with nothing hut affection 1 Your wife has 
been all but dead ; she thinks of no one but you, asks for no 
one but you. In God’s name, Sir, what are you doing here, 
while a wife who adores you is dying from your — 1 do not wish 
to be rude, Sir, but let me say at least — ^neglect ? ” 

Elsley looked at him still askance, puzzled, inquiring* Sud- 
denly his great beautiful eyes opened to preternatural wideness, 
as if trying to grasp a new thought. He started, shifted his 
feet to and fro, his arms straight down by his sides, his fingers 
clutching after something. Then he looked up hurriedly again 
at na-nrnhftll : and Thnrnall looked at him also : and his face 


was as the face of an angel. 

“Miserable ass !” thought Tom, “if he don’t see innocence 
in that man’s countenance, he wouldn’t see it in his own child’s.” 

Elsley suddenly turned his back to them, and thrust his hand 
into his bosom. How was Tom’s turn. 

In a moment he had vaulted over the table, and seized Elsley’s 
wrist, ere he could draw the second pistol. 

“ Ho, my dear Jack,” whispered he quietly, “ once is enough 
in a day ! ” 

“ Hot for him, Tom, for myself ! ” moaned Elsley. 

“ For neither, dear lad ! Let bygones be bygones, and do you 
be a new man, and go home to ISIrs. Vavasour.” 

“ Hever, never, never, never, never, never!” shrieked Elsley 
like a baby, every word increasing in intensity, till the whole 
house rang ; and then threw himself into the crazy chair, and 
lashed his head between his hands upon the table. 

“ This is a case for me. Major Campbell. I think you had 
better go now.” 

“You will not leave him ? ” 

“Ho, Sir. It is a very curious psychological study, and he 
is a Whitbury man.” 

‘ Campbell knew quite enough of the w^ould-be cynical doctor, 
to understand what all that meant. He came up to Elsley. 

“ Mr. Vavasour, I am going to the war, from which I expect 
never to return. If you believe me, give me your hand before 

I go.” 

Elsley, without lifting his head, beat on the table with his 
hand. 

“ I wish to die at peace with you and all the world. I am 
innocent in word, in thought. I shall not insult another 
person by saying that she is so. If you believe me, give me 
your hand.” 

Elsley stretched his hand, his head still buried. Campbell 
took it, and went silently down-stairs. 

“ Is he gone ? ” moaned he, after a while. 

E E 
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“ Yes.” 

“ Does she — does she care for him ? ” 

“ Good heavens ! How did you ever dream such an absurdity T 
Elslcy only heat upon the table. 

“ She has been illl” 

“ Is ill. She has lost her child.” 

“ Which ? ” shrieked Elsley. 

“ A boy whom she should liave had.” 

Elsley only beat on the table ; then — 

“ Give me the bottle, Tom ! ” 


“ What bottle 1 ” 

“ The laudanum ; — there in the cupboard.” 

“ I shall do no such thing. You are poisoning yourself” 

“ Let me then ! I must, I tell you ! I can live on nothing 
else. I shall go mad if I do not have it. I should have been, 
mad by now. Nothing else keeps off these fits ; — I feel one 
coming now. Curse you ! give me the bottle ! ” 


What 


“How do I know? Agony and torture — ever since I got 
wet on that mountain.” 

Tom knew enough to guess his meaning, and felt Elsley’s 
pulse and forehead. 

“ I tell you it turns every bone to red-hot iron ! ” almost 
screamed he. 

“ Neuralgia ; rheumatic, I supix)se,” said Tom to himself. 
“Well, this is not the thing to cure you : but you sliall have it 
to keep you quiet.” And he measured liim out a small dose. 

“ INlore, I tell you, more ! ” said Elsley, liftiiig up his head, 

and looking at it. 

“Not more Avhile you are Avitli me.” 

“ With you ! Who the devil sent you here ? ” 

“John Briggs, John Briggs, if I did not mean you good, 
sliould I be here now ? Now do. Like a reasonable man, tell me 
what you intend to do.” 

“ What is that to you, or any man 1 ” said Elsley, writhing 

with neuralgia. 

“No concern of mine, of course : but your poor wife — you 


must see her.” 

“I can’t, I won’t! — that is, not yet! I tell you I cannot 
face the thought of her, much less the sight of her, and her 
family, — ^that Valencia ! I’d rather the earth should open and 

swallow me ! Don’t talk to me, I say I ” 

And hiding his face in his hands, he Avrithed Avith pain, 

Avhile Thurnall stood still patiently watching him, as a pointer 
dog does a partridge. He had found his game, and did not 

bitend to lose it. 


Tsa Tttiivfiistii or fiSFraMBSiu 


** I am. better now j quite well ! ” said he, as the laudanum 
began to work. Yes ! I’ll go — ^that will be it — ^go to * * * * 
at once. He’ll give me an order for a magazine article ; I’ll earn 
ten pounds, and then off to Italy.” 

“ If you want ten pounds, my good fellow, you can have them 
without racking your brains over an article.” 

Elsley looked up proudly. 

“ I do not borrow, Sir ! ” 

** Well — I’ll give you five for those pistols. They are of no 
use to you, and I shall want a spare brace for the East.” 

“ Ah ! I forgot them. I spent my last money on them,” 
said he with a shudder ; “ but I won’t sell them to you at a 
fancy price — no dealings between gentleman and gentleman. 
I’ll go to a shop, and get for them what they are worth.” 

“ Very good. I’ll go with you, if you like. I fancy I may 
get you a better price for them than you would yourself : being 
rather a knowing one about the pretty little barkers.” And 
Tom took his arm, and walked him quietly down into the 
street. 

“ If you ever go up those kennel-stairs again, friend,” said he 
to himself, “my name’s not Tom Thurnall.” 

They walked to a gunsmith’s shop in the Strand, where Tom 
had often dealt, and sold the pistols for some three pounds. 

“Now then let’s go into 333, and get a mutton chop.” 

“ No.” 

Elsley was too shy ; he was “ not fit to be seen.” 

“ Come to my rooms, then, in the Adelphi, and have a wash 
and a shave. It will make you as fresh as a lark again, 
and then we’ll send out for the eatables, and have a quiet 
chat. ” 


Elsley did not say no. Thurnall took the thing as a matter of 
urse, and he was too weak and tired to argue with him 
>side, there was a sort of relief in the comnanv of a man who 


A V r 

though he knew all, chatted on to him cheerily and quietly, 
as if nothin" had happened : who at least treated him as a sane 


man. From any one else he would have shrunk, lest they 
should find him out : but a companion, who knew the worst, 
at least saved him suspicion and dread. His weakness, now 
that the collapse after passion had come on, clung to any human 

friend. The verv sound of Tom’s clear sturdv voice seemerl 


The very sound of Tom’s clear sturdy voice seemed 
to him, after long solitude and silence. At least it 


pleasant to him, after long solitude and silence. At least it 
kept off the fiends of memory. 

Tom, anxious to keep Elsley ’s mind employed on some subject 
which should not be painful, began chatting about the war and 
its prospects. Elsley soon caught the cue, and talked with wild 
energy and pathos, opium-fed, of the coming struggle between 

R 1?^ ^ 
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despotism and liberty, the arising of Poland and Hungary, and 
all the grand dreams which then haunted minds like his. 

“ By Jove ! ” said Tom, “you are yourself again now. AVliy 
don’t you put all that into a hook ? ” 

“ I may perhaps,” said Elsley proudly. 

“ And if it comes to that, why not come to the war, and see 
it for yourself? A new country — one of the finest in the world. 

N e w scenery, new actors, — Why, Constantinople itself is a poem ! 
Yes, there is another ‘ Eevolt of Islam ’ to he 'wiitten yet. Why 
don’t you become our war poet ? Come and see the fighting ; 
for there’ll he plenty of it, let them say what they will. The 
okl hear is not going to drop his dead donkey without a snap 
and a hug* Come along, and tell people what it’s all really 
like. There wiU he a dozen Cockneys writing battle songs, I’ll 
warrant, who never saw a man shot in their lives, not even--^ 
a hare. Come and give us the real genuine giit of it, — for if 
you can’t, who can ? ” 

“ It is a grand thought ! The true war jjoets, after all, have 
been warriors themselves. Kdrner and Alcseus fought as well 
as sang, and sang because they fought. Old Homer, too, — who 
can believe that he had not hewn his way through the very 
battles wliich he describes, and seen every wound, every shape 
of agony ? A noble thought, to go out with that army against 
the northern Anarch, singing in the van of battle, as TaiBefer 
sang the song of Roland before William’s knights, and to die 

like him, the proto-martyr of the Crusade, with the melody yet 
upon one’s lips ! ” 

And his face blazed up with excitement. 

“What a handsome fellow he is, after all, if there were but 
more of him ! ” said Tom to himself. “I wonder if he’d fight, 
though, when the singing-fever was off him.” 

He took Elsley up-stairs into his bed-room, got him washed 

and sliaved ; and sent out the woman of the house for mutton - 

chops and stout, and began himself setting out the luncheon 

table, while Elsley in the room within chanted to himself 
snatches of poetry. 

“ The notion has taken j he’s composing a war song aheady, 

I believe.” 

It actually was so : but Elsley’s brain was weak and wander- 
ing ; and he was soon silent ; and motionless so long, that Tom 
opened the door and looked in anxiously. 

He was sitting on a chair, his hands fallen on his lap, the 
tears running down his face. 

“ W^ell ? asked Tom smilingly, not noticing the teai’s , “ how 

goes on the opera ? I heard through the door the orchestra 
tuning for the prelude.” 
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Elsley looked up in liis face with, a puzzled piteous expression. 
“ Do you know, Thurnall, I fancy at moments that my mind 
is not what it was. Fancies flit from me as quickly as they 
come. I had twenty verses five minutes ago, and now I cannot 

recollect one. ” 

“No wonder,” thought Tom to himseK. “My dear fellow, 
recollect all that you have suffered with this neuralgia. Believe 
me, all you want is animal strength. Chops and porter will 
bring all the verses back, or better ones instead of them.” 

He tried to make Elsley eat j and Elsley tried himself : but 
failed. The moment the meat touched his lips he loathed it, 
and only courtesy prevented his leaving the room to escape the 
smeU. The laudanum had done its work upon his digestion. 
He tried the porter, and drank a little : then, suddenly stopping, 
he pulled out a phial, dropped a heavy dose of his poison into 

the porter, and tossed it off. 

“ Sold, am I ? ” said Tom to himself. 

thp. Tinttlfl hft came out of the room with 


“ He must have hidden 


tne. Oh, the cunning 
of those opium-eaters ! However, it will keep him quiet just 

now, and to Eaton Square I must go.” 

“ You had better be quiet now, my dear fellow, after your 
dose f talking will only excite you. Settle yourself on my bed, 
and I’ll be back in an hour.” 

So he put Elsley on his bed, carefully removing razors and 
pistols (for he had still his fears of an outburst of passion), then 
locked him in, ran down into the Strand, threw himself into a 
cab for Eaton Square, and asked for Valencia. 

Campbell had been there already ; so Tom took care to tell 
nothing which ho had not told, expecting, and rightly, that he 
would not mention Elsley’s having fired at him. Lucia was still 
all but senseless, too weak even to ask for Elsley ; to attempt 
any meeting b.etween her and her husband would be madness. 

“ “ What win you do with the unhappy man, Mr. Thurnall ? ” 

“ Keep him under my eye, day and night, till he is either 
rational agaiu, or — ” 

“Do you think that he may 1 — Oh my poor sister-! ” 

“ I think that he may yet end very sadly, madam. There is 
no use concealing the truth from you. All I can promise is, 
that I will treat him as my own brother.” 

Valencia held out her fair hand to the young doctor. He 
stooped, and lifted the tips of her fingers to his lips. 

“ I am not worthy of such an honour, madam. I shall study to 
deserve it.” And he bowed himself out, the same sturdy, self- 
confident Tom, doing right, he hardly knew why, save that it 
was all in the way of business. 

And now arose the nuzzle, what to do with Elslev 1 He had 
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set Ills heart on going down to Whitbury the next day. He 
had been in England nearly six months, and had not yet seen 
his father ; liis heart yearned, too, after the old place, and Mark_ 
Armsworth, and many an old friend, whom he might never see 
again. “However, that fellow I must see to, come what will; 
business first and pleasure afterwards. If I make him all right 
— if I even get him out of the world decently, I get the Scout- 
bush interest on my side — ^though I believe I have it ^already. 
Still, it’s as well to lay people under as heavy an obligation as 
possible. I wish Miss Valencia had asked me whether Elsley 
wanted any money : it’s expensive keeping liim myself. How- 
ever, poor thing, she has other matters to tliink of : and I dare 
say, never knew the pleasures of an empty purse. Here we are ! 
Three-and-sixpence — eh. Cabman 1 I suppose you think I was 
born Satui'day night ? There’s three shillings. JS^w, don’t chaff 
me, my excellent friend, or you will find you have met your 
match, and a leetle more ! ” 

And Tom hurried into liis rooms, and found Elsley still 
sleeping. 

He set to work, packing and arranging, for ^vith him every 
moment found its business ; and presently heard Ins patient call 
faintly from the next room. 

“ Thurnall ! ” said he ; “ I have been a long jou^ne 3 ^ I have 
been to MHiitbury once more, and followed my father about his 
garden, and sat upon my mother’s knee. And she taught me 
one text, and no more. Over and over again she said it, as she 
looked down at me with stdl sad eyes, the same text which she 
spoke the day I left her for London. I never saw her again. 

‘ By this, my son, be admonished ; of making of books there is 
no end ; and much study is a weariness of the flesh. Let 
us hear the conclusion of the whole matter. Fear God, and 
keep his commandments ; for this is the whole duty of man.’ 

* ^ * * Yes, I will go down to Whitbury, and 

be a little child once more. I will take poor lodgings, and crawl 
out day by day, down the old lanes, along the old river-banks, 
where I fed, my soul with fair and mad dreams, and reconsider it 
all from the beginning and then die. one need know me ; 
and if they do, they need not be ashamed of me, I trust — ashamed 
that a poet has risen up among tliein, to speak words which have 
been heard across the globe. At least, they need never know my 
shame— never know that I have Ijroken the heart of an angel, 
who gave herself to me, body and soul— attempted the life of a . 
man whoso shoes I am not worthy to unloose— never Icnow that I 
have Icilled my own child !— that a blacker brand than Cain’s is 
on my brow !— Kever know— Oli, my God, what care I ? Let 
them know all, as long as I can have done with shams and affec.- 
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fcaMons, dreams, and vain ambitions, and be just my own self once 

more for one day, and then die ! ” 

And he burst into convrdsive weeping. 

“ No, Tom, do not comfort me 1 I ought to die, and T shall 
die. I cannot face her again j let her forget me, and find a 
husband who will — and be a father to the children whom I 
neglected ! Oh, my darlings, my darlings ! If I could but see 
you once fl- gain : but no ! you too would ask me where I had 
been so long. You too would ask me — your innocent faces at 
least would — why I had killed your little brother ! — Let me 
weep it out, Thumall ; let me face it all I This very misery is a 

comfort, for it will kill me aU the sooner.” 

“ If you really mean to go to Whitbury, my poor dear fellow,” 
said Tom at last, “I will start with you to-moiTow morning. 
For I too must go j I must see my father.” 

“ You will really ? ” asked Elsley, who began to cling to liim 

like a child. 

“•I wiU indeed. Believe me, you are right ; you will find 
fi’iends there, and admirers too. I know one.” 

“ You do i ” asked he, looking up. 

“ lilary Armsworth, the banker’s daughter.” 

“ What ! That purse-proud, vulgar man ? ” 

“ Don’t be afraid of him. A truer and more delicate heart 
don’t beat. No one has more cause to say so than I. He will 
receive you with open arms, and need be told no more than is 
necessary ; while as his friend, you may defy gossip, and do j ust 
what you like.” 

Tom slipped out that afternoon, paid Elsley’s pittance of rent 
at his old lodgings ; bought him a few necessary articles, and lent 
him, without saying anything, a few more. Elsley sat all day as 
oi^e in a dream, moaning to himself at intervals, and following 
Tom vacantly with his eyes, as he moved about the room. Ex- 
citement, misery, and opium, were fast wearing out body and 
mind, and Tom put him to bed that evening, as he would have 
put a child. 

Tom walked out into the Strand to smoke in the fresh air, and 
think, in spite of liimself, of that fair saint from whom he was so 
perversely flying. Gay girls slithered past him, looked round at 
him, but in vain ; those two great sad eyes hung in his fancy, 
and he could see nothing else. Ah — if she had but given him 
back his money — why, what a fool he would have made of him- 
seK 1 Better as it was. He was meant to be a vagabond and an 
adventurer to the last ; and perhaps to find at last the luck which 
had flitted away before him. 

He passed one of the theatre doors ; there was a group out- 
side, more noisy and more earnest than such groups are wont 
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to be ; and ere ho could pass tlirough the 


within 


rattled tno doors with its mighty pulse, and seemed to ahalrp 
the very walls. Another ; and another ! — What was it? rixe?-— 
No. It was the news of Alma. 


And the group surged to and fro outside, and talked, and 


vulgar 


pleasures, and looked for a moment as if they too could have 


fought 


fought — at 


shame, and looked more beautiful than they had done for many 


a day, as, beneath the flaring gas-light, their faces glowed for a 


while with noble enthusiasm and woman’s sacred pity, while 


they questioned Tom, taking him for an officer, as to whether he 
thought there were many killed. 

“ I am no officer : but I have been in many a battle, and 
I know the Eiissians well, and have seen how they fight ; andT 
there is many a brave man killed, and many a one more will be.” 

“ Oh, does it hurt them much ? ” asked one poor thing. 

“Not often,” quoth Tom. 


“ Thank God, thank God ! ” and she turned suddenly away, 

d with the imnulsive nature of her class, burst into violent 


sobbing and weeping. 

Poor thing ! perhaps among the men who fought and fell that 
day was he to whom she owed the curse of her young life ; and 
after him her lonely heart went forth once more, faithful even in 
the lowest pit. 

“ You are strange creatures, women, women !” thought Tom : 

Now then 


a 


“ but I knew that many a year ago. Now then — the game 
growing fast and furious, it seems. Oh, that I may find myseif^ 
soon in the thickest of it !” 


So said Tom Thurnall ; and so said Major Campbell, too, tha 
night, as he prepared everything to start next morning to Sou^' 
ampton. “ The better the day, the better the deed,” quoth he. 
“ When a man is travelling to a better world, he need not be 
afraid of starting on a Sunday.” 



CHAPTER XXY. 

THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER, 

Tom and Elsley are safe at YHiitbury at last ; and Tom, ere he 
has seen his father, has packed Elsley safe away in lodgings with 
an old dame whom he can trust. Then he asks his way to his 
father’s new abode ; a small old-fashioned house, with low bay 
windows jutting out upon the narrow pavement. 
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Tom stops, and looks in the "window. His father is sitting 
close to it, in his arm-chair, his hands upon his knees, his face 
lifted to the sunlight, "with chin slightly outstretched, and his 
pale eyes feeling for the light. The expression would have been 
painful, but for its perfect sweetness and resignation. His 
co'untenance is not, perhaps, a strong one ; but its delicacy, and 

and the high forehead, and the long white locks, are most 

venerable. With a blind 
shadow fall on him. and s 


an’s exquisite sense, he feels Tom’s 

; for he 


„ fall on him, and starts, and calls nim oy name ; 
has been expecting him, and thinking of nothing else all the 
morning, and takes for granted that it must be he. 

In another moment Tom is at his father’s side. What need to 
describe the sacred joy of those first few minutes, even if it were 
possible? But unrestrained tenderness between man and man, 
rare as it is, and, as it were, -unaccustomed to itself, has no 
passionate fl.uency, no metaphor or poetry, such as man pours out 
to woman, and woman again to man. All its language lies in 
the tones, the looks, the little half-concealed gestures, hints which 
pass themselves off modestly in jest ; and such was Tom’s first 
interview with his father; till the old Isaac, having felt Tom’s 
head and hands again and again, to be sure whether it were his 
very son or no, made him sit down by him, holding him still 

fast, and began — 

“ Now, tell me, tell me, while Jane gets you something to eat. 
No, Jane, you musn’t talk to Master Tom yet, to bother about 
how much he’s gro"wn ; — nonsense, I must have him all to my- 
self, Jane. Go and get him some dinner. Now, Tom,” as if he 
was afraid of losing a moment ; “ you have been a dear boy to 
write to me every week ; but there are so many questions which 
only word of mouth will answer, and I have stored up dozens of 
them I I want to know what a coral reef really looks like, and 
if you saw any trepangs upon them ? And what sort of strata is 
the gold really in ? And you saw one of those giant rays ; I want 
a whole hour’s talk about the fellow. And — What an old babbler 
I am ! talking to you when you should be talking to me. N ow 
begin. Let us have the trepangs fiirst. Are they real Holothu- 
rians or not ? ” 

And Tom began, and told for a full half-hour, interrupted then 
by some httle comment of the old man’s, which proved how pro- 
digious was the memory within, imprisoned and forced to feed 
upon itself. 

“ You seem to know more about Australia than I do, father,” 
said Tom at last. 

“No, child ; but Mary Armsworth, God bless her ! comes down 
here almost every evening to read your letters to me; and she 
has been reading to me a book of Mrs. Lee’s Adventures in Aus 
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tralia, which rmJs hice a novel ; delicious book-to me at least 
Why, them is her step outside, I do believe, and her fatherV^th 

The lighter woman’s step was inaudible to Tom ■ hut the heaw 
deliberate waddle of the banker was not. He “p'ened the h^S 
door and then the parlour-door, without knocking ; but when he 
saw^the visitor, he stopped on the threshold with outstretched 

we here 1 Our prodigal son returned 

The wor?i’s lu ■> as T Oh, mum’s 

the woici, IS it? as Tom laid his finger on his lips. ‘‘'Come 

lere, then and lets have a look at you ! " And he catches both 

lorn s hands in his, and almost shakes them olF. “ I knew vou 

were coming, old boy ! Mary told me— she’s in all the old m Jn’s 

fcecrecs. Come along, Mary, and see your old playfellow. She 

has got a little fruit for tlie old gentleman. Mary, where are 
you ! always colloguing with Jane.” 

Mary comes in : a little dumpty body, with a veUow face 
and a red nose the smile of an angel, and a heart fill of many 
little secrets of other people’s— and of one great one of her ownf 
wluch IS no business of any man’s— and with fifty thousand 
pounds as her portion, for she is an only child. But no man 
will touch that fifty thousand; for “no one would marry me 

So she greets Toin shyly and humbly, without looking in his 

face, yet very cordially ; and then slips aivay to deposit on the 
table a noble pme-apple. ^ 

“ A httle bit of fruit from her greenhouse,” says the old man 
m a disparaging tone : “ and, oh Jane, bring me a saucer. Here’s 
a sprat I just capered out of Hemmelford mill-pit : perhaps the 

fall through the gridiron.” ^ t^nougn not to^ ^ 

Jane, who knows Mark Arms worth’s humour, brincrs in the 

larges dish in the house, and Mark pulls out of Ids baske' 
a great three-pound trout. 

^‘Aha! my young rover ; Old Mark’s right hand hasn’t 
oigot its cunning eh? And this is the month for them • fish 
al quiet now M hen fooh go i^shooting, wise men go a-lhing . 

tc\ JZ"Zl arJi VZZr'' ? do you recoh 

xt askin^ me, at the Club dinner, why I was like a Muscovv 

1 ^ 1 ^ ^ velveteen with a 

All those were days ! We’ll have some more of ther c'^rne 
UD to-night and try the old ’21 bm.” ’ 
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** I miist have him myself to-night j indeed I must, Mark,” 
says the Doctor. 

“ All to yourself, you selfish old rogue 1 ” 

" Why— no — ” . 

“We’ll come down, then, Mary and I, and bring the *21 with 
tbs, and hear all his cock-and-bull stories. Full of travellers' 
lies as ever, eh ? Well, I’ll come, and smoke my pipe with you. 
Always the same old Mark, my lad,” nudging Tom with His 
elbow ; “ one fellow comes and borrows my money, and goes out 
and calls me a stingy old hunks because I won’t let him cheat 
me ; another comes, and eats my pines, and drinks my port, goes 
home, and calls me a purse-proud upstart, because he can’t match 
’em. Never mind ; old Mark’s old Mark ; sound in the heart, 
and sound in the liver, just the same as thirty years ago, and 
4 , will be till he takes his last quietus est — 

* And drops into his grassy nest. ’ 

Bye, bye. Doctor ! Come, Mary ! ” 

And out he toddled, with silent little Mary at his heels. 

“ Old Mark wears well, body and soul,” said Tom. 

“He is a noble, generous fellow, and as delicate-hearted as 
a woman withal, in spite of his conceit and roughness. Fifty 
and odd years now, Tom, have we been brothers, and I never 
found him change. And brothers we shall be, I trust, a few 
years more, till I see you back again from the East, comfortably 
settled. And then — ” 

“ Don’t talk of that, Sir, please ! ” said Tom, quite quickly 
and sharply. “ How ill poor Mary looks ! ” 

“ So they say, poor child ; and one hears it in her voice. 
Ah, Tom, that girl is an angel ; she has been to me daughter, 
doctor, clergyman, eyes and library ; and would have been nurse 
too, if it had not been for making old Jane jealous. But she is 
^ifi. Some love affair, I suppose — ” 

“ How quaint it is, that the father has kept all the animal 
vigour to lumself, and transmitted none to the daughter.” 

“ He has not kept the soul to himself, Tom, or the eyes either. 
She will bring me in wild flowers, and talk to me about them, 
till I fancy I can see them as well as ever. Ah, w^ell ! It is 
a sweet world still, Tom, and there are sweet souls in it. A 
sweet world : I was too fond of looking at it once, I suppose, so 
God took away my sight, that I might learn to look at Him.” 

. And the old man lay back in his chair, and covered his face 
with his handkerchief and was quite stiU. awhile. Amd Tom 
watched him, and thought that he would give all his cunnin" 
and power to be like that old man,' ^ 

Then Jane came in, and laid the doth, — a coarse one enoudi. 
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— and Tom picked a cold mutton bone witli a steel fork, and 
drank^ his pint of beer from the public-house, and lighted his 
father’s pipe, and then his o^^^l, and vowed that he had never 
dined so well in his life, and began his traveller’s stories again. 

^ And in the evening Mark came in, -with a bottle of the ’2 1 in 
his coat-tail pocket ; and the three sat and chatted, while Mary 
brought out her work, and stitched listening silently, till it was 
time to lead the old man up-stairs. 

Tom put his father to bed, and then made a hesitating 
request — 

“ There is a poor sick man whom I brought dovm with me. 
Sir, if you could spare me half-an-hour. It really is a profes- 
sional case ; he is under my charge, I may say.” 

“ What is it, boy ? ” 

“ Well, laudanum and a broken heart.” 

“Exercise and ammonia for the first. For the second, God’s 
grace and the grave ; and those latter medicines you can’t exhibit, 
my dear boy. Well, as it is professional duty, I suppose you 
must : but don’t exceed the hour ; I shall lie awake till you 
return, and then you must talk me to sleep.” 

So Tom went out and homeward with Mark and Mary, for their 
roads lay together ; and as he went, he thought good to teU them 
somewhat of the history of John Briggs, alias Elsley Vavasour. 

“ Poor fool ! ” said Mark, who listened in silence to the end. 

“ Why didn’t he mind his bottles, and just do what Heaven sent 
him to do ? Is he in want of the rhino, Tom ? ” 

“ He had not live shillings left after he had paid his fare ; and 
he refuses to ask liis Avife for a farthing.” 

“ Quite right — very proper sphit.” And Mark walked on in 
silence a few minutes. 

“ I say, Tom, a fool and his money are soon parted. There’s 
a five-pound note for him, you begging, insinuating dog, and be 
hanged to you both ! I shall die in the workhouse at this rate.” - 

“ Oh, father, you will never miss — ” 

“Who told you I thought I should, pray? Don’t you go 
giving another five pounds out of your pocket-money behind my 
back, ma’am. I knoAV your tricks of old. Tom, 111 come and 
see the poor beggar to-morroAv Avith you, and call him Mr. 
Vavasour — Lord Vavasour, if he hkes — if you’ll warrant me 
against laughing in his face.” And the old man did laugh, till 
ho stopped and held his sides again. 

“ Oh, father, father, don’t be so cruel. Remember how 
wretched the poor man is.” 

“ I can t think of anything but old Bolus’s boy turned poet. 
Why did you tell me, Tom, you bad fellow ? It’s too much for 
a man at my time of life, and after lus dinner too.” 


THE BANKER AND HIS DAD'SHTER. 


And with that he opened th 

grand one, and turned to ask Tc 

“ Won’t come in, hoy, and have one more cigar t 
** I promised my father to be hack as quickly as possible. 

“ Good lad— that’s the plan to go on — 


* You’ll he churchwarden before all’s over, 
And so arrive at wealth and fame.’ 


Instead of writing po-o-o-etry ! Do you recollect that morning, 

and the black draught 1 Oh dear, my side ! ” 

And Tom heard him keckling to himself up the garden walk 
to his house ; went off to see that Elsley was safe ; and then 
home, and slept like a top ; no wonder, for he would have done 


so the night before his execution. 

And what was little Mary doing aU the while ? 

She had cone up to the room, after teUing her father, with 

And then she fed h 


kiss, not to forget to say his prayers, 
canary bird, and made up the Persian cat’s bed ; and then sat 

long at the open window, gazing out over the shadow-dappled 

lawn, away to the poplars sleeping in the moonlight, and the 

shining silent stream, and the shining silent stars, till she seemed 

tf. become as one of them, and a quiet heaven within her eyes 

irrifTi ilia miiaf. liftaVAH atoVG. -And. tllGIl sll6 QXGW 


book counsel with the quiet heaven above. j v v 

in suddenly, as if stung by some random thought, and shut the 

^vindow. A. picture hun^ over her mantel-piece— a portrait oi 

ber mother, who had been a country beauty in her time. She 


lookin 


Would 


given her fifty thousand pounds 
such a face as that 1 


She caught up her little Thomas k Kempis, marked through 

md through with lines and references, and sat and read stead- 

That was her school, as it has 


An d, for some cause or 

and she knelt 


fastly for an hour and more. 

the school of many a noble soul. 

)ther, that stinging thought returned no more ; 

ind prayed like a little child ; and like a little child slept sweetly 

ill the night, and was away before breakfast the next morning, 

ifter feeding the canary and the cat, to old women who wor- 

jhipped her as their ministering angel, and said, looking after 

Such a 


her; “That dear Miss „ 

match as she might have made ! But she’ll be handsome 

enough when she is a blessed angel in heaven.” 

Ah, true sisters of mercy, whom the world sneers at as “ old 
maids,” if you pour out on cats and dogs and parrots, a little of 
the love which is yearning to spend itself on children of your 
own fiesh and blood ! 


As 


Analogy to prove to us that 
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i^s auotlior world, where such as you will have a fuller and a 

fairer (I dare not say a juster) portion. 




* 




* 






nioriiLug Mark started witli Tom to call on Elsley, 
chatting and piiiling all the way. ’ 

“ 1 11 butter him, trust me. JS^othing comforts a poor beggar 
like a bit of praise when he’s down ; and all fellows that take 
to writing are as greedy after it as trout after the drake, even if 
they only scribble in county newspapers. I’ve watched them 
wlien I’ve been electioneering, my boy !” 

“ Only,” said Tom, “ don’t be angry with him if he is proud 
and peevish. I he poor fellow is all but mad with misery.” 

“Poll! quarrel with him? whom did I ever quarrel with? 
If he barks. I’ll stoji his mouth with a good dinner. I su^ipose 
he’s gentleman enough to invite ? ” 

“ As much a gentleman as you and I ; not of the very first 
water, of course. Still he eats like other people, and don’t 
break many glasses during a sitting. Think I he couldn’t have 
been a very great cad to marry a nobleman’s daughter I ” 

“ M hy, no. Speaks well for him, that, considering his 
breeding. He must be a veiy clever fellow to have caught the 
trick of the thing so soon.” 

“And so he is, a very clever fellow ; too clever by half; and 
a very fine-hearted fellow, too, in spite of his conceit and his 
temper. But that don’t prevent liis being an awful fool !” 

“ You speak like a book, loin 1 ” said old Mark, clapping him 
on the back. “ Book at me ! no one can say I was ever troubled 
with genius ; but I can sIioav my money, pay my way, eat my 
dinner, kill my trout, hunt my hounds, help a lame dog over a 
stile (Avhich was IMark’s phrase for doing a generous thing), 

and thank God for all ; and who wants more, I should like to 
know ? But here we are — you go up first ! ” 

They found Elsley crouched up over the empty grate, his head 

in his hands, and a few scraps of paper by him, on which he had 

been trying to scribble. He did not look up as they came in, 

but gave a sort of impatient half-turn, as if angry at being 

disturbed. Tom was about to announce the banker ; but he 
announced himself. 

“ Come to do myself the honour of calling on you, Mr. Vava- 
sour. I am sorry to see you so poorly ; I hope our Whitbury 
air will set all right.” 

“You mistake me, Sir; my name is Briggs!” said Elsley, 

without turnmg his head ; but a moment after he looked up 
angrily. 

‘ Mr. AimiSAVorth ? I beg youi’ pardon, Sir’ ; but wdiat brings 
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you. bsTO % Axs you coBMj Sir^ to ubb tli8 ricli succgssiuI ibbsl s 

right, and kctnie me in my misery 1 ” 

“Ton my word, Sir, you must liave forgotten old M^k 

Annswortli, indeed, if you fancy him capable of any such dirt. 

No, Sir, I came to pay my respects to you, Sir, hoping that 

you’d come up and take a family dinner. I could do no less,” 

ran on the banker, seeing that Elsley was preparing a peevish 

answer, “ considering the honour that, I hear, you have been to 

your native town. A very distinguished person, our friend Tom 

tells me ; and we ought to be proud of you, and behave to you 

as you deserve, for I am sure we don t send too many clever 

fellows out of Whitbury.” 


Would 


le ! ” said Elsley in his 


bitter way. 

“ Ah, Sir, that’s matter of opinion ! You would never have 
been heWd of down here, never have had justice done you, 1 
mean ; for heard of you have been. There’s my daughter has 
read your poems again and again — always quoting them j and 
very pretty they sound too. P oetry is not in my line, of course ^ 
still, it’s a credit to a man to do anjdhing well, if he has the gift ; 
and she tells me that you have it, and plenty of it. And though 
she’s no fine lady, thank Heaven, 1 11 back her for good sense 
against any woman. Come up, Sir, and judge for yourself if I 
don’t speak the truth ; she will be delighted to meet you, and 

bade me say so.” 

By this timG good Mark had talked himself out of breath i 
and Elsley flushing up, as of old, at a little praise, began to 
stammer an excuse. “ His nerves were so weak, and liis spirits 

so broken with late troubles.” 

“ My dear Sir, that’s the very reason I want you to come. A 
bottle of port wiU cure the nerves, and a pleasant chat the 
spirits. Nothing like forgetting all for a little time ; and then 
jto it again with a fresh lease of strength, and beat it at last like 


a man. 

“ Too late, my dear Sir ; I must pay the penalty of my own 
folly,” said Elsley, really won by the man’s cordiality. 

“ Never too late, Sir, while there’s life left in us. And,” he 
went on in a gentler tone, “if we all were to pay for our own 
follies, or lie down and die when we saw them coming full cry 
at our heels, where would any one of us be by now 1 I have 
been a fool in my time, young gentleman, more than o ace or 
twice j and that too when I was old enough to be your father ; 
and down I went, and deserved what I got : but my rule always 
was — Eight fair ; fall soft ; know when you’ve got enough ; and 
don’t cry out when you’ve got it : but just go home ; train again ; 
and say — better luck next fight.” And so old Mark’s sermon 
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ended (as most of them did) in somewhat Socratic alleeorv 
savouring rather of the mai-kct than of the study ; but Elal« 

understood liiiiij and ?.ooked up with a smile. 

“ You too arc somewhat of a 23oet in your way I sec Sir ! ” 

“ I never thought to Hve to hear that, Sir. I can’t doubt now 

tl)at you are cleverer than your neighboiu'S, for you have found 

out sometliing which they never did. But you will come ?— for 
that’s my business.” 

Elsley looked inquiringly at dom ; he liad learnt now to con- 
sult his eye, and lean on him lilm a cJjdd. Tom looked a stout 
yes, and Elsley said languidly, — 

“ You have given me so much new and good advice in a few 

minutes. Sir, that I must really do myself the jileasure of cominn 
and hearing more.” ° 

“ Well done our side ! ” cried old Mark. “ Dinner at half-past 
hve. E 0 Loudon late hours hero, Sir. Miss Arnisworth ivill be 


out of her mind when she hears you’re comiim. 

And off he went. ° 

“ Do you think he’ll come up to the scratch, Tom 1 ” 

“I am very much afraid his courage will fail him. I will see 

him again, and bring him u^i with me : but now, my dear Mr 

Armsworth, do remember one thing; that if you go on with hini 

at your usual rate of hospitality, the man will as surely be drunk 

as his nerves and brain are all but ruined ; and if he is so he 

V ill most jirobably destroy himself to-morrow morniiifi'’.” 

“ Destroy himself? ” 

He will. Ihe shame of making a fool of himself just now 

before you wfrl be more than he could bear. So be stincry for 

once. He will not wish for it unless you jiress him ; but if he 

talks (and he will talk after the first hcalf-hoim), he will foraet 

liimself, and half a bottle will make him mad; and then I won’t 
answer for the consequences.” 

“ Good gracious 1 why, these poets want as tender handling 
as a bag of gunpowder over the lire.” ' 

“ You speak like a book there in your turn.” 
home to his father. 


e\nd Tom went 


He leturned in due time. A new difliculty had arisen. Elsley 
under the excitement of expectation, had gone out and deigned 
to buy laudanum— so will an unhealthy craving degrade a man ! 
- o old Bolus himself, who luckily did not recognise him. He 
had taken his fullest dose, and was now unable to go anywhere 
or do anything. Tom did not disturb him ; but went away, 
sorely perplexed, and very much minded to tell a white lie to 
Armsworth, in whose eyes this would be an offence — not un- 
pardonable, for nothing with him was uniiardonable, save lying 
or cruelty— but very grievous. If a man had drunk too much 
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#iiie in his house, he would have simply kept Lis eye on him 
afterwards, as a fool who did not know when Jie had Lis 
“quotum;” hut laudanum drinking, — ^involving, too, the break- 
ing of an engagement, which, well managed, might have been of 
immense use to Elsley, — was a very different matter. So Tom 
knew not what to say or do ; and not knowing, determined to 
wait on Providence, smartened himself as best he could, went up 
to the great house, and found Miss Mary. 

“ rU teU her. She will manage it somehow, if she is a 
woman ; much more if she is an angel, as my father says.” 

Mary looked very much shocked and grieved ; answered 
hardly a word ; but said at last, “ Come in, while I go and see 
my father.” He came into the smart drawing-room, which he 
could see was seldom used ; for Mary Kved in her own room, 
her father in his counting-house, or in his “den.” In ten 
minutes she came down. Tom thought she had been crying. 

“ I have settled it. Poor unhappy man ! We will talk of 
something more pleasant. Tell me about your shipwreck, and 
that place, — Aberalva, is it not 1 What a pretty name ! ” 

Tom told her, wondering then, and wondering long afterwards, 
how she had “ settled it ” with her father. She chatted on art- 
lessly enough, till the old man came in, and to dinner, in capital 
humour, without saying one word of Elsley. 

“ How has the old lion been tamed ? ” thought Tom. “ The 
two greatest affronts you could offer him in old times were, to 
break an engagement, and to despise his good cheer.” He did 
not know what the quiet oil on the waters of such a spirit as 
Mary’s can effect. 

The evening passed pleasantly enough till nine, in chatting 
over old times, and listening to the history of every extraordinary 
trout and fox which had been killed within twenty miles, when 
the footboy entered with a somewhat scared face. 

*• Please, Sir, is Mr. Yavasour here ? ” 

“ Here ? Who wants him ? ” 

“ Mrs. Brown, Sir, in Hemmelford Street. Says he lodges 
with her, and has been to see for him at Dr. Thurnall’s.” 

“ I think you had better go, Mr. Thurnall,” said Mary, quietly. 

“ Indeed you had, boy. Bother poets, and the day they first 
began to breed in Whitbury ! Such an evening spoilt ! Have 
a cup of coffee 1 Ho? then a glass of sherry ?” 

Out went Tom. Mrs. Brown had been up, and seen hiTn 
seemingly sleeping ; then had heard him run downstairs hur- 
riedly. He passed her in the passage, looking very wild. 
“ Seemed, Sir, just like my nevy’s wife’s brother. Will Ford, 
before he made away with hes’self.” 

Tom goes off post haste, revolving many things in a crafty 

F F 
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heart. 


Then he steers for Bolus's shop. 

I Ai ms : ” hut his ifl in 


The 


-Lua a gentleman call Here just now, m a long cloak, with 
felt wide-awake ? " 



a 


Yes.” 


to rejoin, 

“ And you sold him laudanum ? 

—ah 


confused 


Why 


I) 


And you had sold him 


already this afternoon, you 

I’U hold 


young rascal ! Mow daro you, twice in six hours ? 
you responsible for the man’s life ! ” 

^‘You dare call me a rascal?” 


blusters the youth, terror- 


knows 


“ I am a member of the College of Surgeons,” says To 




. r, -r ' - dining with 

Armsworth. I suppose you know him ? ” 

'T'V.^ j. 1 • T • -» ... _ _ 

terrible 


• 

justice 01 the peace and of the war also j and meekly and con- 


tritely he replied. 


“ Oh Sir, what shall I do ? ” 


“ You re in a very neat scrape ; you could not have feathered 


u 


As you behave now, I vdll get you out of it, or leave you 


thinking 


you know what, as well as I. Get your hat.” 



He went out, and the youth followed trembling, while Tom 

lOrmcd his T)1!1T»S in hi« minrl 


“ The wdd beast goes home to his lair to die, and so may he : 
for I fear its life and death now. I’ll try the house where he 
was born. Somewhere in Water Lane it is, I know.” 

And toward Y^ater Lane he hurried. It was a low-ljdng 
offshoot of the town, leading along the water meadows, with a 
straggling row of houses on each side, the perennial haunts of fever 
and ague.^ Before them, on each side the road, and fringed with, 
poUard willows and tall poplars, ran a tiny branch of the Whit, 
to feed some mill below ; and spread out, meanwhile, into ponds 
and mires full of offal and duckweed and rank floating grass. A 
thick mist hung knee-deep over them, and over the gardens ri^ht 
and left ; and as lorn came do^vn on the lane from the main street 
above, he could see the mist spreading across the water-meadows 
and reflecting the moon-beams like a lake ; and as he walked into 
it, he felt as if he were walking down a well. And he hurried 
doyi the lane, looking out anxiously ahead for the long cloak. 

At last he came to a better sort of house. That might be it. 
He would take the chance. There was a man of the middle class, 
and two or three women, standing at the gate. He went up— 
xray, oir, did a medical man named Briggs ever live here ?” 
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Wliat do you want to know for 1 ” 

‘ Why ” — ^Tom thought matters were k 
‘‘ I am looking for a gentleman, and thought he might have come 
here.” 

“ And so he did, if you mean one in a queer hat and a cloaA.” 

“ How long since 1 ” 

“ Why, he came up our garden an hour or more ago ; walked 
nght into the parlour without with your leave, or by your leave, 
and stared at us all round like one out of his mind ; and so 
away, as soon as ever I asked him what he was at — ” 

“ Which way ? ” 

“ To the river, I expect : I ran out, and saw him go dowtL -he 
lane, but I was not going fer by night alone with any vich 
strange customers.” 

“Lend me a lanthorn then, for Heaven’s sake ! ” 

The lanthorn is lent, and Tom starts again down the lane. 

Now to search. At the end of the lane is a cross road 
parallel to the river. A broad still ditch lies beyond it, with a 
little bridge across, where one gets minnows for bait; then a 
broad water-meadow ; then silver Whit. 

The bridge-gate is open. Tom hurries across the road to it. 
The lanthorn shows him fresh footmarks going into the meadow. 
Forward ! 

Up and down in that meadow for an hour or more did Tom 
and the trembling youth beat like a brace of pointer dogs, 
stumbling into gripes, and over sleeping cows ; and more than 
once stopping short just in time, as they were walking into 
some broad and deep feeder. 

.Almost in despair, and after having searched down the river 

bank for full two hundred yards, Tom was on the point of 

returning, when his eye rested on a part of the stream where the 

mist lay higher than usual, and let the reflection of the moon- 

'light off the water reach his eye ; and in the moonlight ripples, 

close to the farther bank of the river — what was that black 
lump ? 

Tom knew the spot well ; the river there is very broad, and 
very shallow, flowing round low islands of gravel and turf. It 
was very low just now too, as it generally is in October; there 
could not be four inches of water where the black lump lay, but 
on the side neare st him the water was full knee deep. 

The thing, whatever it was, was forty yards from hiTn ; and it 
was a cold night for wading. It might be a hassock of rushes ; 
a tuft of the great water-dock ; a dead dog ; one of the “ hangs ” 

mth which the club-water was studded, tom up and stranded ; 
but yet, to Tom, it had not a canny look. 

** As usual I TTArn T 


dirty 


isetable, 
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about matters wbich are not the slightest concern of mine ! 1 

beheve I shaU end by getting hanged or shot in somebody 

else s place, with this confounded spirit of meddling. Yah ! how 
cold the water is I” • — 

^ went, the gpmmbling honest dog ; stepped across to 

me black lump ; and lifted it up hastily enough, — for it was 
llilsley Vavasour. 

Drowned 1 

N^o. But wet through, and senseless from mingled cold and 
laudanum. 

Whether he had meant to drown himself, and lighting on the 

shallow, had stumbled on till he fell exhausted : or whether he 

had merely blundered into the stream, careless whither he went, 

lorn knew not, and never knew ; for Elsley himself could not 
recollect. 

Tom took him in his arms, carried him ashore and up through 
the water-meadow ; borrowed a blanket and a wheelbarrow at 
the nearest cottage ; wi'apped him up ; and made the offending 
surgeon’s assistant wheel him to his lodgings. 

He sat with him there an hour * and then entered Mark’s 
house again with his usual composed face, to find Mark and 
Mary sitting up in great anxiety. 

“ Mr. Arms worth, does the telegraph work at this time of 
night ? ” 

“I’ll make it, if it is wanted. But what’s the matter ? ” 

“ You will indeed ? ” 

“ ’Gad, I’ll go myself and kick up the station-master. What’s 
the matter h ” 

“That if poor Mrs. Vavasour wishes to see her husband alive, 

she must be here in four-and- twenty hours. I’ll tell you all 
presently — ” 

Mary, my coat and comforter ! ” cries Mark, jumping up. 

“ And, Mary, a pen and ink to write the message,” says Tom.- 
“ Oh ! cannot I be of any use 1 ” says Mary. 

“Ho, you angel.” 

“ You must not call me an angel, Mr. Thurnall. After all, 
what can I do winch you have not done already 1 ” 

Tom started. Grace had once used to him the very same 

words. By the bye, what was it in the two women which made 

them so like ? Certainly, neither face nor fortune. Somet hin g 
in the tones of their voices. ° 

Grace had Mary’s fortune, or Mary Grace’s face ! ” 

thought Tom, as he hurried back to Elsley, and Mark rushed 
down to the station. 

Elsley was conscious when he returned, and only too conscious. 
All night he screamed in agonies of rheumatic fever j by the 
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next afternoon hie was failing fast ; his heart was affected ; and 
Tom knew that he might die any hour. 

The evening train brings two ladies, Valencia and Lncia. At 
the risk of her life, the poor faithful wife has come. 

A gentleman’s carriage is waiting for them, though they have 
ordered none ; and as they go through the station-room, a plain 
little well-dressed body comes humbly up to the 

“Are either of these ladies Mrs. Vavasour?” 

“ Yes ! I ! — I ! — ^is he alive ? ” gasps Lucia. 

“ Alive, and better ! and expecting you — ” 

“ Better ? — expecting me ? ” almost shrieks she, as Valencia 
and Mary (for it is she) help her to the carriage, 
them in, and turns away. 

“Are you not coming too ? ” asks Valencia, who is puzzled. 

‘ “ Ifo, thank you. Madam ; I am going to take a walk. John, 
you know where to drive these ladies.” 

Little Mary does not think it necessary to say that she, with 
her father’s carriage, has been down to two other afternoon 
trains, upon the chance of findin g them. 

But why is not Frank Headley with them, when he is needed 
most? And why are Valencia’s eyes more red with weeping 
than even her sister’s sorrow need have made them ? 

Because Frank Headley is rolling away in a French railway, 
on his road to Marseilles, and to what Heaven shall find for him 
to do. 

Yes, he is gone Eastward Ho among the many ; will he come 
Westward Ho again, among the few ? 

They are at the door of Elsley’s lodgings now. Tom Thurnall 
meets them there, and bows them upstairs silently. Lucia is so 
weak that she has to cling to the banister a moment ; and then, 
with a strong shudder, the spirit conquers the flesh, and she 
hurries up before them both. 

It Is a small low room — ^Valencia had expected that : but she 

had expected, too, confusion and wretchedness : for a note from 

Major Campl)eLl, ere he started, had told her of the condition 

in which Ekley had been found. Instead, she finds neatness — 

even gaiety ; fresh damask hnen, comfortable furniture, a vase of 

hothouse flowers, while the air is full of cool perfumes. Ifo one 

is likely to tell her that Mary has furnished all at Tom’s hint — 

“We must smarten up the place, for the poor wife’s sake. It 

will take something off the shock ; and I want to avoid shocks 
for her. ” 

So Tom had worked with his own hands that morning j 
arranging the room as carefully as any woman, with that true 
doctor’s forethought and consideration, which often issues in the 
loftiest, because the most unconscious, benevolenoj^. 
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He paused at the door — 

“ Will you go in 1 ” whispered he to Valencia, in a tone 
which meant — “you had better not.” _ 

‘ ‘ Hot yet — I dare say he is too weak.” 

Lucia darted in, and Tom shut the door behind her, and 
waited at the stair-head. “ Better,” thought he, “ to let the two 
poor creatures settle their own concerns. It must end soon, in 
any case.” 

Lucia rushed to the hed-side, drew hack the curtains — 

“ Tom ! ” moaned Elsley. 

“Hot Tom ! — Lucia ! ” 

“Lucia ? — Lucia St. Just ! ” answered he, in a low abstracted 
voice, as if trying to recollect. 

“ Lucia Vavasour ! — your Lucia ! ” 

Elsley ^owly raised himself upon his elbow, and looked into- 
her face with a sad inquiring gaze. 

“ Elsley — darling Elsley ! — don’t you know me 1 ” 

“ Yes, very well indeed ; better than you knuw me. I am 
not Vavasour at all. My name is Briggs — John Briggs, the 
apothecary’s son, come home to Whitbury to die.” 

She did not hear, or did not care for those last words. 

“ Elsley ! I am your wife ! — your own wife ! — who never loved 
any one but you — never, never, never ! ” 

“Yes, my wife, at least! — Curse them, that they cannot 
deny I ” said he, in the same abstracted voice. 

“ Oh God I is he mad ? ” thought she. “ Elsley, speak to me ! 
— I am your Lucia— your love — ” 

And she tore olf her bonnet, and threw herself beside him on 
the bed, and clasped him in her arms, murmuring, — “ Your wife ! 
who never loved any one but you I ” 

Slowly his frozen heart and frozen brain melted beneath the 
warmth of her great love : but he did not speak : only he passed 
his weak arm round her neck ; and she felt that his clieek was^ 
wet with tears, while she murmured on, like a cooing dove, the 
same sweet words again — 

“ Call me your love once more, and I shall know that all is 
past.” 

“ Then call me no more Elsley, love ! ” whispered he. “ Call 
me J ohn Briggs, and let us have done with shams for 
ever,” 

“ Ho ; you are my Elsley — my Vavasour ! and I am yom’ wife 
once more 1 ” and the poor thing fondled his head as it lay upon 
the pilloAv. “ My own Elsley, to whom I gave myself, body and 
soul ; for whom I would die now, — oh, such a death 1 — any 
death ! ” 

“ How could I doubt you i — iool that I was I ” 
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1^0, it was all my fault. It was all my odic4S temper { 

But we will be happy now, will we not 1 ” 

Elaley smiled sadly, and began babbling-’^ — Yes, they would 
take a farm, and he would plough, and sow, and be of some use 
before he died ; “ But promise me one th.ing 1 ” Wiied he, with 
sudden strength. 

“Whatr’ 

That you will go home and burn all the poetry — all the 
manuscripts, and never let the children write a verse — a verse 
— when I am dead ? ” And his head sank back, and his jaw 

dropped. 

“He is dead!” cried the poor impulsive creature, with a 
shriek which brought in Tom and Valencia. 

“ He is not dead, Madam : but you must be verf gentle with 


r 


him, if we are to — ” 

Tom saw that there was little hope. 

“ I will do anything, — only save him 1 — save him 1 Mr. Thur- 

nall, tUl I have atoned for all.” 

“ You have little enough to atone for. Madam,” laid Tom, as 
he busied himself about the sufferer. He saw that all would 
soon be over, and would have had Mrs. Vavasour withdraw ; but 
she was so really good a nurse as long as she coula control her- 


self, that he could hardly spare her. 

So they sat together by the sick bed-side, as the short hours 
passed into the long, and the long hours into the short again, 
and the October dawn began to shine through the shutterless 
window. 

A weary eventless night it was, a night as of many years, as 
worse and worse grew the weak frame ; and Tom looked alter- 
nately at the heaving chest, and shortening breath, and rattling 
throat, and then at the pale stiU face of the lady. 

“ Better she should sit by (thought he), and watch him till she 
-is tired out. It will come on her the more gently, after all. He 
will die at sunrise, as so many die.” 

At last he began gently feeling for Elsle/s pulse. Her eye 
caught his movement, and she half sprang up ; but at a gesture 
from him she sank quietly on her knees, holding her husband’s 
hand in her own. 

/ 

Elsley turned toward her once, ere the film of death had 
fallen, and looked her full in the face, with his beautiful eyes 

but still they 

sought for her painfully long after she had buried her head in 
the coverlet, unable to boar the sight. 

And so vanished away 
his own place. 

“ Let us pray,” said a deep vpice from behind the curtain ; 


Elsley Vavasour, poet and genius, into 


lull of love. Then the eyes paled and faded: 
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it was Mark Armsworth’s. He had come over "with the first 
dawn, to hiing tlie ladies food ; had slipped upstairs to ask 

what news, found the door open, and entered in time to see-— ^ 
the last gasp. 

Lucia kept her head still buried : and Tom, for the first time 
for many a year, knelt, as the old banker commended to God the 
soul of our dear brother just departing this life. Then Mark 
glided quietly down-stairs, and Valencia, rising, tried to lead 
Mrs. Vavasour away. 

But then broke out in all its wild passion the Irish tempera- 
ment. Let us pass it over ; why try to earn a little credit by 
depicting the agony and the wealmess of a sister 1 

At last Thurnall got her down-stairs. Mark was there still, 
having sent off for his carriage. He quietly put her arm through 
his, led her off, worn out and unresisting, drove her home, d^ ^ 
livered her and Valencia into Mary’s keeping, and then asked 
Tom to stay and sit with him. 

“ I hope I’ve no very bad conscience, boy j but Mary’s busy 
with the poor young thing, mere child she is, too, to go through 
such a night ; and, somehow, I don’t like to be left alone, after 
such a sigh is that ! ” 

****** 

“ Tom ! ” said Mark, as they sat smoking in silence, after 
breakfast, in the study. “ Tom 1 ” 

“ Yes, Sir ! ” 

“ That was an awful death-bed, Tom ! ” 

Tom was silent. 

“ I don’t mean that he died hard, as we say ; but so young, 

Tom. And I suppose poets’ souls are worth something, like 
other people’s — perhaps more. I can’t understand ’fern : but my 
Mary seems to, and people, like her, who think a poet the finest 
tiling in the world. I laugh at it aU when I am jolly, and call 
it sentiment and cant : but I believe that they are nearer heaven ^ ^ 
than I am : though I think they don’t quite know where heaven 
is, nor where (with a wicked winli, in spite of the sadness of 
his tone) — “ where they themselves are either.” 

1 11 tell you. Sir. I have seen men enough die — we doctors 

are hardened to it ; but I have seen unprofessional deaths — men 

we didn’t kdl ourselves ; I have seen men drowned, shot, hanged, 

lun over, and worse deaths than that. Sir, too j — and, somehow, 

I never felt any death like that man s. Granted, he began by 

trying to set the world right, when he hadn’t yet set himself 

light, but vmsnt it some credit to see that the world was 
wrong 1 ” 

“ I don’t know that. TTie world’s a very good world.” 

‘ To you and me ; but there arc men who have higher notions 
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I of what this world ought to he ; and, for aught I know, 
Uiey are right. That Aberalva Cura-te, Headley, had j and so 
had Briggs, in his own way. I thought him once only a poor 
discontented devil, who quarrelled with his bread and butter 
because he hadn’t teeth to eat it with : but there was more in 
the fellow, coxcomb as he was. ’Tisn’t often that I let that 
croaking old bogy. Madam might have been, trouble me ; but I 
cannot help thinking that if, fifteen years ago, I had listened to 
his vapourings more, and bullied him about them less, he migh/ 
have been here still.” 

“ You wouldn’t have been then. Well for you that you didn’t 
catch his fever.” 

‘ ‘ And write verses too ? Don’t make me laugh. Sir, on such 
a day as this ; I always comfort myself with — ‘ it’s no business 
of mine :’ but, somehow, I can’t do so just now.” And Tom sat 
silent, more softened than he had been for years. 

“ Let’s talk of something else,” said Mark at last. “ You had 
the cholera very bad down there, I hear 1 ” 

“ Oh, sharp, but short,” said Tom, who disliked any subject 
which brought Grace to his mind. 

“ Any on my lord’s estate with the queer name 

“Hot a case. We stopped the devil out there, thanks to his 
lordship.” 

“ So did we here. We were very near in for it, though, I 
fancy. — At least, I chose to fancy so — thought it a good oppor- 
tunity to clean Whitbury once for all.” 

“ It’s just like you. Well 

“ Well, I offered the Town-council to drain the whole town at 
my own expense, if they’d let me have the sewage. And that 
only made things worse ; for as soon as the beggars found out 
the sewage was worth anything, they were down on me, as if I 
wanted to do them — I, Mark Armsworth ! — and would sooner 
• let half the town rot with an epidemic, than have reason to fancy 
I’d made any money out of them. So a pretty fight I had, for 
half-a-dozen meetings, till I called in my lord ; and. Sir, he came 
down by the next express, like a trump, all the way from town, 
and gave them such a piece of his mind — was going to have the 
Board of Health down, and turn on the Government tap, com- 
missioners and all, and cost ’em hundreds : till the fellows shook 
in their shoes ; — and so I conquered, and here we are, as clean as 


a nut, — and a fig for the cholera ! — except down in Water-lane, 
which I don’t know what to do with ; for if tradesmen will run 


up houses on spec in a water-meadow, who can stop them? 
There ought to be a law for it, say I ; but I say a good many 
things in the twelve months that nobody minds. But, my dear 
boy, if one man in a town has pluck and money, he may do it 
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It’ll cost him a few • IVp harl 
ali : Lut I suppose GoJ 

"Why theuT^He’ f®™ you uiust see hL.” 

ea,> he r ’ ‘ Bashi-basouks, 

“ Bashi-fiddles ! I say, Tom, the more I think over it tho 
more I won t do. It’s throwing yourself away. TW say that 

^ contingent is getting on terribly ill’* ^ ^ 

More need of me to make them well.” 

u “and why should it?” 

VV^hy, man alive, if England spends all this money on the 

men, she ought to do her duty by them.” ^ 

I don t see that. As Pecksnilf says, ‘ If England exnpoN 

Spotted ’'^hr ™'y sanguine, aud°wiU be ij!uch 

ursappointed. lliey don t intend to do their duty by her anv 

“ l)on 't . t t ? 'f ^ ‘‘“‘y b/thern ^ 

aJon t intend to do your duty?” 

nntl Ef? because England’s money is necessary to me • 

(lidnb if nie because my skill is necessary to her I 

ri oet .U oiltl^ M^hy should she? 

talk plaiii truth, and leave Bunkum for right honourables who 

m me another Aveed.” 

n eyg “ d philosopher you are ; but go you shan’t ] ’’ 
good ones'Ino’uS’; “ ‘ 

'ihe conversation was interrnpted by the servant •- 
Minclmmpsy,ad was waiting at Mr. Ariusivorth’s office. ' 

sai -3 Jli h f 1 '" “®d gets the worm accordingly, 

saje iMaik as he hurries oil to attend on his ideal hero “ Ym. 

come over to tlie shop in balhaii-liour, mind ” 

iiuiwliy?'’ 

li®‘ving j'our reasons : I have 

time Thn t':!i;.‘'“‘“ S'"'® “ due 

saw “!^3 "ipm hitf ‘® '*'® "^® - ^oom, he 

wai'tct “h, U,et“l yom to himself, as he 

the h,uik outside, and looked through the glass screen. 
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“ How well the old man wears ! I wonder how many fresh thou- 
sands he made since I saw him last, seven years ago.” 

And a very noble person Lord Minchampstead did look j one 
to whom hats went off almost without their owners will , tall 
and portly, with a soldier-like air of dignity and command, which 
was relieved by the good-nature of the countenance. Yet it was 
a good-nature which would stand no trifling. The jaw was deep 
and broad, though finely shaped ; the mouth firm set ; the nose 
slightly aquiline ; the brow of great depth and height, though 
narrow ; — altogether a Julius Csesar’s type of head ; that of a 
TnflTi born to rule self, and therefore to rule all he met. 

Tom looked over his dress, not forgetting, like a true English- 
man, to mark what sort of boots he wore. They were boots not 
quite fashionable, but carefully cleaned on trees ; trousers strapped 
gr tightly over them, which had adopted the mihtary stripe, but 
retained the slit at the ancle which was in vogue forty years ago ; 
frock coat with a velvet collar, buttoned up, but not too far ; 
high and tight blue cravat below an immense shirt collar ; a 
certain care and richness of dress throughout, but soberly behind 
the fashion : while the hat was a very shabby and broken one, 
and the whip still more shabby and broken ; all which indicated 
to Tom that his lordship let his tailor and his^ valet dress him ; 
and though not unaware that it behoved him to set out his 
person as it deserved, was far too fine a gentleman to trouble 

himself about looking fine. 

Mark looks round, sees Tom, and calls him in. 

“ Mr. Thurnall, I am glad to meet you, Sir. You did me 
good service at Pentremochyn, and did it cheaply. I was agree- 
ably surprised, I confess, at receiving a bill for four pounds seven 
shillings and sixpence, where I expected one of twenty or 

thii’ty.” 

“ I charged according to what my time was really worth there, 

my lord. I heartily wish it had been worth more.” 

“ No doubt,” says my lord, in the blandest, but the driest 

tone. 

Some men would have, under a sense of Tom’s merits, sent 
him a cheque off-hand for five-and-twenty pounds : but that is 
not Lord Minchampstead’s way of doing business. lie had 
paid simply the sum asked : but he had set Tom down in his 
memory as a man whom he could trust to do good work, and to 

do it cheaply ; and now — 

. “ You are going to join the Turkish contingent?” 

“ I am.” 

“You know that part of the world well, I believe ? ” 

“ Intimately.” 

** An d the languages spoken there I” 
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“ By no means all ^ Eussian and Tartar well ; Turkish toler 
ably j with a smattering of two or three Circassian dialects.” 

“ Humph ! A fair list. Any Persian 

‘ Only a few words. ” ' ^ 

Humph ! If you can learn one language I presume you can 
learn another. Kow, Llr. Thurnall, I have no doubt that you 
will do your duty in the Turkish contingent.” 

Tom bowed. 

“ But I must ask you if your resolution to join it is fixed I '' 

“ I only join it because I can get no other employment at the 
seat of war.” 

Humph ! You wish to go then, in any case, to the seat of 
war ? ” 

“ Certainly.” 

Ho doubt you have sufl&cient reasons Armsworth^ — ' ^ 

this puts the question in a new light.” 

Tom looked round at Mark, and, behold, his face bore a ludi- 
crous mixture of anger and disappointment, and perplexity. He 
seemed to be trying to make signals to Tom, and to be afraid of 
doing so openly before the great man. 

“ He is as wilful and as foolish as a girl, my lord ; and I’ve 
told him so.” 6 , j 


“ Everybody knows his own business best, ArmsAvorth ; Mr. 
Thurnall, have you any fancy for the post of Queen’s messenger ?” 
“I should esteem myself only too happy as one.” 

They are not to be obtained noAV as easily as they were fifty 

Lay know, to a far higher class 

But J 


years ago 

^ A ^ V 

of men than they were formerly. 


opportunity 


shall do my best to 


Tom was beginning his profusest thanks : for Avas not his 

fortune made ? but Eord Minchampstead stopped him Avith an 
uplifted finger. 


And, meanAvhile, there are foreign employments of AA'^hichr-—''^’^ 
neither those who bestoAV them, nor those who accept them, are 

expected to talk much : but for Arhich you, if I am rif^htly 
informed, Avould be especially fitted.” ° 

Tom boAved ; and his face spoke a hundred assents. 

“ Very well ; if you Avdl come over to IMinchampstead to- 
morroAA% I AA^ill give you letters to friends of mine in ToAvn. I 
trust that they may give you a better opportunity than’ tbs 
Bashi-bazouks will, of displaying that courage, address, and seK- 
command, Avhich, I understand, you possess in so uncommon a _ 
de^ee. Good morning ! ” And forth the great man went. 

Most opposite were the actions of the two AA^hom he had left 
behind him. 

Tom dances about the room, hurrahing in a Avhisper 
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“ My fortune’s made ! The secret service ! Oh, what bliss ! 

The thing I’ve always longed for !” 

Mark dashes hi-mself desperately back in his chair, and shoots 

his angry legs straight out, almost tripping up Tom. 

“ You abominable ass ! You have done it with a vengeance t 
Why, he has been pumping me about you this month ! One 
word from you to say you’d have stayed, and he was going to 

make you agent for all his Cornish property.” 

“ Don’t he wish he may get it % Catch a fish climbing trees I 

Catch me staying at home when I can serve my Queen and my 
country, and find a sphere for the full development of my 
talents 1 Oh, won’t I be as wise as a serpent? Won’t I be 
complimented by * * * himself as his best lurcher, worth any 
ten needy Poles, greedy Armenians, traitors, renegades, rag-tag 
and bob-tail ! I’ll shave my head to-morrow, and buy me an 

assortment of wigs of every hue ! ” 

Take care, Tom Thurnall. After pride comes a fall ; and he 

who digs a pit may fall into it himselfi Has this morning’s 

death-bed given you no lesson that it is as well not to cast 

ourselves down from where God has put us, for whatsoever 

seemingly fine ends of ours, lest, doing so, we tempt God once 

too often ? 


Your father quoted that text to John Briggs, here, many years 
ago. Might he not quote it now to you? True, not one word 
of murmuring, not even of regret, or fear, has passed his good 
old lips about your self-willed plan. He has such utter confi- 
dence in you, such utter carelessness about himself, such utter 
faith in God, that he can let you go without a sigh. But w^ 
you make his courage an excuse for your own rashness ? Again, 

beware ; after pride may come a fall. 

\*^**^* * * * 


On the fourth day Elsley was buried. Mark and Tom were 
' the only mourners j Lucia and Valencia stayed at Mark’s house, 
to return next day under Tom’s care to Eaton Square. 

The two momners walked back sadly from the church-yard. 
“ I shall put a stone over him, Tom. He ought to rest quietly 

now ; for he had little rest enough in this life 

“ Now, I want to talk to you about something ; when I’ve 
taken off my hatband, that is ; for it would be hardly lucky to 
mention such matters with a hatband on.” 

Tom looked up, wondering. 

^ “ Tell me about his wife, meanwhile. What made him marry 

her ? Was she a pretty woman ? ” 

“ Pretty enough, I believe, before she married : but I hardly 
think he married her for her face.” 

“Of course not!” said the old man with emphasis: “of 
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the banker and his daughter. 


Zr T^n ’f ’’■'•d, he'd Le too sensible for 

ttiat. lilon t you marry for a face, Tom ! I didn’t ” 

torn opened Ids eyes at this last sissertion; but liumblv 
oxprt^ed Ins intention of not falHng into that snare. 

ivonnn'* rn'in”'? “ hoautiful 

T .;Z I''"® *1®' in the county!— and 


woma.i I'd like to see he, feUow no,; in thelounty i-ird 
L ^ ten thousand 


n" Ain-. tuuusaiiu 

1 oiHuls, lorn. And as for her looks, why, if youdl believe me, 

H.ftrP.V Wo |] I'^nnT^ .-1 J.\. ^ J 


i?x JIT — ^ yuuai utjjueyo nie 

after ,ve d been married three months, I didn’t know whether 

Shp horl Ol-^TT -A ^XTr■^ . '-'WAJ.W* 


she liad any looks or not. 

A « « 


rogue ? 


smilin 


" Ptcport did say that one look of Mrs. Armsworth’s, to tlie 
<ish Mould do more to manage Mr. ArmsMTjrth than the 


opinions of the Mdmle bench of bishops.'’ 

^ ^on’t know yc 

nther it was a pleasant look, or a cross one, lad. But still- 

*flTA"vJ| T __ ' 


7 V>xv.,^nj iau, JUUO JSLlll 

ell, she was an angel, and kept old Mark straiter than he’s 
ever been since : not that he’s so very bad, now. Thoimh 1 

Rometimes think ^fary’s better even than her mother. That 
girl s a good girl, Tom.” 

‘‘Bcport agrees with you in that, at least.” 
fool if it didn’t. And as for looks? — I can snonV in irm-, oc 


That 


n r ivna as lor looks? — I can speak to you as 

to my own son— ^vhy, handsome is that handsome does.”'^ 

into V'e account’"*™'' P"* 


n tPen, Tom, ’’-and here 


T\r 1 • n . , vinsiiy xujji, — ana iiere 

Mark was seized with a tendency to St. Vitus’s dance, and began 

over imi lTlCT nirnr^r l.- . . i . 


^ T , — J ^ ’ i-uuo c!) uit-uee, ana Denan 

1 f 1^ " ^'^^’itching up his blLk 


rrlm^nr. +n] / 1.1 y ‘ up JUS OiaCJi 

fbpv ? ^ 1 undertakers gloves are generally meant to do) 

uliev niiT'.^f, 111 linir o ri /'*r»i-v»-v ^-.1 - . j 1 • / 


they burst in half-a-dozen places; takluAff V d^^h,; twi n l 

Jiont nnvl Al . 1 i . . - . ’ 1 


u 1 i‘ 1 T •*• ’ W .4 jiio jiHi, vvjnulU ills 

head hcrccly, and putting the hat on again behind before ” till 

J 4 T. iD^'r. no C’T'»r»t-/-k i/~v/J l-w^— O m .... ’ 


of 1 A T 1 T • ^ UKSlLilH^l UC 1 01 ’^ I HU 


^ on tliink so, eh ? A^’^ell J must <?tv if cn TM Rnn- i 
If mil 11, mr i n o It, sso Id better have 

n out noM, hatband or none ! What do A"On tln’nl' nf fliAi 


u rn now, natoand or none ! What do you think of the man 
Mho married my daughter, fice and all T’ 

C L 1 1 11 .T« -• 


1 shonld think, quoth Tom, wmnderiug vdio the liappy 

man cnuld he, ‘ that he would be so luelqy in iiossessiim such 
a lieart, that be Mmiild be a fool to care about the face.” 


11 en be as good as jmur word, and take her voni-self. I’ye 


. 1 T .1 . - , c/ -- luiivi:; JUM \UurSPlT I VP 

wa ched you tins last week, and you’ll make her „ good hu'shand 

’ k yy ’• S?.® 1'®- ™ ™ore ahoutit.” 


A •» i\r 1 1 1^ atw iiiuic; il. 

side,'highi; eVci w.‘"' >- 

b.y ^femewk!y'’"y‘’y'® ’'® 

, a-fonUiea ami far less nuzzled ton. “ 
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thought he, “I fancied nothing could throw my steady old 
engine off the rails ; but I am off them now, with a vengeance.'’ 
What to say he knew not ; at last — 

“ It is just like your generosity, Sir ; you have been a brother 


to my father ; and now — 

“ And now I’ll be a father to you ! 


Old Mark does nothing 


by halves.” 

“But, Sir, however luclcy I should be in possessing Miss 
Armsworth’s heart, what reason have I to suppose that I do so 1 
I never spoke a word to her. I needn’t say that she never did 
to me — which — 

“ Of course she didn’t, and of course you didn’t. Should like 
to have seen you making love to my daughter, indeed ! i!Io, 
Sir ; it’s my w^l and pleasure. I’ve settled it, and done it shall 
be ! I shall go home and tell Mary, and she’ll obey me — I 
should like to see her do anything else ! Hoity, toity, fathers 
must be masters, Sir ! even in these fly-away new times, when 
young ones choose their own husbands, and their own politics, 
and their own hounds, and their own religion too, and be 
hanged to them ! ” 

\^at did this unaccustomed bit of bluster mean 1 for unac- 
customed it was ; and Tom knew well that Mary Arms worth had 
her own wa}’’, and managed her father as completely as he managed 


Whitbury. 

“ Humph ! 


It is impossible; and yet it must be 


This 


explains his being so anxious that Lord Minchampstead should 
approve of me. I have found favour in the poor dear thing’s 
eyes, I suppose : and the good old fellow knows it, and won’t 
betray her, and so shams tjuant. Just like him !” But — that 
Mary Armsworth should care for him ! Vain fellow that he 
was to fancy it ! And yet, when he began to put things 
together, little silences, little looks, little nothings, which all 
together might make something. He would not slander her 
to himself by supposing that her attentions to his father 
were paid for his sake : but he could not forget that it was 
she, always, wlio read his letters aloud to the old man : or 
that she had taken home and copied out the story of liis ship- 
wreck. Beside, it was the only method of explaining Mark’s 
conduct, save on the supposition that he had sudde^y been 

“ changed by the fairies ” in his old age, instead of in the cradle, 
as usual. 

It was a terrible temptation; and to no man more than to 
Thomas ThumaU. He was no boy, to hanker after mere animal 
beauty ; he had no delicate visions or lofty aspirations ; and he 
knew (no man better) the plain English of fifty thousand pounds, 
and Mark Armsworth ’s daughter — a good house, a good con 
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Oh, to see 


suiting practice (for he would take his M.D. of course), a good 
station in the county, a good clarence with a good pair of horses, 
good plate, a good dinner with good company thereat ; and, 
over and above all, his father to live with him ; and with Mary, 
whom he loved as a daughter, in luxury and peace to his life's 
end. — Why, it was all that he had ever dreamed of, three times 
more than he ever hoped to gain ! — I^ot to mention (for how 
oddly little dreams of selfish pleasure slip in at such moments !) 
— that he would buy such a Eoss’s microscope ! and keep such 
a horse for a sly by-day 'with the Whitford Priors j 
onoe again a fox break from Coldharbour gorse ! 

And then rose up before his imagination those drooping stead- 
fast eyes ; and Grace Harvey, the suspected, the despised, seemed 
to look through and through his inmost soul, as through a home 
which belonged of right to her, and where no other woman musP_ 
dwell, or could dwell ; for she was there ; and he knew it ; and 
knew that, even if he never married till his dying day, he should 
sell his soul by marrying any one but her. “ And why should 
I not sell my soul ? ” asked he, almost fiercely. “ I sell my 
talents, my time, my strength ; I’d sell my life to-morrow, and 
go to be shot for a shilling a day, if it would make the old man 
comfortable for life ; and why not my soul too ? Don’t that 
belong to me as much as any other part of me 1 Why am I to 
be condemned to sacrifice my prospects in life to a girl of whose 

What is this intolerable fasci- 


Again, 


honesty I am not even sure 'I 

nation ? Witch ! I almost believe in mesmerism now ! 

I say, why should I not sell my soul, as I’d sell my coat, if the 
bargain’s bvt a good one 1 ” 

And if he did, who would ever know ? — Hot even Grace her- 
self. The secret was his, and no one else’s. Or if they did 
know, what matter? Dozens of men sell their souls every year, 
and t^ive thereon : tradesmen, lawj^.ers, squires, popular preachers, 
great noblemen, kings and princes. He would be in good com- - 
pany, at all events : and while so many live in glass houses, 


who dare throw stones ? 

But then, curiously enough, there came over him a vague 
dread of possible evil, such as he had never felt before. He had 
been trying for years to raise liimself above the power of fortune ; 
and he had succeeded ill enough : but he had never lost heart. 
Robbed, shipwrecked, lost in deserts, cheated at cards, shot in 
revolutions, bagging his bread, he had always been the same 
unconquerable light-hearted Tom, whose motto was, “ Fall light, 
and don’t whimper : better luck next round.” But now, what 
if he played his last court-card, and Fortune, out of her close- 
hidden baud, laid down a trump thereon with quiet sneering 
smile 1 And she would 1 He knew, somehow, that he should 
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Dot thrive. His children would die of the measles, his horses 
break their knees, his plate be stolen, his house catch fire, and 
Ifok Annsworth die ir^olvent. What a fool he was, to fancy 
such nonsense ! Here he had been slaving all his life to keep 
his father : and now he could keep him ; why, he would be 
justified, right, a good son, in doing the thing. How hard, how 
unjust of those upper Powers in which he believed so vaguely, 
to forbid his doing it ! 

And how did he know that they forbid him 1 That is toe 
deep a question to be analyzed here : but this thing is note- 
worthy, that there came next over Tom’s mind a stranger feeling 
still— a fancy that if he did this thing, and sold his soul, he 
could not answer for himself thenceforth on the score of merest 
respectability ; could not answer for himself not to drink, gamble, 
squander his money, neglect his father, prove unfaithful to his 
wife ; that the innate capacity for blackguardism, which was as 
strong in him as in any man, might, and probably would, run 
utterly riot thenceforth. He felt as if he should cast away his 
last anchor, and drift helplessly down into utter shame and ruin. 
It may have been very fanciM : but so he felt j and felt it so 
strongly too, that in less time than I have taken to write this he 
had turned to Mark Armsworth ; — 

“ Sir, you are what I have always found you. Do you wish 
me to be what you have always found me ? ” 

“ I’d be sorry to see you anything else, boy.” 

“ Then, Sir, I can’t do this. In honour, I can’t.” 

** Are you married already 1 ” thundered Mark. 

“Not quite as bad as that and in spite of his agitation Tom 
laughed, but hysterically, at the notion. “ But fool I am j for 
I am in love with another woman. I am, Sir,” went he on 
hurriedly. “ Boy that I am ! and she don’t even know it : but 
if you be the man I take you for, you may be angry with me, 
but you’ll understand me. Anything but be a rogue to you 
and to Mary, and to my own self too. Pool I’ll be, but rogue 
I won’t I " 

Mark strode on in silence, fiightflilly red in the face for full 
five minutes. Then he turned sharply on Tom, and catching birti 
by the shoulder, thrust him from him . 

“ There, — go ! and don’t let me see or hear of you ; — that is, 
tni I teU you ! Go along, I say ! Hum-hum ! ” (in a tone half 
of wrath, and half of triumph), “ his father’s child ! If you 
will ruin yourself, I can’t help it.” 

*‘Nor I, Sir,” said Tom, in a really piteous tone, bemoaning 
the day he ever saw Aberalva, as he watched JIark stride into 
his own gate. “ If I had but had common luck ! If I had but 
brought my ;£1,600 safe home here, and never seen Grace, and 
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marriftfl f.hia girl out band ! CommoB luck is all 1 Mdn 

I never get it ! ” 

And Tom went home sulkier than a hear ; but he did not lliii 
his father find out his trouble. It was his last evening with the 

London, and then — 
tiU he died f ** WelL 


man. 


twist about the world agam 


why not 1 A man must die somehow ; but it’s hard on the poor 
old father,” said Tom. 

As Tom was packing his scanty carpet-bag next morning 
there was a knock at the door. He looked out, and saw Arms- 
worth’s clerk. AVhat could that mean I Had the old man 
determined to avenge the slight, and to do so on his father 

claiming some c 
and the doctor. 


might be many between him 


And Tom’s heart beat fast, as J ane 


his hand 


“ No answer. Sir, the clerk says. 

Tom opened it, and turned over the contents more than once 

ere ho could believe his own eyes. 

It was neither more nor less than a cheque on Maik’s London 

banker for just five hundred pounds. 

A half-sheet was wrapped round it, on which wore written 

these words : 

“ To Thomas Thurnall, Esq. for beliaving like a gentleman. 


honouiod at Messrs. Smith, Brown 


Jones, lombard Strc< 
Don’t tell your fatlier. 


acknowledgment 


Ajrmsworth 


“ Queer old world it is ! ” said Tom, when the first burst of 
childish delight w.'is over. “ And jolly old flirt. Dame Fortune, 
after all ! If 1 had written tliis in a book now, who’d have 

believed it 1 ” 

“ Father,” said he, as lie kissed the old man farewell, “ I’ve a* 
little money come in. I’ll send you fifty from I^ondon in a day 
or two, and lodge a hundred and lilty more with bmith and Co. 
So you’ll be quite in clover while 1 am poisoning the Turkeys, 
or at some better work.” 

The old man thanked God for his good son, and only hoped 
that ho was not straitening himself to buy luxurhis for a useless 
old fellow. 

Another sacred kiss on that white head, and Tom was away 
for London, with a fuller purse, and a more self-contented heaxt 
too, than he had known for many a year. 

An d Elsley was left behind, under the grey church spire^ 
sleeping with his fatliers, and vexing his soul with poetry no 
more. Maik has covered him now with a fair Portland slab. Ht 
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too LAtE. 

took Claude Mellot to it this winter before church time, and 
stood over it long with a puzzled look, as if dimly discovering 
that there were more things in heaven and earth than were 

dreamed of in his philosophy. , 

“ Wonderful fellow he was, after all ! Mary shall read us out 

some of his verses to-night. But, I say, why should people be 

horn clever, only to make them all the more miserable ] 

“ Perhaps they learn the more, papa, by their sorrows,^’ said 

quiet little Mary j “ and so they are the gainers after all. 

And none of them having any better answer to give, they all 

three went into the church, to see if one could be found there. 

And so Tom Thurnall, too, went Eastwaxd-Ho, to take, like all 

the rest, what God might send. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

TOO LATE. 

And how was poor Grace Harvey prospering the while 1 
While comfortable folks were praising her, at their leisure, as a 
heroine, Grace Harvey was learning, so she opined, by fearful 
lessons, how much of tl.e unheroic element was still left in her. 
The first lesson had come just a week after the yacht sailed for 
Port Madoc, when the cholera had all but subsided j and it 
came in this wise. Before breakfast one morning she had to go 
up to Heale’s shop for some cordial. Her mother had passed, so 
she said, a sleepless night, and come down stairs nervous and 
without appetite, oppressed with melancholy, both in the spiritual 
and the physical Sense of the word. It was not often so with 
her now. She had escaped the cholera. The remoteness of her 
house j her care never to enter the town ] the punty of the 
’'water, which trickled always fresh from the cliff close by j and 
last, but not least, the scrupulous cleanliness which (to do 
her justice) she had always observed, and in which she had 

trained up Grace, — all these had kept her safe. ^ 

But Grace could see that her dread of the cholera was uitense. 
She even tried at first to prevent Grace from entering an infected 
house j but that proposal was answered by a look^ of horror 
which shamed her into silence, and she contented herself with 
all but tabooing Grace ; making her change her clothes whenever 
^ she came in j refusing to sit with her, almost to eat with her. 
But, over and above all this, she had grown moody, pee^h, 
subject to violent bursts of crying, fits of superstitious depression j 
spent, sometimes, whole days in reading experimental books, 
arguing with the preachers, gadding to and fro to every sermon, 
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ArminiaTi or Calvinist : and at last 



ig ^ 


All this 


seeking rest, and finding 





than 


the body j but what that malady was, Grace dare not even try 





Perhaps it was one of the fits of reH^ous melancholy 


to guess. 

so common in the est country — like ner own, in laci : pernaps 
it was aU ‘‘nerves.” Her mother was growing old, and had a 
great deal of business to worry her ; and so Grace thrust away 
the horrible suspicion by little self-deceptions. 

To; 


She went into the shop. Tom was busy upon his knees 

behind the counter. She made her request. 

“ Ah, Miss Harvey ! ” and he sprang up. “ It wiU be a 

pleasure to serve you once more in one’s life. I am just going. 

“ Going where ? ” 

“ To Turkey. I find this place too pleasant and too poo®.— 
Not work enough, and certainly not pay enougk So I have got 
an appointment as surgeon in the Turkish contingent, and shall 

be off in an hour.” 




1 am 


“ To Turkey ! to the war ? ” 

“ Yes. It’s a long time since I have seen any fightmg. 
quite out of practice in gunshot wounds. There is the medicine. 
Good bye ! You will shake hands once, for the sake of our late 

cholera work together.” 

Grace held out her hand mechanically across the counter, and 
he took it. But she did not look into his face. Only she said, 


half to herself, — 

“ Well, better so. I have no doubt you will be very uselul 

among them.” . 

“ Confound the icicle ! ” thought Tom. “ I really believe that 

And he would have withdrawn 


she wants to get rid of me.” 


his hand in a pet : but she held it still. 

Quaint it was ; those two strong natures, each loving the^ other 
better than anything else on earth, and yet parted by the thinnest 
pane of ice, which a single look would have melted. She longing 
to follow that man over the wude world, slave for him, die for 




him ; he longing for the least excuse for making a fool of him- 
self, and crying, “Take me, as I take you, without a penny, for 
better, for worse ! ” If their eyes had but met ! But they did 
not meet \ and the pane of ice kept them asunder as surely as a 

wall of iron. 


Was it that Tom was piqued at her seeming coldness ; or did 
he expect, before he made any advances, that she should show 

that she wished at least for his respect, by saying something to 

Or was 


clear up the ugly question which lay between them ? 


he, as I suspect, so ready to melt, and make a fool of himself, 


devil 
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himself 


It would have 


AthI yet there are excuses for him. 

- »«re trial to any man’s temper to quit Ahe^va^ the 
belief that he left fifteen hundred pounds behind him. Be that 

as it may, he said carelessly, after a moment’s pause,-— 

“ Well, farewell ! And, by the bye, about that little money 

matter. The month of which you spoke once was up yesterday. 

I suppose I am not worthy yet ; so I shall be humble, and 
wait patiently. Don’t hurry yourself, I beg of you, on my 

account.” j t. j 

She snatched her hand from his without a word, and rushed 

out of the shop. 

He returned to his packing, whistling away as shnll as any 

blackbird. . 

Little did he thinli that Grace’s heart was burstmg,^ as she 

hurried down the street, covering her face in her veil, as if every 
one would espy her dark secret in her countenance. 

But she did not go home to hysterics and vain tears. An 
awful purpose had arisen in her mind, under the pressure of that 
trreat agony. Heavens, how she loved that man ! To be sus- 
pected by him was torture. But she could bear that. It was 
her cross j she could carry it, lie down on it, and endure ; but 
wrong bim she could not — ^would not ! It was sinful enough 
while he was there ; but doubly, unbearably sinful, when he was 
going to a foreign country, when he would need every farthing 
he had. So not for her own sake, but for his, she spoke to her 
mother when she went home, and found her sitting over her 
Bible in the little parlour, vainly trying to find a text which 

suited her distemper. ^ 

“ Mother, you have the Bible before you there.” 

“Yes, child! Why! Whatl” asked she, looking up un- 
easily. 

Grace fixed her eyes on the ground. She could not look her 
“■ mother in the face. 

“ Do you ever read the thirty-second Psalm, mother 1 ” 

“ Which 1 Why not, chHd 1 ” 

“ Let us read it together then, now.” 

And Grace, taking up her own Bible, sat quietly down and 

read, as none in that parish save she could read ; 

“ Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, and whose sin 

is covered. 

“ Blessed is the man unto whom the Lord imputeth not in- 
iquity, and in whose spirit there is no guile. 

“T^en I kept silence, my bones waxed old, through my 

groaning all the day long. 

“ For day and night Thy hand was heavy upon me : mv mois- 
ture is turned to the drought of summer. 
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iniquity hafe 1 
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“ I said, I will confess my transgressions unto the Lord ; an3!^ 
Thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin.” 

Grace stopped, choked with tears which the pathos of her 
own voice had called up. She looked at her mother. There were 
no tears in her eyes : only a dull thwart look of terror and sus- 
picion. The shaft, however bravely and cunningly sped, had 
missed its mark. 


Poor Grace | Her usual eloquence utterly failed her, as most 
things do in which one is wont to trust, before the pressure of a 
real and horrible evil. She had no heart to make fine sentences, 
to preach a brilliant sermon of common-places. What could she 
say that her mother had not known long before she W’as born ? 
And throwing herself on her knees at her mother’s feet, she 
grasped both her hands and looked into her face imploringly, 

“ Mother 1 mother ! mother ! ” was all that she could say : but 
their tone meant more than all words. — Eeproof, counsel, comfort, 
utter tenderness, and under- current of clear deep trust, bubbling 
up from beneath all passing suspicions, however dark and foul, 
were in it : but they were vain. 

Baser terror, the parent of baser suspicion, had hardened that 
^voman’s heart for the while ; and all she answered was, — 

Get up ! What is this foolery ? ” 

“ I will not ! 1 will not rise tlU you have told me.” 

‘‘ What ? ” 


« Whether ” 


whisper, “ wEether you know 

-his belt ? ” 


and she forced the words slowly out in a low 

-of — Mr. Thurnall’s 


anything of 


m on ey 


Belt ? Money ? Do you take me for a 


‘ ‘ Is the girl mad ? 
thief, wench ? ” 

Ho ! no ! no ! Only say you — you know nothing of it ! ” 


“ Psha ! girl ! Go to yom school : ” and the old woman tried 
to rise. 


“ Only say that ! only let me know that it is a dream — a 
hideous dream which the devil put into my wicked, wicked heart 
—and let me know that I am the basest, meanest of daughters 
for harbouring such a thought a moment ! It will be comfort, 
bliss, to what I endure ! Only say that, and I will crawl to your 
feet, and beg for your forgiveness, — ask you to beat me, like a 
child, as I shall deserve ! Drive me out, if you will, and let 
me die, as I shall deserve ! Only say the word, and take this 
fire from before my eyes, which bums day and night, — till my 
bi-ixin is dried up with misery and shame ! Mother, mother, 

sneab I ” . 
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iUBpecting all others of being false as itself, had engendered in 

that mother’s heart. j j. i 

“ Yes, viper ! I see your plan ! Do you think I do not know 

that you are in love with that fellow 1 ” ^ i* 

Grace started as if she had been shot, and covered her face 

with her hands. ^ v -u x 

« res ! and want me to betray myself— -to tell a he about 

mvsojfL that you may curry favour with him— a peniless, un- 


believing — 

» Mother ! ” almost 


kill me if you will 
cr to end ! What els 


And the woman, in the hurry of her passion, confirmed the 
equivocation with an oath ; and then ran on, as if to turn her 
own thoughts, as well as Grace’s, into commonplaces about a 
poor old mother, who cares for nothing but you ; who has worked 
her fingers to the bone for years to leave you a little money when 
she is gone ! I wish I were gone ! I wish I were o^t of this 
wretched ungrateful world, I do 1 To have my own child turn 

against me in my old age ! ” n 

Grace lifted her hands from her face, and looked steadfastly at 

her mother. And behold, she knew not how or why, she felt 
that her mother had forsworn herself. A strong shudder passed 
through her ; she rose and was leaving the room in silence. 

“ Where are you going, hussy ? Stop ! ” screamed her mother 
between her teeth, her rage and cruelty rising, as it will with 
weak natures, in the very act of triumph 
man 1 ” 


young 


And 

i/ 

with such vague 


pray,” said Grace quietly ; and loc^g herself mto the 
empty schoolroom, gave vent to all her feelings, but not in tears. 
How she upbraided herself 1— She had not used her strength j 

she had not told her mother all her heart, 
she tell her heart 1 How face her mothe. 

picions, hardly supported by a single fact 1 Mow argue it out 
against her like a lawyer, and convict her to her face 1 YThat 
daughter could do that, who had human love and reverence left 
in her 1 Ho ! to touch her inward witness, as the Quakers well 
and truly term it, was the only method : and it had faded. 
“ God help me 1 ” was her only cry : but the help did not come 
yet; there came over her instead a feeling of utter loneliness. 
WiUis dead ; ThurnaU gone ; her mother estranged ; and, like 
a child lost upon a great moor, she looked round all heaven and 
earth, and there was none to counsel, none to guide 

J --1 J TT_ ^1— . rtT 

not even Lroa. 

sin i And was she not living 


—perhaps 

-Hr w ^ — ^ ^ X 

For would He help her as long as she lived in 

m m • n ^ . 


wrong 
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It is sometimes true, the popular saving that 
comes after storm. Sometimes LI, or wh^co^d Uyl J 


sunshine 


antitheW 

m most Immaii livept 


Luore are periods oi trouble, blow foUowing blow, w. _ 

Tiave, from opposite and unexpected quarters, with no natural 
or^^logical sequence, till all God’s biUows ha^e gone over the 


How paltry and helpless, in such dark times, are aU theories 

A;\r-T?^r i all proud attempts, like that of Gothe’s 

ilhelm Meister, to hang self-poised in the centre of the abyss 

and there wganize for oneself a character by means of circum- 

-1 graceful enough does that dream 

look, while all the circumstances themselves— all which stands 

around— are ea^y and graceful, obliging and commonplace, lil^e 
the sphere of petty experiences with which Gothe sunnunds his 
insipid hero. Easy enough it seems for a man to educate him- 
self without God, as long as he lies comfortably on a sofa, with 
a cup of coffee and a review : but what if that “ demonic 
element of the universe,” which Gothe confessed, and yet in his 

In vn-nAncj-nnoo 4-^ : 1 i j ±i±^ 


Inxuriousness tried to ignore, because he could not explain— 
what if that broke forth over the graceful and prosperous student 

flS if. mflTr Qmr TnriYr»n«n 4 - 0 :j? 4.1 • ^ 

tiling 


as it may any moment ? ,, ix ^vum unng, or some person, 

or many things, or many persons, one after the other (questions 
which he must get answered then, or die), took him up and 
dashed him dovm, again, and again, and again, till he was ready 
to cry, I reckoned till morning that like a lion he will break 

I end of 

me ? yVlicit if li6 tliiis found linnsclf ^ 


, — — .LxxAxxouxx xiuiitju penorce amid 

the real universa experiences of humanity ; and made free, in 

lumself, by doubt and fear and horror of great darkness, 
of the brotherhood of woe, common alike to the simplest peasant- 

WOTEJfl.Tl, n.-nrl fn ATrovrr 1 -I , -T. , . 


-- — ? c^.LXi.vv^ tu uiit; isimviesi peasant- 

woman, and to eyeiy great soul perhaps, who has left his impress 
md sign manual upon the hearts of after generations 1 Jew 
Heathen or Christian ; men of the most opposite creeds and 
aims ; whether it bo Moses or Socrates, Isalh or Epictetus 


Bacon or 1;;^, ^hoTi^rin’ l^SSou” 


each and all of 


- himself, 

them have tins one fact in common— that once In their lives at 
leasy they hare gone down into the bottomless pit, and “ stato 
aU inferno ’’-as the cMdren used truly to say of ba7te /and 

TP. n T.T.O'f r\ n Irf-y 1_ T ii ^ 


there out of the utter d.arlmess, have as\ed ^te /i^^ “ii ^f“u 

d^wiTmoV’ ^ ^ - He 

Wliat refuge then in self-oducation ; when a man feels himself 
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powerless in the giipe of some unseen and inevitable power, 
knows not whether it be chance, or necessity, or a devouri^ 
fiend? To wrap himself sternly in himself, and cry, “I wiU 
endure, though all the universe be against me j ” — ^how fine it 
sounds ! — But who has done it ? Could a man do it perfectly 
but for one moment, — could he absolutely and utterly for one 
moment isolate himself, and accept his own isolation as a fact, 
he were then and there a madman or a suicide. As it is, his 
nature, happily too weak for that desperate self-assertion, falls 
back recklessly on some form, more or less graceful according to 
the temperament, of the ancient panacea, “ Let us eat and drink, 
for to-morrow we die.” Why should a man educate self, when 
he knows not whither he goes, what will befall him to-night ? 
No. There is but one escape, one chink through which we may 
see light, one rock on which our feet may find standing-place, 
even in the abyss : and that is the belief, intuitive, inspired, due 
neither to reasoning nor to study, that the billows are God’s 
billows ; and that though we go down to hell. He is there also j 
— the belief that not we, but He, is educating us ; that these 
seemingly fantastic and incoherent miseftes, storm following 
earthquake, and earthquake fire, as if the. caprice of all the 
demons were let loose against us, have in H\s iMind a spiritual 
coherence, an organic unity and purpose (though we see it not) ; 
that sorrows do not come singly, only because He is making 
short work with our spirits ; and because the more effect He sees 
produced by one blow, the more swiftly He follows it up by 
another ; tiU, in one great and varied crisis, seemingly long to 
us, but short enough compared with immortality, our spirits 
may be — 

‘ ‘ Heated hot with burning fears, 

And bathed in baths of hissing tears, 

And battered with the strokes of doom, 

To shape and use. ” 


And thus, perhaps, it was with poor Grace Harvey. At least, 
happily for her, she began after a while to think that it was so. 
Only after a while, though. There was at first a phase of 
repining, of doubt, almost of indignation against high heaven. 
Who shall judge her ? What blame if the crucified one writhe 
when the first nail is driven ? What blame if the stoutest turn 


sick and giddy at the first home-thrust of that sword which 
pierces the joints and marrow, and lays bare to self the secrets 
of the heart ? God gives poor souls time to recover their 
breaths, ere He strikes again ; and if He be not angry, why 
should we condemn ? 


Poor Grace ! Her sorrows had been thickening fast during 
the last few months. She was schoolmistress again, true ; but 
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where were her children 1 Those of them whom she loved best, 
were swept away by the cholera ; and could she face the remnant, 
each in mourning for a parent or a brother ? That alone was 
grief enough for her ; and yet that was the lightest of all her 
griefs. She loved Tom Thurnall — how much, she dared not tell 
herself ; she longed to “ save him. She had thought, and not 
untruly, during the past cholera weeks, that he was softened, 
opened to new impressions : but he had avoided her more than ever 
— perhaps suspected her again more than ever — and now he was 
gone, gone for ever. That, too, was grief enough alone. But darkest 
and deepest of all, darker and deeper than the past shame of 
being suspected by him she loved, was the shame of suspecting 
her own mother — of believing herself, as she did, privy to that 
shameful theft, and yet unable to make restitution. There was 
the horror of all horrors, the close prison which seemed to stifle 
her whole soul. The only chink through which a breath of air 
seemed to come, and keep her heart alive, was the hope that 
some how, some where, she might flmd that belt, and restore it 
without her mother’s knowledge. 

But more — the first of September was come and gone ; the 
bill for five-and- twenty pounds was due, and was not met. Grace, 
choking down her honest pride, went off to the grocer, and, with 
tears which he could not resist, persuaded him to renew the bill 
for one month more ; and now that month was all but past, and 
yet there was no money. Eight or ten people who owed Mrs. 
ITarvey money had died of the cholera. Some, of coiu’se, had 
left no effects ; and all hope of their working out their debts 
was gone. Some had left money behind them : but it was 
still in the lawyer’s hands, some of it at sea, some on mort- 
gage, some in houses which must be sold ; till their affairs 
were wound up — (a sadly slow affair when a country attorney 
has a poor man’s unprofitable business to transact) — nothing 
could come in to Mrs. Harvey. To and fro she went with 
knitted brow and liea^";}^ heart ; and brought home again only 
promises, as slie had done a hundred times before. One day she 
went up to Mrs. Healo. Old Hcale owed her thirteen pounds 
and more : but that was not the least reason for pajdng. His 
cholera patients had not paid liim ; and whether Heale had the 

he was not going to pay his debts till 
other people paid theirs. Mrs. Harvey stormed ; Mrs. Heale 
gave her as good as she brought ; and ]\Irs. Harvey threatened to 
County Coiu’t her husband ; whereon IMrs. Heale, €}i revanche, 
dragged out the books, and displayed to the poor widow’s horror- 
struck eyes an account for medicine and attendance, on her and 
Grace, which nearly swallowed up the debt. Poor Grace was 

^ J _T .. 1 V V •V VI • 


money by him or not. 
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her desp^, with being a btirdeii. Was she not a burden 1 
she not be one henceforth ? No, she would take in needlewor^ 

labour in the fields, heave baUast among the coarse pauper-girls 

on the quay-pool, anything rather : but how to meet the present 

difficulty 1 , , 

We must sell our furniture, mother . • 1 1 -vr i 

“For a quarter of what it’s worth? Never, gnl! No! 

The Lord wiU provide,” said she, between her clenched teeth, 

with a sort of hysteric chuckle. “ The Lo^ will • . 

“ I believe it ; I believe it,” said poor Grace ; but faith is 

weak, and the day is very dark, mother. 

« Dark, ay ? And may be darker, yet ; but the I^rd ^o- 

vide. He prepares a table in the wilderness for his saints that 

the world don’t think of.” ^ 

« Oh, mother ! and do you think there is any door of hope t 

» Go to bed, girl ; go to bed, and leave me to see to that 
Find my spectacles. Wherever have you laid them to, now? 

I’ll look over the books awhile.” 

“ Do let me go over them for you.” 

“ No, you sha’n’t ! I suppose you’U be wanting to make out 
your poor old mother’s been cheating somebody. Why not, if 

I*m a thief. Miss, eh 1 ” ^ 

“ Oh, mother 1 mother ! don’t say that again. 

And Grace glided out meekly to her own chamber, which was 
on the ground-floor adjoining the parlour, and there spent more 
than one hour in prayer, from which no present comfort seemed 
to come j yet who shall say that it was all unanswered ? 

At last lier motlier came up-stairs, and put her head in^angrily : 
— “ Why ben’t you in bed, girl ? sitting up this way ? ” 

** I was praying, mother,” says Grace, looking up as she knelt. 

“ Praying 1 What’s the use of praying? and who’U hear you 
if you pray ? What you want’s a husband, to keep you out of 
the workhouse , and you won’t get that by kneeling here. Get 

to bed, I say, or I’ll pull you up 1 ” i , i. v 

Grace obeyed uncomplaining, but utterly shocked ^ though 

she was not unacquainted with those frightful fits of r uor ose 
unbelief, even of fierce blasphemy, to which the excitable W^est- 
country mind is liable, after having been over-strained by super- 
stitious self-inspection, and by the desperate attempt to prove 
itself right and safe from frames and feelings, wliile fact and 

conscience proclaim it wrong. 

^ The West-country people are apt to attribute these paroxysms 

^ to the possession of a devil ; and so did Grace that night. 

Trembling with terror and loving pity, she lay down, and 
began to pray afresh for that poor wild mother. 

At last the fear crossed her that her mother might make away 
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with herself. But a few years hefbre, another class-leader in 
Aheralva had attempted to do so, and had all but succeeded. 
The thought was intolerable. She must go to her ; face re- 
proaches, blows, anything. She rose from her bed, and went to 
the door. It was fastened on the outside. 

A cold perspiration stood on her forehead. She opened her lips 
to shriek to her mother : but checked herself when she heard 
her stirring gently in the outer room. Her pulses throbbed too 
loudly at first foi^her to hear distinctly : but she felt that it was 
no moment for giving way to emotion j by a strong effort of will, 
she conquered herself; and then, with that preternatural acute- 
ness of sense which some women possess, she could hear every- 
thing her mother was doing. She heard her put on her shawl, 
her bonnet ; she heard her open the front door gently. It was 
now long past midnight. Whither could she be going at that 
hour? 

She heard her go gently to the left, past the window ; and yet 
her footfall was aU but inaudible. Ho rain had fallen, and her 
shoes ought to have sounded on the hard earth. She must have 
taken them off. 


door. 


How she moved again. 


There, she was stopping, just by the school- 

She must have stopped to put 
on her shoes ; for now Grace could hear her steps distinctly, 
down the earth bank, and over the rattling shingle of the beach. 
Where was she going ? Grace must follow ! 

The door was fast : but in a moment she had removed the 
table, opened the shutter and the window. 

“ Thank God that I stayed here on the ground floor, instead 
of going back to my own room when Major Campbell left. It 
is a providence ! The Lord has not forsaken me yet !” said the 
sweet saint, as, catching up her shawl, she wrapped it round her, 
and slipping through the window, crouched under the shadow 
of the house, and looked for her mother. 

She was hurrying over the rocks, a hundred yards'off. Whither ? 
To drown herself in the sea ^ No ; she held on along the mid- 
beach, right across the cove, toward Arthur’s Hose. But why ? 
Grace must know. 

She felt, she knew not why, that tliis strange journey, that 
wild “The Lord will provide,” had to do with the subject of 
her suspicion. Perhaps this was the crisis ; perhaps all will be 
cleared up to-night, for joy or for utter shame. 

The tide was lew ; the beach was bright in the western moon- 
light,: only along: the cliff foot lay a strip of shadow a quarter 
of a mile long, till the Hose, like a great black waU, buried the 
corner of the cove in darkness. 

Along that strip of shadow she ran, croucliing ; now stumbling 
over a boulder, now crushing her bare feet between the sharp 
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pebbles, as, heedless wnere she stepped, she kept her eye fix^ 
on her mother. As if fascinated, she could see nothmg eke m 
heaven or earth but that dark figure, hurrying along with a 
~ dogged determination, and then stopping a moment to look 
round, as if in fear of a pursuer. And then Grace lay doi^ on 
the cold stones, and pressed herself into the very earth ; ^d the 
moment her mother turned to go forward, sprang up and followed. 

An d then a true woman’s thought flashed across her, and 
shaped itself into a prayer. For herself she never thought : but 
if the Coast Guardsman above should see her mother, stop hOT, 
question her 1 God grant that he might be on the other side 

of the point ! And she hurried on again. 

Near the Nose the rocks ran high and jagged ; her mother held 

on to them, passed through a narrow chasm, and disappeared. 

\ Grace now, not fifty yards from her, darted out of the shadow 
into the moonlight, and rah breathlessly toward the spot where 
she had seen her mother last. Like Anderssen’s little sea-maiden 
she went, every step on sharp knives, across the rough beds of 
barnacles ; but she felt no pain, in the greatness of her terror 

llGlt lo"V G« 

She crouched between the rocks a moment j heard her mother 
slipping and splashing among the pools ; and glided after her 
like a ghost — a guardian angel rather — till she saw her emerge 
again for a moment into the moonlight, upon a strip of beach 

beneath the Nose. . 

It was a weird and lonely spot ; and a dangerous spot withal. 

For only at low spring-tide could it be reached from the land, 
and then the flood rose far up the cliff, covering all the shingle, 
and fillin g the mouth of a dark cavern. Had her mother gone 
to that cavern! It was impossible to see, so utterly was the cliff 

shrouded in shadow. 

Shivering with cold and excitement, Grace crouched down, and 
; gazed into the gloom, till her eyes swam, and a hundred fantastic 
figures, and sparks of fire, seemed to dance between her and the 
rock. Sparks of fire ! — ^yes ; but that last one was no fancy. An 
actual flgjgb j the crackle and sputter of a match ! What could 
it mean ? Another match was lighted ; and a moment after, the 
glare of a lanthorn showed her her mother entering beneath the 
polished arch of rock which glared lurid overhead, like the gate- 
way of the pit of fire. 

The light vanished into the windings of the cave. And then 
Grace, hardly knowing what she did, rushed up the beach, and 
crouched down once more at the cave’s mouth. There she sat, 
she knew not how long, listening, listening, like a hunted hare ; 
her whole faculties concentrated in the one sense of hearing ; her 
eyes wandering vacantly over the black saws of rod?, and glisten- 
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ing oar-weed beds, and bright phosphoric sea. Thank Heaven^ 

there was not a ripple to break the silence. Ah, what was that 

sound within ? She pressed her ear against the rock, to hear 

more surely. A rumbling as of stones rolled down. And then, 

—was it a fancy, or were her powers of hearing, intensified by 

excitement, actually equal to discern the chink of coin ? Who 

knows ? but in another moment she had glided in, silently, 

swiftly, holding her very breath ; and saw her mother kneeling 

on the groimd, the lanthorn by her side, and in her hand the 
loiig-lost belt. 

She did not speak, she did not move. She always knew, in 

her heart of hearts, that so it was : but when the sin took bodily 

shape, and was there before her very eyes, it was too dreadful to 

speak of, to act upon yet. And amid the most torturing horror 

and disgust of that great sin, rose up in her the dhinest love for 

the sinner ; she felt — strange paradox — that she had never loved 

her mother as she did at that moment. “ Oh, that it had been 

I who had done it, and not she ! ” And her mother’s sin was to 

her her orvn sin, her mother’s shame her shame, tiU aU sense 

of her mother’s guilt vanished in the light of her divine love. 

“Oh, that I could take her up tenderly, teU her that all is 

forgiven and forgotten by man and God !— serve her as I have 

never served her yet !— nurse her to sleep on my bosom, and 

then go forth and bear her punishment, even if need be on the 

gallows-tree ! ’ And there she stood, in a silent agony of tender 

pity, drinking her portion of the cup of Him who bore the sins 
of all the world. 

Silently she stood ; and silently she turned to go, to go home 
and pray for guidance in that dark labyrinth of confused duties. 
Her mother heard the rustle ; looked up ; and sprang to her feet 
with a scream, dropping gold pieces on the ground. 

Her first impulse was wild terror. She was discovered ; by 
whom, she knew not. She clasped her evil treasure to her 
bosom, and thrusting Grace against the rock, fled wildly out. 

“ Mother ! Mother ! ” shrieked Grace, rushing after her. The 

^hawl fell from her shoulders. Her mother looked back, and 
saw the white figure. 

God s angel ! God s angel, come to destroy me ! as he came 

to Balaam ! and in the madness of her guilty fancy she saw in 

Grace’s hand the fiery sword which was to smite her. 

Another step, looking backward still, and she had tripped over 

fi. stone. She fell, and striking the back of her head against the 
rock, lay senseless. 

Tenderly Grace lifted her up : went for water to a pool near 
by ; bathed her face, calling on her by every term of endearment. 
Slowly the old woman recovered her consciousness, but showed 
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it only in moans. Her head was cut and bleeding. Grace bound 

it up, and then taJdng that fatal belt, bound it ne^ to her oto 

liearty never to be moved from tbence till sbe sbonld put it mto 

f.Vift 'ha.TiHa of bim to whom it belonged. 

And then she lifted up her mother. 

Come home, darling mother ; ” and she tned to make her 

stand and walk. • i.* 

The old woman only moaned, and waved her away impatiently. 

Grace put her on her feet ; but she fell again. 'The lower lambs 

seemed all but paralysed, , , . , , 

Slowly that sweet saint lifted her, and laid her on her own 

back : and slowly she bore her homeward, with actog knees^d 

bleeding feet; while before her eyes hung the picture of Him 

who bore his cross up Calvary, till a solemn joy ^d pride m 

that sacred burden seemed to intertv^e itself with her deep 

misery. And fainting every moment with pain and weakness, she 

if bv suDernatural strength ; and murmured— 

^ 

for Thee V* , -i 

Surely, if blest spirits can weep and smile over the woes md 

heroisms of us mortal men, faces brighter than the stars looked 

down on that fair girl that night, and in loving sympathy called 

her, too, blest. , , , v i • j 

At last it was over. Undiscovered she reached home, laid 

her mother on the bed, and tended her till mornmg : but long 

ere morning dawned stupor had changed mto delirium, and 

Grace’s ears were all on fire with words — which those who have 

ever heard will have no heart to write. ^ ^ . i • i 

And now, by one of those strange vagaries, m which epidemics 

so often indulge, appeared other symptoms ; and by day-dawn 

cholera itself. i v j? 

Heale, though recovering, was stdl too weak to be ol use: 

but, happily, the medical man sent down by the Board of Health 

was still in the town. , , . , , . -u £ i i 

Grace sent for him ; but he shook his head after the first look. 

The wretched woman’s ravings at once explained the case, and 

made it, in his eyes, all but hopeless. 

The sudden shock to body and mind, the sudden prostration 

of strength, had brought out the disease 


and against which she had taken so many 
W which yet lay, all the while, lurking unfelt ii 


syste: 


eight-and-forty 


The 


preachers 

and^ class-leaders 'came to pray over the dying woman : but she 

Bcfeamed to Grace to send them away. She had just sense 
unouffh left to dread that she might betray her own shame. 
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Would she have the new clergyman 




pe^e 


no one ; — no one could help her ! Let ^ 

And Grace closed the door upon all ^ 

treated the wild sufferer’s wild words as the mere fancies 
delirium ; and then Grace watched and prayed, till she found 
herself alone with the dead. 

She wrote 




“ Sir, — I have found your belt, and all the money, I believe 
and trust, which it contaiued. If you will be so kind as to tell 

me where and how I shall send it to you, you will take a heavy 
burden off the mind of 

“ Your obedient humble Servant, 
who trusts that you will forgive her having been unable to fulfil 
her promise.” 


She ad^essed the letter to Whitbury ; for thither Tom had 
ordered his letters to be sent ; but she received no answer. 

The day after Mrs. Harvey was buried, the sale of aU her 
effects was announced in Aberalva. 

Grace received the proceeds, went round to all the creditors, 
and paid them all which was due. She had a few pounds left. 
What to do with that she knew full well. 

She showed no sign of sorrow : but she spoke rarely to any 
one. A dead dull weight seemed to hang over her. To preachers, 
class-leaders, gossips, who upbraided her for not letting them 

see her mother, she replied by silence. People thought her 
becoming idiotic. 

The day after the last creditor was paid she packed up her 
little box : hired a cart to take her to the nearest coach ; and 
vanished from Aberalva, without bidding farewell to a human 
being, even to her school-children. 

* * •Nf 

V avasour had been buried more than a week. Mark and Maiy ” 
were sitting in the dining-room, Mark at his port and Mary at 
her work, when the footboy entered. 

“Sir, there s a young woman wants to speak with you.” 

^ “ Show her in, if she looks respectable,” said Mark, who had 

slippers on, and his feet on the fender, and was, therefore, loth 
to move. 


“ Oh, quite respectable. Sir, as ever I see ; ” and the lad 
ushered in a figure, dressed and veiled in deep black. 

“Well, Ma’am, sit down, pray; and what can I do for you ? ” 
Can you tell me. Sir,” answered a voice of extraordinai’y 
sweetness and gentleness, very firm and composed withal, ‘ 
Mr. Thomas Thurnall is in ^Vhitbury ? ” 


if 
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** Thnmall 1 He has sailed for the East a week ago. May 
I ask your business with him 1 Can I help you in it 1 ” 

The black damsel paused so long, that both Mary and her 
father felt uneasy, and a cloud passed over Mark's brow. 

** Can the boy have been playing tricks!” said he to himself. 

“ Then, Sir, as I hear that you have influence, can you get 
me a situation as one of the nurses who are going out thither, 
so I hear ! ” 

“ Get you a situation ! Yes, of course, if you are competent.” 

“ Thank you. Sir. Perhaps, if you could be so very kind as 
to tell me to whom I am to apply in Town; for I shall go thither 
to-night.” 

“ My goodness ! ” cried Mark. Old Mark don't do things 
in this oflf-hand, cold-blooded way. Let us know who you are, 
my dear, and about Mr. ThurnalL Have you anything against 
him?” 

She was silent. 

“ Mary, just step into the next room.” 

“ If you please. Sir,” said the same gentle voice, “I had sooner 
«hat the lady should stay. I have nothing against Mr. Thurnall, 
God knows. He has rather something against me.” 

Another pause. 

Mary rose, and went up to her and took her hand. 

“ Do tell us who you are, and if we can do anything for you.” 

And she looked winningly up into her face. 

The stranger drew a long breath and lifted her veiL Mary 
and Mark both started at the beauty of the countenance which 
she revealed — hut in a different way. Mark gave a grunt of 
approbation : Mary turned pale as death. 

“ I suppose that it is but right and reasonable that I should 
teU you, at least give proof of my being an honest person. For 
my capabilities as a nurse — I believe you know Mrs. Yavasour ? 
I heard that she has been staying here.” 

“ Of course. Do you know her ? ” 

A sad smile passed over her face. 

“ Yes, well enough, at least for her to speak for me. I should 
have asked her or Miss St. Just to help me to a nurse’s place : 
but I did not like to trouble them in their distress. How is 


the poor lady now. Sir ? ” 

“I know who she is ! ” cried Mary, by a sudden inspiration. 

Are you not the schoolmistress 
who saved Mr. Thurnall’s life 1 who behaved so nobly in the 
cholera ? Yes ! I knew you were ! Come and sit down, and 
tell me all ! I have so longed to know you I Dear creature, I 
have felt as if you were my own sister. He — Mr. Thurnall — 


“ Is not your name Harvey ? 


wrote often about all your heroism. 
* „ _ 
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Grace seemed to choke down somewhat : and then answered 
steadfastly — I 

“ I did not come here, my dear lady, to hear such kind words, 
but to do an errand to Mr. Thurnall. Y ou have heard, perhaps, 
that when he was wrecked last spring, he lost some money. 
Yes ? Then, it was stolen. Stolen ! ” she repeated with a great 
gasp : “ never mind by whom. Not by me.” 

“ You need not tell us that, my dear,” interrupted Mark. 
c( 4. ,4- ^nd I have it ; here ! ” and she pressed her 

“ And here I must keep it till I 
give it into his hands, if I follow him round the world ! ” And 


God kept it. 


hands tight over her bosom. 


as she spoke her eyes shone in the lamplight, with an unearthly 
brilliance which made Mary shudder. 

Mark Armsworth poured a libation to the goddess of Puzzle- 
dom, in the shape of a glass of port, which first choked him, and^ 
then descended over his clean shirt front. But after he had 
coughed himself black in the face, he began : — 

“ My good girl, if you are Grace Harvey, you’re welcome to 
my roof, and an honour to it, say I : but as for taking all that 
money with you across the seas, and such a pretty helpless 
young thing as you are, God help you, it mustn’t be, and shan’t 
be, and that’s flat.” 

“ But I must go to him ! ” said she, in so naive half-wild a 
fashion, that Mary, comprehending all, looked imploringly at 
her father, and putting her arm round Grace, forced her into a 
seat. 


“I must go. Sir, and tell him — teU him myself. No one 
knows what I know about it.” 


Mark shook his head. 

“ Could I not write to him 1 


He knows me as well as he 


own 


Grace shook her head, and pressed her hand upon her heart, 
where Tom’s belt lay. 

“ Do you think, ^ladam, that after having had the dream of 

tliis belt, the shape of this belt, and of the money which is in 

it, branded into my brain for months — years it seems like — 

by God’s fire of shame and suspicion; — and seen him poor, 

miserable, fretful, unbelieving, for the want of it — 0 God ! I 

can’t tell even your sweet face aU. — Do you think that now I 

have it it my hands, I can part with it, or rest, tiU it is in his ! 

No, not though I walked barefoot after him to the ends of the 
earth.” 

“ Let liis father have the money, then, and do you take him 
the belt as a token, if you must — ” 

That s it, Mary ! ” shouted Mark Armsworth, “ you always 
tome in with the right hint, girl ! ” and Hie two, combining 
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their forces, at last talked poor Grace over. But upon going out 
herself she was bent. To ask his forgiveness in her mother’s 
name, was her one fixed idea. He might die, and not know all, 
not -have forgiven all, and go she must. 

“ But it is a thousand to one against your seeing him. We, 
even, don’t know exactly where he is gone.” 

Grace shuddered a moment ; and then recovered her calmness. 

I did not expect this ; but be it so. I shall meet him if 
God wills ; and if not, I can still work — ^work.” 

“ I think, Mary, you’d better take the yoimg woman up-stairs, 
and make her sleep here to-night,” said Mark, glad of an excuse 
to get rid of them ; which, when he had done, he pulled his 
chair round in front of the fire, put a foot on each hob, and 
began rubbing his eyes vigorously. 

“ Dear me ! Dear me ! What a lot of good people there are 
in this old world, to be sure ! Ten times better than me, at 
least — make one ashamed of oneself : — and if one isn’t even 
good enough for this world, how’s one to be good enough for 
heaven ? ” 

And Mary carried Grace up-stairs, and into her own bed-roo 
*‘A bed should be made up there for her. It would do her 
good just to have anything so pretty sleeping in the same rooi 
And then she got Grace supper, and tried to make her talk : but 
she was distrait, reserved; for a new and sudden dread had 
seized her, at the sight of that fine house, fine plate, fine friends. 
These were his acquaintances, then ; no wonder that he would 
not look on such as her. And as she cast her eye round the 
really luxurious chamber, and (after falteringly asking Mary 
whether she had any brothers and sisters) guessed that she must 
be the heiress of aU that wealth, she settled in her heart that 
Tom was to marry Mary ; and the intimate tone in which Mary 
spoke of him to her, and her innumerable inquiries about him, 
made her more certain that it was a settled thing. Handsome 
she was not, certainly ; but so sweet and good ; and that her 
own beauty (if she was aware that she possessed any) could have 
any weight with Tom, she would have considered as an insult to 
his sense ; so she made up her mind slowly, but steadily, that 
thus it was to be ; and every fresh proof of Mary’s sweetness 
and goodness was a fresh pang to her, for it showed the more 
how probable it was that Tom loved her. 

Therefore she answered all Mary’s questions carefully and 
honestly, as to a person who had a right to ask ; and at last went 
to her bed, and, worn out in body and mind, was asleep in a 
moment. She had not remarked the 


igh which escaped Mary, 
as she glanced at that beautiful head, and the long black tresses 
which streamed down for a moment over the white shoulders er<- 


H 


2 
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they were knotted back for the nighty and then at her own poOf 
countenance in the glass opposite. 




ft was long past midnight when Grace woke, she knew not 
how, and looking up, saw a light in the room, and Mary sitting 
still over a book, her head resting on her hands. She lay quiet 
and thought she heard a sob. She was sure she heard tears 
drop on the paper. She stirred, and Mary was at her side in a 

moment. 


“ Did you want anything 1 
“ Only to — to remind you. 



Ma’am, it is not wise to sit up so 


“ Only that f’ said Mary, laughmg. “ I do that every night, 
alone with God j and I do not think He will be the farther off^ 

for your being here ! ” 

‘‘ One thing I had to ask,” said Grace. It would lessen 
my labour so, if you could give me any hint of where he 


might be.” 

“We know, as we told you, as little as you. His letters are 
to be sent to Constantinople. Some from Aberalva are gone 


thither already.” 

“ And mine among them !” thought Grace. “ It is God’s will ! 

. . . Madam, if it would not seem forward on my part — if you 
could tell him the truth, and what I have for him, and where I 
am, in case he might wish — wish to see me when you were 

writing.” 

“ Of course I will, or my father will,” said Mary, who did not 
like to confess either to herself or to Grace, that it was very 
improbable that she would ever write again to Tom ThurnaU. 

And so the two sweet maidens, so near that moment to an 
explanation, which might have cleared up aU, went on each in 

her ignorance ; for so it was to be. j 

The next morning Grace came doivn to breakfast, modest, 
cheerful, charming. Mark made her breakfast ivith them ; gave 
her endless letters of recommendation; wanted to take her to 
see old Doctor Thuinall, which she declined, and then sent her 
to the station in his own carriage, paid her fare first-class to Town, 
and somehow or other contrived, with Mary’s help, that she 
should find in her bag two ten-pound notes, which she had never 
seen before. After which he went out to his counting-house, 


only remarking to Mary — 

“ Very extraordinary young woman, and very handsome, too. 
Will make some man a jewel of a wife, if she don’t go mad, or 
die of the hospital fever.” 

To vdiich Mary fully assented. Little she guessed, and little 
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did her &ther, that it was for Grace’s sake that Tom had refused 
her hand. 

A few days more, and Grace Harvey also had gone Eastward 

Ho. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

A RECENT EXPLOSION IN AN ANCIENT CRATER. 

It is, perhaps, a pity for the human race in general, that some 
enterprising company cannot buy up the Moselle (not the wine, 
but the river), cut it into five-mile lengths, and distribute them 
over Europe, wherever there is a demand for lovely scenery. Eor 
lovely is its proper epithet ; it is not grand, not exciting — so 
much the better j it is scenery to live and die in j scenery to 
settle in, and study a single landscape, till you know every rock, 
and walnut-tree, and vine-leaf by heart : not merely to run 
through in one hasty steam-trip, as you now do, in a long burn- 
ing day, which makes you not “ drunk ” — but weaiy — “ with 
excess of beauty.” Resides, there are two or three points so 
superior to the rest, that having seen them, one cares to see 
nothing more. That paradise of emerald, purple, and azure, 
which opens behind Treis j and that strange heap of old-world 
houses at Rerncastle, which have scrambled up to the top of a 
rock to stare at the steamer, and have never been able to get 
do^ again— between them, and after them, one feels like a 
child who, after a great mouthful of pine-apple jam, is con- 
demned to have poured down its throat an everlasting stream 
of treacle. 

So thought Stangrave on board the steamer, as he smoked his 
way up the shallows, and wondered which turn of the river 
would bring him to his destination. When would it aU be over 1 
And he never leaped on shore more joyfully than he did at Alf 
that afternoon, to jump into a carriage, and trundle up the gorge 
of the Issbach some six lonely weary miles, till he turned at last 
into the wooded caldron of the Romer-kessel, and saw the little 
chapel crowning the central knoU, with the white hicrfi-roofed 
houses of Rertrich nestling at its foot. ° 

He drives up to the handsome old Kurhaus, nestling close 
beneath heather-clad rocks, upon its lawn shaded with hu*re 
horse-chestnuts, and set round with dahlias, and geraniums and 
dehcate tinted German stocks, which fill the air with fragrance • 

a pl^e made only for young lovers certianly not for those 
black-petticoatoa worthies, each with that sham of a sham, the 
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modern tonsure, pared down to a poor florin’s breadth among 
their bushy, well-oiled curls, who sit at little tables, passing the 
lazy day “ ^ muguetter les bourgeoises ” of Sarrebruck and Treves, 
and sipping the fragrant Josephshofer — perhaps at the good 
bourgeois’ expense. 

Past them Stangrave slips angrily ; for that “ development of 
humanity ” can find no favour in his eyes ; being not human at 
all, but professedly superhuman, and therefore, practically, some- 
times inhuman. He hurries into the public room ; seizes on the 
visitor’s book. 


The English ladies came 


The names are there, in their own handwriting : but where 
are they ? 

Waiters are seized and questioned, 
back last night, and are gone this afternoon. 

“ Where are they gone ? ” 

Hobody recollects ; not even the man from whom they hired 
the carriage. But they are not gone far. Their servants and 
their luggage are still here. Perhaps the Herr Ober-Badmeister, 
Lieutenant D * * * will know. “ Oh, it will not trouble fiim 
An English gentleman 1 Her Herr Lieutenant will be only too 
happy;” and in ten minutes der Herr Lieutenant appears, really 
only too happy ; and Stangrave finds himself at once in the 
company of a soldier and a gentleman. Had their acquaintance 
been a longer one, ho would have recognised likewise the man 
of taste and of piety. 

“ I can well appreciate, Sir,” says he, in return to Stangrave’s 
anxious inquiries, “ your impatience to rejoin your lovely country- 
women, who have been for the last three weeks the wonder and 
admiration of our little paradise ; and whose four days’ absence 
was regarded, believe me, as a public calamity.” 

“ I can well beheve it ; but they are not countrywomen of 

mine. The one lady is an Englishwoman ; the other — I believe 
— an Italian.” 


“ And der Herr ? 


)) 


“ An American.” 


“ Ah ! A still greater pleasure. Sir. I trust that you will 
carry back across the Atlantic a good report of a spot aU but 
unknown, I fear, to your compatriots. You will meet one, I 
think, on the retmn of the ladies.” 

“ A compatriot 'I ” 

“ Yes. 


A gentleman who arrived here this morning, and 


who seemed, from his conversation with them, to belong to youi 


noble fatherland. 


di-iving with them this 


noon, whither I unfortunately know not. Adi! good Saint 

—For though I am a Lutheran, I must invoke him 
Look out yonder I ” 


Nicholas 1 


now 
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Stangrave looked, and joined in tke general laugh, of lieutenant, 

waiters, priests and bourgeoises. 

For under the chestnuts strutted, like him in Struwelpeter, aa 
though he were a very king of Ashantee, Sabina’s black boy, 
who had taken to himself a scarlet umbrella, and a great cigar ; 
while after him came, also like them in Struwelpeter, Caspar, 
bretzel in hand, and Ludwig with his hoop, and all the naughty 
boys of Bertrich town, hooting and singing in chorus, after the 
fashion of German children. 

The resemblance to the well-known scene in the German 
child’s book was perfect, and as the children shouted, — 


“ Ein kohlpechrabenschwarzer Mohr, 
Die Sonne schien ihm ins gehim. 

Da nahm er seinen Sonnenschirm ” — 


more than one grown person joined therein. 

Stangrave longed to catch hold of the boy, and extract from 
him all news ; but the blackamoor was not quite in respectable 
company enough at that moment , and Stangrave had to wait 
till he strutted proudly up to the door, and entered the hall with 
a bland smile, evidently having taken the hooting as a homage 
to his personal appearance. 

“ Ah 1 Mas’ Stangrave t glad see you. Sir ! Quite a party of 
us, now, ’mong dese ’barian heathen foreigners. Mas’ Thurnall 
he come dis mornin’ ; gone up pickin’ bush wid de ladies. He ! 
he ! Not seen him dis tree year afore.” 

“ Thurnall I ” Stangrave’s heart sunk within him. His first 
impulse was to order a carriage, and return whence he came j 
but it would look so odd, and, moreover, be so foolish, that he 
made up his mind to stay and face the worst. So he swallowed 
a hasty dinner, and then wandered up the narrow valley, with 
all his suspicions of Thurnall and Marie seething more fiercely 
than ever in his heart. 

Some half-mile up, a path led out of the main road to a 
wooden bridge across the stream. He followed it, careless 
whither he went ; and in five minutes found himself in the 
quaintest little woodland cavern he ever had seen. 

It was simply a great block of black lava, crovmed with 
brushwood, and supported on walls and pillars of Dutch cheeses, 
or what should have been Dutch cheeses by all laws of shape 
and colour, had not his fingers proved to them that they were 
stone. How they got there, and what they were, puzzled him • 
for he was no geologist ; and finding a bench inside, he sat 
dovm and speculated thereon. 

There was more than one doorway to the “ Cheese Cellar.” 
It stood beneath a jutting knoll, and the path ran right through: 
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SO that, as he sat, he could see up a narrosv gorge to his left, 
roofed in with trees ; and down into the main valley on his 
right, where the Issbach glittered clear and smooth beneath red- 
berried mountain-ash and yellow leaves. 

There he sat, and tried to forget Marie in the tinkling of the 


h i n 

of the sleepy doves ; while the ice-bird, as the Germans call 
the water-ouzel, sat on a rock in the river below, and warbled 
his low sweet song, and then flitted up the grassy reach to perch 
and sing again on the next rock above. 

And, whether it was that he did forget Marie awhile j or 

whether he were tired, as he well might have been; or whether 

he had too rapidly consumed his bottle of red Walporzheimer, 

forgetful that it alone of German wines combines the delicacy 

of the Ithine sun with the potency of its Burgundian vinestock, 

transplanted to the Ahr by Charlemagne ; — whether it were any 

of these causes, or whether it were not, Stangrave fell fast asleep 

in the .Kaise-kellar, and slept till it was dark, at the risk of 
catching a great cold. 

How long he slept, he knew not : but what wakened him 
he knew full well. Voices of people approaching; and voices 
which he recognised in a moment. 

Sabina ? Yes ; and Marie too, laughing merrily; and amono“ 
their shriller tones the voice of Thurnall. He had not heard it 
for years ; but, considering the circumstances under which he 
had last heard it, there was no fear of his forgetting it again. 

They came down the side-glen ; and before he could rise, they 
had turned the sharp corner of the rock, and were in the Kaise- 
kellar, close to him, almost touching him. He felt the awkward- 
ness of his position. To keep stiU was, perhaps, to overhear, 
and that too much. To discover himself was to produce a 
scene ; and he could not trust his temper that the scene would 
not be an ugly one, and such as women must not witness. 

He was relieved to find that they did not stop. They were 
laughing about the gloom ; about being out so late. 

“ How jealous some one whom I know would be,” said Sabina, 

“ if he found you and Tom together in this darksome den ! ” 

“ I don’t care,” said Tom ; “ I have made up my mind to 
shoot liim out of hand, and marry Marie myself. Sha’n’t I now, 

my ” — and they passed on ; and dovm to their carriage, which 
>Bd been waiting for them in the road below. 

What hlarie’s answer was, or by Avhat name Thurnall was 

about to address her, Stangrav e did not hear ; but he had heard 
quite enough. 

He rose quietly after a while, and followed them. 

He was a dupe, an ass ! The dupe of those bad women, and 
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of his aiieient enemy ! It was maddening ! Yet, how could 
Sfahina be in fault 1 She had not known Marie till he himself 
bad introduced her 5 and he could not believe her capable of 
such baseness. The crime must lie between the other two. 

However that might be mattered little to him now. He 
would return, order his carriage once more, and depart, shaking 
off the dust of his feet against them ! “ Pah ! There were 

other women in the world ^ and women, too, who would not 

demand of him to become a hero.” 

Ho reached the Kurhaus, and went in ; but not into the 
public room, for fear of meeting people whom ho had no heart 

to face. 

He was in the passage, in the act of settling his account 
with the waiter, when Thurnall came hastily out, and ran 
against him. 

Stangrave stood by the passage lamp, so that he saw Tom^s 
face at once. 

Tom drew back ; begged a thousand pardons ; and saw Stan- 
grave’s face in turn. 

The two men looked at each other for a few seconds. Stangrave 
longed to say, “ You intend to shoot me 1 Then try at once ; ” 
but he was ashamed, of course, to make use of words which he 
had so accidentally overheard. 

Tom looked carefully at Stangrave, to divine his temper from 
his countenance. It was quite angry enough to give Tom excuse 
for saying to himself — 

“ The fellow is mad at being caught at last. Very well.” 

“ I think, Sir,” said he, quietly enough, “ that you and I had 
better walk outside for a few minutes. Allow me to retract the 
apology I just made, till we have had some very explicit con- 
versation on other matters.” 

“ Curse his impudence ! ” thought Stangrave. “ Does he 
actually mean to bully me into marrying her ? ” and he replied 
haughtily enough, — 

“ I am aware of no matters on which I am inclined to be 
explicit with hir. Thurnall, or on which hir. Thurnall has a right 
to be explicit with me.” 

‘‘ I am, then,” quoth Tom, his suspicion increasing in turn. 
“Do you wish. Sir, to have a scene before this waiter and the 
whole house, or will you be so kind as to walk outside with 
me? ” 

“ I must decline. Sir ; not beiug in the habit of holding in- 
tercourse with an actress’s bully.” 

Tom did not knock him down : but replied smilingly enough — 

“ I am far too much in earnest in this matter, Sir, to be 
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are 


stopped by any coarse expressions. Waiter, you may go. 
will you fight me to-morrow morning, or wiU you not ? " 

‘‘ I may fight a gentleman : but hot you.” 

Well, I shall not call you a coward, because I know that 
you ^ are none j and I shall not make a row here, for a gentle- 
man’s reasons, which you, calling yourself a gentleman, seem 
to have forgotten. But this I will do j I will follow you till 
you do fight me, if I have to throw up my own prospects in life 
for it. I will proclaim you, wherever we meet, for what you 
a mean and base intriguer ; I will insult you in Kursaals, 
uane you on public places j I will be Frankenstein’s man to 
you day and night, till I have avenged the wrongs of this poor 
giii, the dust of whose feet you are not worthy to kiss oflf.” 

Stangrave was sm'prised at his tone. It was certainly not 
that of a conscious villain : but he only replied sneeringly, 

“ And pray what may give Mr. Thurnall the right to consider 
liiiiisclf tli6 destined avenger of this frail beauty^s wrongs ] 

* I will tell you that after we have fought j and somewhat 

more. Meanwhile, that expression, ‘ frail beauty,’ is a fresh 

offence, for which should certainly cane you, if she were not 
in the house.” 

‘ drawled Stangrave, feigning an ostentatious yawn, 

_ I believe the wise method of ridding oneself of impertinents 
is to grant their requests. Have you pistols ? I have none.” 

I have both duellers and revolvers at your service.” 

“ Ah ? I think we’ll try the revolvers then,” said Stangrave 
savage from despair, and disbelief in all human goodness. 

“ After what has passed, five or six shots apiece will be hardlv 

outre,” 

^ Hardly, I think, ’ said Tom. “Will you name your second?” 

I know no one. I have not been here two hours : but I 
suppose they do not matter much.” 

“ Humph ! it is as well to have witnesses in case of accident. ' 

There are^ a couple of roystering Burschen in the public room! 

who, I think would enjoy the office. Both have scars on their 

faces, so they will be au fait at the thing. Shall I have the 
honour of sending one of them to you ? ” 

“As you will, Sir; my number is 34.” And the two fools 
turned on their respective heels, and walked off. 


At sunrise next morning Tom and his second are standing on 

the Falkenhohe, at the edge of the vast circular pit, blasted out 

by some explosion which has torn the slate into mere dust and 
shivers, now covered with a thin coat of turf. 

Schdne aussicht ! ” says the Bursch, waving his hand round, 
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in SL ton© whicli is benevolently meant to withdraw Tom s mind 
from painful considerations. 

“ Very pretty prospect indeed. You’re sure you understand 
that revolver thoroughly 

The Bursch mutters to himself something about English non- 
chalance, and assures Thurnall that he is competently acquainted 
with the weapon ; as indeed he ought to be ; for having never 
seen one before, he has been talking and thinking of nothing 
else since they left Bertrich. 

And why does not Tom care to look at the prospect ? Cer- 
tainly not because he is afraid. He slept as soundly as ever last 
night ; and knows not what fear means. But somehoAV, the 
glorious view reminds him of another glorious view, which he 
saw last summer 'walking by Grace Harvey’s side from Tolchard’s 
^ farm, ibid that subject he will sternly put away. He is not 
sure but what it might unman even him. 

The likeness certainly exists j for the rock, being the same in 
botli places, has taken the same general form ; and the 'v^^anderer 
in Ehine-Prussia and Hassau might often fancy himself in Devon 
or Corn'wall. True, here there is no sea : and there no Mosel- 
kopf raises its huge crater-cone far above the uplands, aU golden 
in the level sun. But that bro'wn Taunus far aivay, or that 
brown Hundsruck opposite, "with its deep-wooded gorges barred 
with level gleams of light across black gulfs of shade, might 
well be Dartmoor, or Carcarrow moor itself, high over Aberalva 
town, which he will see no more. True, in Cornwall there would 
be no slag-clilTs of the Falkenley beneath his feet, as black and 
blasted at this day as 'when yon orchard meadow was the mouth 
of hell, and the south-west wind dashed the great liame against 
the cinder cliff behind, and forged it into walls of time-defymg 
glass. But that might well bo Alva stream, that Issbach in its 
green gulf far below, winding along toward the green gulf of 
■' ' the Moselle — he will look at it no more, lest he see Grace herself 
come to him across the down, to chide him, with sacred horror, 
for the dark deed which he has come to do. 

And yet he does not wish to kill Stangrave. Ho would like 
to “wmg him.” He must punish him for his conduct to Marie; 
punish him for last night’s Insult. It is a necessity, but a dis- 
agreeable one ; he would be sorry to go to the war with that 
man’s blood upon his hand. He is sorry that ho is out of prac- 
tice. 

“ A year ago I could have counted on hitting him where I 
liked. I trust I shall not blunder against his 'vitals now. How- 
ever, if I do, he has himself to blame !” 

The thought that Stangrave may kill him never crosses his 
mind. Of course, out of six shots, ffred at all distances from 
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forty paces 
killed ! . . 


to fifteen, one may hit him: but as for boinf 


Tom s heart is hardened j melted again and again this summer 
for a moment, only to freeze again. He all hut believes that he 
bears a charmed life. All the miraculous escapes of his past 
years, instead of making him believe in a living, guiding, pro- 
tecting Father, have become to that proud hard heart the excuse 

for a deliberate, though unconscious, atheism. His fall is surely 
near. 


At last Stangrave and his second appear. Stangrave is haggard, 

not from fear, but from misery, and rage, and self-condemnation. 

This is the end of all his fine resolves ! Pah ! what use in them 1 

What use in being a martyr in this world 1 All men are liars, 
and all women too ! 

Tom and Stangrave stand a little apart from each other, while 
one of the seconds paced the distance. He steps out away from 
them, across the crater floor, carrying Tom’s revolver in bis hand, 
till he reaches the required poiut, and turns. 

He turns : but not to come back. Without a gesture or an 

exclamation which could explain his proceedings, he faces about 

once more, and rushes up the slope as hard as legs and wind 
permitted. 

Tom is confounded with astonishment : either the Bursch is 
seized with terror at the whole business, or he covets the much- 
admii'ed revolver ; in either case, he is making off with it before 
the owner’s eyes. 

“ Stop ! HiUo ! Stop thief ! He’s got my pistol !” and away 
goes ThumaU in chase after the Bursch, who, never looking 
behind, never sees that he is followed : while Stangrave and the 
second Bursch look on with wide eyes. 

Now the Bursch is a “ gyinnast,” and a capital runner; and 
so is Tom likewise ; and brilliant is the race upon the Falken- 
hohe. But the victory, after a while, becomes altogether a 
question of_ wind ; for it was all up-hill. The crater, being one 
of “ explosion, and not of elevation,” as the geologists would 
say, does not slope downward again, save on one side, from its 
outer lip ; and Tom and the Bui“sch were breasting a fair hill, 
after they had emerged from the “kessel” below. ’ 

^ Now, the Bursch had had too much Thronerhofberger the 
night before ; and possibly, as Burschen will in their vacations, 
the night before that also ; v'hereb}'' his diaphragm surrendered 
at discretion, while his heels were yet unconquered; and he sud- 
denly felt a strong gripe, and a stronger kick, which roUed him 
over on the turf. 

Ihe hapless youth, who fancied himself alone upon the moun- 
tain tops, roared mere incoherences ; and Tom, too angry to 
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“ Y ou have murdered the young man I " 

“ But I have not ! ” said Tom, “ Look and see.” 
“ But I saw him fall ! ” 

But he has got up again, and run away.” 

“ So ! Then where is your passport ?” 


cognizable 


ind of a Prussian 


gendarme, remained as an anchor for his brains under the new 
and trying circumstances, and he used it. “ Here ! ” quoth Tom, 
pulling it out. 

The gendarme stepped cautiously forward. 

“ Don’t be frightened. I’ll stick it on your bayonet- 
point j ” and suiting the action to the word, Tom caught the 
bayonet-point, put the passport on it, and pulled out his cigar- 
case. 

“ Mad Englishman ! ” murmured the gendarme. “ So ! The_ 
passport is correct. But der Herr must consider himself under 
arrest. Der Herr will give up his death-instrument.” 

“ By all means,” says Tom : and gives up the revolver. 

The gendarme takes it very cautiously ; meditates awhile how 
to carry it ; sticks the point of his bayonet into its muzzle, and 
lifts it aloft. 


“ Schon ! 
instruments 


Das kriegt ! 


Has der Herr any more death - 


« So ! 


“ Dozens ! ” says Tom, and begins fumbling in his pockets ; 
from whence he pulls a case of surgical instruments, another of 
mathematical ones, another of lancets, and a knife with in- 
numerable blades, saws, and pickers, every one of which he 
opens carefully, and then spreads the whole fearful array upon 
the grass before him. 

The gendarme scratches his head over those too plain proofs 
of some tremendous conspiracy. 

Man must have a dozen hands ! He is surely Pal- 
merston himself ; or at least Hecker, or Mazzini ! ” murmurs he, 
as he meditates how to stow them all. 

He thinks now that the revolver may be safe elsewhere ; and 
that the knife will do best on the bayonet-point. So he unships 
the revolver. 

Bang goes barrel number two, and tlie ball goes into the turf 
between his feet. 

“ You will shoot yourself soon, at that rate,” says Tom. 

“ So ? Dor Herr speaks German like a native,” says the 
gendarme, growing complimentary in his perplexity. “ Perhaps 
der Herr would be so good as to carry his death-instruments 
liimself, and attend on the Herr Polizeii’ath, who is waiting to 
see him.” 

“ By all means ! ” And Tom picks up his tackle, wliile the 
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prudent gendarme reloads; and Tom marclies down the bill, 
the gendarme following, with bis bayonet disagreeably near tbe 

small of Tom’s back. 

Don’t stumble ! Look out for tbe stones, or you 11 nave 
that skewer tbrougb me ! ” 

“ So ! Der Herr speaks German like a native, ’ says tbe 
gendarme, civilly. “ It is certainly der Palmerston,” thinks ne, 

“ his manners are so pobte.” 

Once at tbe crater edge, and able to see into tbe pit, the 
mystery is, in part at least, explained for there stand not only 
Stangrave and Burscb number two, but a second gendarme, two 

elderly gentlemen, two ladies, and a black boy. 

One is Lieutenant D * * * , by bis white moustache. He is 
lecturing tbe Burscb, who looks sufidciently foolish. Tbe other 
is a portly and awful-looking personage in uniform, evidently 
the Polizeirath of those parts, armed with the just terrors of 
the law : but Justice has, if not her eyes bandaged, at least her 
hands tied ; for on his arm hangs Sabina, smiling, chatting, 
entreating. The Polizeirath smiles, bows, ogles, evidently a 
willing captive. Venus had disarmed Ehadamanthus, as she 
has Mars so often ; and the sword of justice must rust in its 


scabbard. 

Some distance behind them is Stangrave, talking in a low 
voice, earnestly, passionately, — to whom but to Marie ? 

And lastly, opposite each other, and like two dogs who are 
uncertain whether to make friends or fight, are a gendarme and 
Sabina’s black boy : the gendarme, with shouldered musket, is 
trying to look as stiff and cross as possible, being scandalised by 
his superior officer’s defection from the path of duty ; and still 
more by the irreverence of the black boy, who is dancing, grin- 
ning, snapping his fingers, in delight at having discovered and 

prevented the coming tragedy. 

Tom descends, bowing courteously, apologises for having been 
absent when tbe highly distinguished gentleman arrived ; and 
turning to the Bursch, begs him to transmit to his friend who 
has run away liis apologies for the absurd mistake which led 


him to, &c. (fee. 

The Polizeirath looks at him with much the same blank 
astonishment as the gendarme had done ; and at last ends by 
lifting up his hands, and bursting into an enormous German 
laugh ; and no one on earth can laugh as a German can, so 
genially and lovingly, and with such intense self-enjoyment. 

“ Oh, you English ! you English ! You are all mad, I think! 
Toothing can shame you, and nothing can frighten you ! Potz 1 
I believe when your Guards at Alma walked into that battery, 
the other day every one of them was whistling your Jim Crow, 
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‘‘ Potz ! 


even after he was shot dead ! ” And the jolly Polizeirath 
laughed at his own joke, till the mountain rang. “But you 
must^ leave the country, Sir ; indeed you must. We cannot 
permit such conduct here — I am very sorry.” 

“ I entreat you not to apologise. Sir. In any case, I was 
going to Alf by eight o’clock, to meet the steamer for Treves. 
I am on my way to the war in the East, via Marseilles. If you 
would, therefore, be so kind as to allow the gendarme to return 
me that second revolver, which also belongs to me 

“Give him his pistol!” shouted the magistrate. 

Let us be rid of him at any cost, and live in peace, like honest 
Germans. Ah, poor Queen Victoria ! What a lot ! To have 
the government of five-and -twenty million such ! ” 

“ISTot five-and-twenty millions,” says Sabina. “That would 

include the ladies ; and we are not mad too, siirelv, vour Excel- 
lency T’ 

The Polizeirath likes to be called your Excellency, of course, 
or any other mighty title which does or does not belong to him ; 
and that Sabina knows full well. 

“ Ah, my dear madam, how do I know that ? The English 

ladies do every day here what no other dames would dare or 

dream what then, must you be at home ? Ach ! your poor 
husbands ! ” 

“ Mr. Thurnall!” calls Marie, from behind. “ Mr. Thurnall I ” 

Tom comes, with a quaint, dogged smile on his face. 

“ You see him, Mr. Stangrave ! You see the man who risked 
for .me liberty, life, — who rescued me from slavery, shame, 
suicide, who was to me a brother, a father, for years ! — with- 
out whose disinterested heroism you would never have set eyes 
on the face which you pretend to love. And you repay him by 
suspicion— insult— Apologise to him, Sir I Ask his pardon 

now, here, utterly, humbly : or never speak to Marie Lavington 
again I ” 

Tom looked first at her, and then at Stangrave. Marie was 

convulsed vuth excitement j her tliin cheeks were crimson, her 

eyes flashed very flame. Stangrave was pale — calm outwardly, 

but evidently not within. He was looking on. the ground, in 

thought so intense that he hardly seemed to hear Marie. Poor 

fellow I he had heard enough in the last ten minutes to be- 
wilder any braiii. 


At last he seemed to have strung himself for 


spoke, without looking up. 
“ Mr. Thurnall ! " 

“ Sir ? ” 


an effort, and 


wron 


I ^ T r ^ \ y 1 1 

V O 

kv e will say no more about it, Sir. It was a mistake, and 
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I do not wish to complicate the question. My true ground of 
quarrel with you is your conduct to Miss Lavington. She 
seems to have told you her true name, so I shall call her 
by it.” 

“ IVhat I have done, I have undone ! ” said Stangrave, look- 
ing up. “ If I have wronged her, I have offered to right her ; 
if I have left her, I have sought her again ; and if I left her 
when I knew nothing, now that I know all, I ask her here, 
before you, to become my wife ! ” 

Tom looked inquiringly at Marie. 

“ Yes ; I have told him all — aU ! ” and she hid her face in her 
hands. 

“ Well,” said Tom, “ Mr. Stangrave is a very enviable person ; 
and the match, in a worldly point of view, is a most fortunate 
one for Miss Lavington ; and that stupid rascal of a gendarme 
has broken my revolver.” 

“ But I have not accepted him,” cried Marie ; “ and I will 
not, unless you give me leave.” 

Tom saw Stangrave’s brow lower, and pardonably enough, at 
this. 


“ My dear Miss Laviagton, as I have never been able to settle 
my own love affairs satisfactorily to myself, I do not feel at all 
competent to settle other people’s. Good-bye ! I shall be late 
for the steamer.” And, bowing to Stangrave and Marie, he 
turned to go. 

“ Sabina ! Stop him ! ” cried she ; “ he is going, without even 
a kind word ! ” 

“ Sabina,” whispered Tom as he passed her, — “ a bad business 
— selfish coxcomb ; when her beauty goes, won’t stand her 
temper and her flightiness : but I know you and Claude will 
take care of the poor thing, if anything happens to me.” 

“You’re wrong — prejudiced — indeed ! ” 

“ Tut, tut, tut ! — Good-bye, you sweet little sunbeam. Good 
morniug, gentlemen ! ” 

And Tom hurried up the slope and out of sight, while Marie 
burst into an agony of weeping. 

“ Gone, without a kind word ! ” 

Stangrave bit his lip, not in anger, but in manly self-reproach. 

“ It is my fault, Marie ! my fault ! He knew me too well of 
old, and had too much reason to despise me ! But he shall have 

and find me worthy of 
you ; and all will be forgotten. Again I say it, I accept your 
quest, for life and death. So help me God above, as I will not 
fail or falter, till I have won justice for you and for your race t 
Marie 1 ” 

He conquered : how could he but conquer > for he was man 


reason no longer. He will come back. 
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and she was womaii j and he looked more noble in her eyi^ 
while he was confessing his past weakness, than he had ever-i: 
done in his proud assertion of strength. 

But she spoke no word in answer. She let him take her 
hand, pass her arm through his, and lead her away, as one who 
had a right. 

They walked down the hill behind the rest of the party, blest, 
but silent and pensive ,* he with the weight of the future, she 
with that of the past. 

“ It is very wonderful,” she said at last. “ Wonderful . . 
that you can care for me. . . . Oh, if I had knovm how noble 
you were, I should have told you all at once.” 

“ Perhaps I should have been as ignoble as ever,” said Stan- 
grave, “if that 3 ^oung English Viscount had not put me on my 
mettle by his own nobleness.” 

“ Ho ! no ! Do not belie yourself. You know what he does 
not ; — what I would have died sooner than tell him.” 

Stangrave drew the arm closer through his, and clasped the 
hand. Marie did not withdraw it. 

“Wonderful, wonderful love ! ” she said, quite humbly. Her 
theatric passionateness had passed ; — • 


“ l^otMng was left of her, 

Now, hut pure womanly.” 

“ That you can love me — me, the slave ; me, the scourged ; 
the scarred — Oh Stangrave ! it is not much — not much really ; 
— only a little mark or two ...” 

“ I will prize them,” be answered, smiling through tears, 
“ more than all your loveliness. I will see in them God’s com- 
mandment to me, written not on tables of stone, but on fair, 
pure, noble flesh. My Marie ! You shall have cause eve7i to 
rejoice iu them ! ” 

“I glory in them now; for, without them, I never should 
have known all your worth.” 



The next day Stangrave, IMarie, and Sabina were hurrying 
home to England ! while Tom Thurnall was hurrying to Mar- 
seilles, to vanish Eastward Ho. 

He has escaped once more : but his heart is hardoued stiU. 
Vhat will his fall be like 1 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

LAST CHRISTMAS EVE. 

And now two years and more are past and gone ; and all 
whoso lot it was have come Westward Ho once more, sadder and 
wiser men to their lives’ end ; save one or two, that is, from 
whom not even Solomon’s pestle and mortar discipline would 
pound out the innate folly. 

Frank has come home stouter and broivner, as well as heartier 
and wiser, than he went forth. He is Valencia’s husband now, 
and rector, not curate, of Aberalva town; and Valencia makes 
him a noble rector’s wife. 

She, too, has had her sad experiences ; — of more than absent 
love ; for when the news of Inkerman arrived, she was sitting 
by Lucia’s death-bed ; and when the ghastly list came home, 
and with it the news of Scoutbush “ severely wounded by a 
musket-ball,” she had just taken her last look of the fair face, 
and seen in fancy the fair spirit greeting in the eternal world the 
soul of him whom she loved unto the death. She had hurried 
out to Scutari, to nurse her brother ; had seen there many a 
sight— che best knows what she saw. She sent Scoutbush back 
to the Crimea, to try his chance once more ; and then came 
home to be a mother to those three orphan children, from whom 
she voT^ed never to part. So the children went with Frank and 
her to Aberalva, and Valencia had learnt half a mother’s duties, 
ere she had a baby of her own. 

And thus to her, as to all hearts, has the war brought a disci- 
pline from heaven. 

Frank shrank at first from returning to Aberalva, when Scout- 
bush offered him the living on old St. Just’s death. But Valen- 
cia aU but commanded him ; so he went : and, behold his retui-n 
was a triumph. 

All was understood now, all forgiven, all forgotten, save his 
conduct in the cholera, by the loving, honest, brave W est-country 
hearts ; and when the new-married pair were rung into the town, 
amid arches and garlands, flags and bonfires, the first man to 
welcome Frank into his rectory was old Tardrew. 

Not a word of repentance or apology ever passed the old bull- 
dog’s lips. He was an Englishman, and kept his oj^inions to 
himself. But he had had his lesson like the rest, two years ago, 
in his young daughter’s death ; and Frank had thenceforth no 
faster friend than old Tardrew. 

Frank is still as High Chui’ch as ever ; and likes all pomp and 

I I 2 
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circuxnstance of worehip. Some few whims he has given up, 
certainly, for fear of giving otFenco ; but he might indulge them 
once more, if he wished, without a quarrel. I’or now that the 
people understand him, he does just what he likes. His congre- 
gation is the best in the archdeaconry ; one meeting-house is dead, 
and the other dying. His choir is admirable ; for Valencia has 
had the art of drawing to her all the musical talent of the tuneful 
West-country folk ; and all that he needs, he thinks, to make his 
parish perfect, is to see Grace Harvey schoolmistress once more. 

What can have worked the change ? It is difficult to say, 
unless it be that Frank has found out, from cholera and hospital 
experiences, that his parishioners are beings of like passions with 
himself; and found out, too, that his business is to leave the 
Gospel of damnation to those wliose hapless lot it is to earn their 
bread by pandering to popular superstition ; and to employ his 
independent position, as a free rector, in telling his people the 
Gospel of salvation — that they have a Father in heaven. 

Little Scoutbush comes down often to Aberalva now, and 
oftener to his Irish estates. He is going to marry the Manchester 
lady after all, and to settle down ; and try to be a good landlord ; 
and use for the benefit of his tenants the sharp experience of 
human hearts, human sorrows, and human duty, which he gained 
in the Crimea two years ago. 

And Major Campbell? 

Look on Cathcart’s Hill. A stone is there, which is the only 
earthly token of that great experience of all experiences which 
Campbell gained two years ago. 

A little silk bag was found, hung round his neck, and lying 
next his heart. He seemed to have expected his death ; for he 
had put a label on it — 

“ To be sent to Viscount Scoutbush for Miss St. Just.” 

Scoutbush sent it home to Valencia, who opened it, blind with 
tears. 

It was a note, written seven years before ; but not by her ; by" 

A simple invitation to dinner in Eaton 
Square, written for Lady Knockdown, but with a postscript from 
Lucia, herself : “Do come, and I will promise not to teaze you 
as I did last night.” 

That was, perhaps, the only kind or famiHar word which he 
had ever had from his idol ; and he had treasured it to the last. 
Women can love, as this book sets forth : but now and then men 
can love too, if they be men, as Major Campbell was. 

And Trebooze of Trebooze ? 

Even Trebooze got his new lesson two years ago. Terrified 
into sobriety, he went into the militia, and soon took delight, 
tbereinu He worked, for the first time in his hfe early and late, 


Lucia ere her marriage. 
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at a work which was suited for him. He soon learnt not to 
swear and rage, for his men would not stand it and not to get 
drunk, for hia messmates would not stand it. He got into hett^ 
society and better health than he ever had had before. W^h 
new self-discipline has come new self-respect and he tells his 
wife frankly, that if he keeps straight henceforth, he has to thank 

for it his six months at Aldershott. 

And Mary ? 

When you meet Mary in heaven, you can ask her there. 

But Frank’s desire, that Grace should become his school- 
mistress once more, is not fulfilled. 

How she worked at Scutari and at Balaklava, there is no need 

to teU. ^Vhy mark her out from the rest, when all did more 
than nobly 1 The lesson which she needed was not that which 
hospitals could teach j she had learnt that already. It was a 
deeper and more dreadful lesson still. She had set her heart on 
finding Tom ; on righting him, on righting herself. She had to 
learn to be content not to find him j not to right him, not to right 


herself. . 

And she learnt it. Tearless, uncomplaining, she “ trusted in 

God, and made no haste.” She did her work, and read her 

Bible ; and read too, again and again, at stolen moments of rest, 

a book which some one lent her, and which was to her as the 

finding of an unknown sister — Longfellow’s Evangeline. She 

was Evangeline j seeking as she sought, perhaps to find as she 

found — No ! merciful God ! Not so ! yet better so than not at 

all. And often and often, when a new freight of agony was 

landed, she looked round from bed to bed, if his face too, might 

be there. And once, at Balaklava, she knew she saw him : but 

not on a sick bed. 

Standing beneath the window, chatting merrily with a group 
of officers — It was he ! Could she mistake that figure, though 


the face was turned away 1 

Her head swam, her pulses beat like church bells, her eyes 
were ready to burst from their sockets. But — she was assisting 
at an operation. It was God’s will, and she must endure. 

When the operation was over, she darted wildly down the 

stairs without a word. 

He was gone. 

Without a word she came back to her work, and possessed 
her soul in patience. 

Inquiries, indeed, she made, as she had a right to do ; but no 
one know the name. She questioned, and caused to be ques- 
tioned, men from Varna, from Sevastopol, from Kertch, from the 
Circassian coast; English, French, and Sardinian, Pole and Turk. 
No one had ever heard the name. She even found at last, and 
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qaestioned, one of the officers who had formed that group be* 
neath the windcw. 

“ Oh ! that man 1 He was a Pole, Michaelowyzcki, or some 

such name. At least, so he said j hut he suspected the man to 
be really a Eussian spy.” 

Grace knew that it was Tom : but she went back to her work 
again, and in due time went home to England. 

Home, but not to Aberalva. She presented herself one day 

at Mark Armsworth’s house in Whitbury, and humbly begged 

him to obtain, her a place as servant to old Dr. Thumall. What 

her purpose was therein she did not explain ; perhaps she hardly 
loiew herself. 

^ Jane, the old servant who had clung to the Doctor through 
his reverses, was growing old and feeble, and was all the more 
jealous of an intruder : but Grace disarmed her. 

“ I do not want to interfere ; I will be under your orders. I 
will be kitchen-maid — maid-of all-work. I want no wages. I 
have brought home a little money with me ; enough to last me 
for the little while I shall be here.” 

And, ^ by the help of Mark and Mary, she took up her abode 
in the old man’s house j and ere a month was past she was to 
him as a daughter. 

Perhaps she had told him all At least, there was some deep 
and pure confidence between them ; and yet one which, so per- 
fect was Grace’s humility, did not make old Jane jealous. Grace 
cooked, swept, washed, went to and fro as Jane bade her ; 
submitted to all her grumblings and tossings ; and then came at 
the old man’s bidding to read to him every evening, her hand 
in his ; her voice cheerful, her face full of quiet light. But her 
hair was becoming streaked with grey. Her face, howsoever 
gentle, was sharpened, as if with continual pain. Ho wonder ; 
for she had worn that belt next her heart for now two years and 
more, till it had almost eaten into the heart above which it lay." 
It gave her perpetual pain : and yet that pain was a perpetual 

joy — a perpetual remembrance of him, and of that walk with 
him from Tolchard’s farm. 

_ Mary loved her —wanted to treat her as an equal — to caU her 

sister : but Grace drew back lovingly, but humbly, from all 

advances ; for she had divined Mary’s secret with the quick eye 

of woman j she saw how Mary grew daily paler, thinner, sadder, 

and knew for whom she mourned. Be it so ; Mary had a right 
to him, and she had none. 

♦ ♦ ♦ * * « 

And where was Tom Thurnall all the while 1 

Ho man could tell 
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Mark inquired ; Lord Minchampstead inquired ; ^eat per- 
Bonages who had need of him at home and abroad inquired : but 

knew, and told Lord Minchampstead, who told Mark, 
in confidence, that he had been heard of last in the Circadian 
mountains, about Christmas, 1854 : but since then aU was blank. 

He had vanished into the infinite unknown. v . 4 . ^ 

Mark swore that he would come home some day : but two 

full years were past, and Tom came not. ^ 

tL old man never seemed to regret him ; never mentioned 

his name after a while. . „ 

“Mark,'' he said once, “remember David. Why weep for 

the child ] I shall go to him, but he will not . . 4 . n 

Hone knew, meanwhile, why the old man needed not to talk 

of Tom to his friends and neighbours ; it was because he and 

Grace never talked of anything else. 

****** 

So they had lived, and so they had waited, tiU that week before 

last Christmas -day, when Mellot and Stangrave made their ap- 
pearance in Whitbury, and became Mark Armsworth s guests. 

The week slipped on. Stangrave hunted on alternate days ; 

and on the others went with Claude, who 

there was sun to do it with) Stangrave End, and hitford 
Priory, interiors and exteriors ; not forgetting the Stangrave 
monuments in Whitbury church ; and sat, too, for many a 
pleasant hour with the good Doctor, who_ took to him at once, 
L all men did. It seemed to give fresh life to the old man to 
listen to Tom’s dearest friend. To him, as to Grace, he could 
talk openly about the lost son, and live upon the memory of his 
prowess and his virtues ; and ere the week was out, the Doctor 
and Grace too, had heard a hundred gallant feats, to tell all 

which would add another volume to this book. 

And Grace stood silently by the old man’s chair, and dranlc 

all in without a smile, without a sigh, but not without fuR many 

a prayer. 

♦ * 

It is the blessed Christmas Eve ; the light is failing fast ; 
when down the high street comes the mighty Roman-nosed rat- 
tail which carries Mark’s portly bulk, and by him Stangrave, on 

a right good horse. 

They shog on side by side — not home, but to the Doctor’s 
house. For every hunting evening Mark’s groom meets him at 
the Doctor’s door to lead the horses home, while he, before ho 
will take his bath and dress, brings to his blind friend the gossip 
of the field, and details to him every joke, fence, find, kill, hap 
and mishap of the last six hours 




488 


LAST CHRISTMAS EVB. 


Iho old man, meanwhile, is sitting quietly, with Claude by 
him, talking — as Claude can talk. They are not speaking ol 
Tom just now : but the eloquent artist’s conversation suits well 
enough the temper of the good old man, yearning after fresh 
knowledge, even on the brink of the grave : but too feeble now, 
in body and in mind, to do more than listen. Claude is telling 
him about the late Photographic Exhibition ; and the old man 
listens with a triumphant smile to wonders which he will never 
behold with mortal eyes. At last, — 

“ This is very pleasant — to feel surer and surer, day by day, 
that one is not needed ; that science moves forward swift and 
sure, under a higher guidance than one’s own ; that the sacred 
torch-race never can stand still ; that He has taken the lamp 
out of old and failing hands, only to put it into young and 
brave ones, who will not falter tdl they reach the goal.” 

Then he lies back again, with closed eyes, waiting for more 
facts from Claude. 

^ “ How beautiful ! ” says Claude— “ I must compliment you, 
Sii* — to see the child-like heart thus still beating fresh beneath 
the honours of the grey head, without envy, without vanity, 
without ambition, welcoming every new discovery, rejoicing to 
see the young outstripping them.” 

“ And what credit, Sh, to us ? Our knowledge did not be- 
long to us, but to Him who made us, and the universe ; and our 
sons’ belonged to Him Hkewise. If they be wiser than their 
teachers, it is only because they, like their teachers, have made 
His testimonies their study. ^Tien we rejoice in the progress 
of science, we rejoice not in ourselves, not in our children, but 
in God our Instructor.” 

And aU the while, hidden in the gloom behind, stands 
Grace, her arms folded over her bosom, watching every move- 
ment of the old man ; and listening, too, to every word. She 
can understand but little of it : but she loves to hear it, for it 
reminds her of Tom ThurnaU. Above all she loves to hear about 
the microscope, a mystery inseparable in her thoughts from him 
who first showed her its wonders. 

At last the old man speaks again : — 

“ Ah ! How delighted my boy will be wdien he returns, to 
find that so much has been done during his absence.” 

Claude is silent awlule, startled. 

“You are surprised to hear mo speak so confidently ? Well, 

I can only speak as I feel. I have had, for some days past, a 
presentiment — you will think mo, doubtless, weak for yielding 
to it. I am not superstitious.” 

“Hot so,” said Claude, “ but I cannot deny that such things 

presentiments may be possible. However miraculous they 
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may seem, are they so very much more so than the daily fact ot 
memory 1 I can as little guess why we can remember the past 
as why we may not, at times, be able to foresee the future.” 

“ True. You speak, if not like a physican, yet like a meta 
physician ; so you wiU. not laugh at me, and compel the weak 
old man and his fancy to take refuge with a girl — who is not 
weak. — Grace, darling, you think still that he is coming 1 ” 

She came forward and leaned over him. 

“ Yes,” she half whispered. “ He is coming soon to us : or 
else we are soon going to him. It may mean that. Sir. Perhaps 
it is better that it should.” 


chnd 


I tell 


you, Mr. Mellot, this conviction has become so intense during tbe 
last week, that— that I believe I should not be thrown off my 
balance if he entered at this moment ... I feel him so near 


that — that 


sounds, that I heard his 


“ Ah, there comes 


now. 

I heard horses’ footsteps,” says Claude. 

Stangrave and our host.” 

“ I heard them : but I heard my boy’s likewise,” said the old 
man quietly. 

The next minute he seemed to have forgotten the fancy, as 

the two hunters entered, and Mark began open-mouthed as 
usual — 


Well, Hed ! In good company, eh ? 
I am! We shall have a white Chris 


That’s rig 


Mortal 

Snow’s 


coming. 

“ What sport ? ” asked the Doctor blandly. 

“ Oh ! Hothing new. Pothered about Sidi'icstone till one. 
Got away at last with an old fox, and over the downs into the 
vale. I think hlr. Stangrave liked it? ” 

“ hlr. Stan^ave likes the vale better than the vale likes him. 
I have fallen into two brooks following, Claude ; to the deliglit 
of* all the desperate Englishmen.” ° 

“ Oh ! ^ You rode straight enough, Sir I You must pay for 
your fun in the vale : — but then you have your fun. But there 
were a good many falls the last ten minutes ; ground heavy, and 
pace awful j old Bat-tail had enough to do to hold his ovm. Saw 
one fellow ride bang into a pollard- window, when there was an 
open gate close to him— cut his cheek open, and lay ; but some 
one said it was only Smith of Ewebury, so I rode on.” 

^ “ I hope you i^glish showed more pity to your wounded 
friends in the Crimea,” quoth Stangrave, laughing, “I wanted to 

stop and pick him up : but Mr. Armsworth would not hear 

of it.” 
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“Oh, Sir, if it had been a stranger like you, half the field 

^ m A m m m A A A « « m A 


round 


he breaks his neck on purpose three days a week : — by the 

Suspected his 
1 the morning; 

into his own covers, and blazes away for an hour. 


bye, Doctor, got a good story of him for you. 
keepers last month. 


l^obody 

comes. Home to oea, ana tries me same thing next night. ITot 
a soul comes near him. ^fext morning has up keepers, watchers, 
beaters, the whole posse; and ‘^iTow, you rascals! I’ve been 
poaching my own covers two nights running, and you’ve been all 
drunk in bed. There are your wages to the last penny ; and 
vanish I I’ll be my own keeper henceforth ; and never let me 


see your faces again 1 

The old Doctor laughed cheerily, 
your fox 1 ” 

‘ ‘ All right : but it was a burste 
Mr. Stangravo. Aiternoon runs ar 
an empty fox and a good scent after one o’clock.” 


W ell : but did you kill 
-just what I always teU 


behind 


huntin 


; is an epitome of human life. You chop or lose your 
first two or three : but keep up your pluck, and you’ll run into 
one before sun-down ; — and I seem to have run into a whole 

earthful I ” 


ooked round ; for all 

Yes I 


thin, 


bearded to the eyes, dressed in ragged sailor’s clothes ; but Tom 



Grace uttered a long, low, soft, half-laughing cry, full of the 
delicious agony of sudden relief ; a cry as of a mother when her 
child is born; and then slipped from the room past the un- 
heeding Tom, who had no eyes but for his father. Straight up 
to the old man he went, took both his hands, and spoke in the 
old cheerful voice, — 

“Well, my dear old daddy ! So you seem to have expected 
me ; and gathered, I suppose, aU my friends to bid me welcome. 
I’m afraid I have made you very anxious : but it was not my 
fault ; and I knew you would be certain I should come at last, 

ehl” 

“ My son I my son 1 Let me feel whether thou be my very 
son Esau or not I ” murmured the old man, finding half-playful 
expression in the words of Scripture, for feelings beyond his 
failing powers. 

Tom knelt down : and the old man passed his hands in silence 
over and over the forehead, and face, and beard ; while all stood 
silent. 

Tdark Armsworili hurst out blubbering like a great boy : 
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I said so ! I always said so ! The devil could not kill him, 
and God wouldn't ! " 

“You won’t go away again, dear boy 1 I’m getting old — 
and — and forgetful ; and I don’t think I could bear it again, 
you see.” 

Tom saw that the old man’s powers "were failing. “J^ever 
again, as long as I live, daddy ! ” said he, and then, looking 
round, — “ I think that we are too many for my father. I will 
come and shake hands with you all presently.” 

“ ^No, no,” said the Doctor. “ You forget that I cannot see 
you, and so must only listen to you. It will be a delight to 
hear your voice and theirs ; — they all love you.” 

A few moments of breathless congratulation followed, during 
which Mark had seized Tom by both his shoulders, and held him 
admiringly at arm’s length. 

“Look at him, Mr. Mellott ! Mr. Stangrave ! Look at him ! 
As they said of Liberty Wilkes, you might rob him, strip him, 
and hit him over London Bridge : and you find him the next 
day in the same place, with a laced coat, a sword by his side, 
and money in his pocket ! But how did you coma in without 
our knowing ] ” 

“ I waited outside, afraid of what I might hear — for how 
could I tell?” said he, lowering his voice; “but when I saw 
you go in, I knew all was right, and followed you ; and when I 
heard my father laugh, I knew that he could bear a little sur- 
prise. But, Stangrave, did you say ? Ah ! this is too delightful, 
oJd fellow ! How’s Marie and the children ? ” 

Stangrave, who was very uncertain as to how Tom would 
receive liim, had been about to make his amende honorable in 
a fashion graceful, magnificent, and, as he expressed it after- 
wards laughingly to Thurnall himself, “ altogether highfelutin : ” 
but whatsoever chivalrous and courtly words had arranged them- 
selves upon the tip of his tongue, were so utterly upset hv Tom’s 
matter-of-fact bonhomie, and by the cool way in which ne took 
for granted the fact of his marriage, that he burst out laughing, 
and caught both Tom’s hands in his 

“It is delightful ; and aU it needs to make it perfect is to 
have Marie and the children here.” 

“ How many ? ” asked Tom. 

“ Two.” 

“Is she as beautiful as ever ? ” 

“ More so, I think.” 

“ I dare say you’re right ; you ought to know best, certainly.” 

“You shall judge for yourself She is in London at this 
moment.” 


“ Tom ! ” says his father, who has been sitting quietly. Ids 
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face covered in his handkerchief, listening to all, while holy 
tears of gratitude steal down his face. 

Sir ! ” 


“ You have not spoken to Grace yet ! ” 

“ Grace ? ” cries Tom, in a very different tone fro 
which he had yet spoken. 


that in 


“ Grace Harvey, my hoy. She was in the room when you 

u 


came m. 

‘ ‘ Grace ? Grace 1 


What 


and he walked straight out of 

find Grace waiting 


“ Nursing him, like an angel as she is ! ” said Mark. 

“ She is my daughter now, Tom ; and has been these twelve 
months past.” 

Tom was silent, as one astonished. 

“ If she is not, she will he soon,” said he quietly, between his 
clenched teeth. “ Gentlemen, if you’ll excuse me for five 
minutes, and see to my father : ” 
the room, closing the door behind him 
in the passage. 

She was trembling from head to foot, stepping to and fro, her 
hands and face aU but convulsed ; her left hand over her bosom, 
clutching at her dress, which seemed to have been just dis- 
arranged j her right drawn back, holding something ; her lips 
parted, struggling to speak ; her great eyes opened to preter 
natural wideness, fixed on liim with an intensity of eagerness ; — 
was she mad ? 

At last words bubbled forth : “ There ! there ! Tliere it is ! 
the belt ! — your belt ! Take it ! take it, I say ! ” 

He stood silent and wondering ; she thrust it into his 


hand. 

“ Take it ! I have carried it for you — worn it next my heart, 
till it has all but eaten into my heart. — To Varna, and you were 
not there ! — Scutari, Balaklava, and you were not there ! — 
I found it, only a week after ! — I told you I should ! and you 
were gone ! — Cruel, not to wait ! And Llr. Armsworth has the 
money — every farthing — and the gold : — he has had it these 
two years ! — I would give you the belt myself ; and now I 
have done it, and the snake is unclasped from my heart at 
last, at last, at last ! ” 

Her arms dropped by her side, and she burst into an agony of 


tears. 

Tom caught her in his arms : but she put him back, and 
looked up in his face again. 

“ Promise me ! ” she said, in a low clear voice ; “ promise me 
this one thing only, as you are a gentleman ; as you have a man’s 
pity, a man’s gratitude, in you ” — 

/ / i 1 1 * I )f 
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“ Promise me that you will never ask, or seek to know, who 
had that belt.” 

“ I promise : but, Grace ! ” — 

“ Then my work is over,” said she in a calm collected voice. 
“ Amen. So lettest thou thy servant depart in peace. Good- 
bye, Mr. Thurnall. I must go and pack up my few things now. 
You will forgive and forget ? ” 

“ Grace ! ” cried Tom ; “ stay ! ” and he girdled her in a grasp 
of iron. “You and I never part more in this life, perhaps not 
in all lives to come ! ” 

“ Me ? I ? — let me go ! I am not worthy of you ! ” 

“ I have heard that once aheady ; — the only folly which ever 
came out of those sweet lips. !No ! Grace. I love you, as man 
can love but once ; and you shall not refuse me ! You wiU not 
have the heart, Grace ! You will not dare, Grace ! For you 
have begun the work ; and you must finish it.” 

“ Work 1 What work ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” said Tom. 
to tell me that.” 


“ How should 11 I want you 


self-confident 


don’t like 


She looked up in his face, puzzled. His old 
look seemed strangely past away. 

“ I will tell you” he said, “ because I love you 

to show it to them; but I’ve been frightened, Grace, for the 
first time in my life.” 

She paused for an explanation ; but she did not struggle to 
escape from him. ‘ 

“ Frightened ; beat ; run to eartk myself, though I talked so 
bravely of running others to earth .just now. Grace, I’ve been 
in prison ! ” 

“ In prison 1 In a Eussian prison 1 Oh, klr. Thurnall ! ” 
“Aye, Grace, I’d tried everything but that; and I could not 
stand it. Death was a joke to that. Hot to be able to get out ! 
— To rage up and down for hours like a wild beast ; — long 
to fly at one’s gaoler and tear his heart out ; — beat one’s head 
against the wall in the hope of knocking one’s brains out ; — 

anything to get rid of that horrid notion, night and day over 
one — I can’t get out ! ” 

Grace had never seen him so excited. 


“ But you are safe now,” said she soothingly, 
horrid Eussians ! ” 


“ Oh, those 


“ But it was not Eussians ! 
borne it.- 


If it had been, I could have 
That was all in my bargain, — the fair chance of war : 
but to be shut up by a mistake ! — at the very outset, too — by a 
boorish villain of a khan, on a di'unken suspicion ; — a fellow whom 
I was trying to serve, and who couldn’t, or wouldn’t, or daren't 
understand me — Oh, Grace, I was caught in my own trap ! 1 went 
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as I was to be ! 


full blown witb self-conceit. Never was any one so c nnuliig 

e as I was going to play, and make 
my fortune by it ! — And this brute to stop me short— to make a 

fool of me — to keen me there eighteen months 


threatening 


understand 


tongue 


He did not stop you : God stopped you ! ” 

You’re right, Grace ; I saw that at last ! I found out that 
r had been trying for years which was the stronger, God or I ; J 
found out I had been trying whether I could not do well enough 
without Him : and there I found that I could not, Grace ; — 
could not ! I felt like a child who had marched off from home, 
fancying it can find its way, and is lost at once. I felt like a 
lost child in Australia once, for one moment : but not as I felt 
in that prison ; for I had not heard you, Grace, then. I did 
not know that I had a Father in heaven, who had been looking 
after me, when I fancied that I was looking after myself; — I 
don’t half believe it now 


If I did, I should not have lost my 
Grace, I aare h ardly stir about now, lest 
some harm should come to mo. 


nerve as I have done ! 
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I fancy at every turn, what if 
that chimney feU 1 what if that horse kicked out ? — and, Grace, 
you, and you only, can cure me of my new cowardice. I said 
in that prison, and all the way home, — If I can but find her ! — 
let me but see her — ask her — let her teach me ; and I shall be 
sure ! Let her teach me, and I shall be brave again ! Teach 
me, Grace ! and forgive me ! 

Grace was looking at him with her great soft eyes opening 
slowly, like a startled hind's, us if the wonder and delight were 
too great to be taken in at once. The last words unlocked her lips. 

“ Forgive you ? What ? Do you forgive me ? ” 

“ You ? It is I am the brute ; ever to have suspected you. 
My conscience told me all along I was a brute ! An d you — 
have you not proved it to me in this last minute, Grace? — 
proved to me that I am not worthy to kiss the dust from ofl 
your feet ? ” 

Grace lay silent in his arms : but her eyes were fixed upon 
him ; her hands were folded on her bosom ; her lips moved is 
if in prayer. 

He put back hei long tresses tenderly, and looked into hei 
deep glorious eyes. 

“ There ! I have told you all. Will you forgive my base- 
ness ; and take me, and teach me, about this Father in heave ii, 

through poverty and wealth, for better, for worse, as my wife— 
my wife?” 

She leapt up at him suddenly as if waking from a dream, 
and wreathed her arms about his neck. 
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“Oil, Mr. Thumall! my dear, brave, wise, wonderful Mr. 
Thnmall! come borne again! — ^home to God! — and home to 
me! I am not worthy! Too much happiness, too much, too 
much; — ^but you will forgive, wiU you not, — ^and forget — 
forget 1 ” 

And so the old heart passed away from Thomas Thumall : and 
instead of it grew up a heart like his father's ; even the heart 
of a little child. 


THE END. 




Richard Clay and Sons, 

LONDON AND BUNGAY 


CHARLES KINCSLEY’S WORKS. 


Collected Edition, complete in XXVIII. Vols., in uniform binding. Cr. 8vo. 6s, each. 


Poems. Complete Edition. 
Yeast. A Problem. 

Alton Locke : Tailor and Poet. 
Hypatia ; or, New Foes with an 

Old Face. 


Sermons for the Times. 

Good News of God. 

The Gospel of the Penta- 

teuch ; and David. 

The Water of Life, and other 


Glaucus; or. The Wonders of 

the Sea Shore. With Illustrations. 


Sermons. 

Discipline, and other Sermons. 


Westward Ho I 

The Heroes ; or, Greek Fairy 


Westminster Sermons. With 

a Preface. 


Tales for my Children. With Illus- 
trations. 

Two Years Ago. 

The Water Babies ; A Fairy 

Tale for a Land Baby, With 
Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, 
R.S.A., &c. 

The Roman and the Teuton. 

Lectures before the University of 
Cambridge. With Preface by Pro- 
fessor Max Muller. 

Hereward the Wake. 

The Hermits. 

Madam How and Lady 

Why ; or, First Lessons in Earth 
Lore for Children. Illustrated. 

At Last : A Christmas in the 

West Indies. With numerous Illus- 
trations. 

Prose Idylls, New and Old. 

With an Illustration. 

Plays and Puritans ; and other 

Historical Essays. 

Historical Essays. 

Sanitary and Social Essays. 
Scientific Lectures and 

Essays. 

Literary and General Lec- 

tures. 

Village and Town and 

Coiinlry Sermons. 

Sermons on National Sub- 

jects. 


The Water Babies : A Fairy 

Tale fora Land Baby. New Edition. 
With loo Pictures by Linley Sam- 
bourne, Fcap. 410. 12 s, 6d. 

The Times says : “ Altogether th^ 

volume can be recommended as some- 
thing more than ... of exceptional 
merit.” 

Selections from the Writings. 

With Portrait, Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Health and Education. Crown 

8vo. di*. 

Out of the Deep. Words for 

the Sorrowful. From the Writings 
of Charles Kingsley. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 3.?. 6 d, 

Daily Thoughts. Selected from 

the \Vritings of Charles Ki ngsi ey. 
By his Wife. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

From Death to Life. Frag- 
ments of Teaching to a Village Con- 
gregation. With Letters on the 
Life after Death. Edited by his 
Wife. Fcap. 8vo. 2.?. 6 d. 

Glaucus; or, The Wonders of 

the Shore. With Coloured Illustra- 
tions. extra cloth, gilt edges. (Pre- 
sentation Edition.) Crown 8vo. 
7 ^. 6d. 

The Heroes ; or, Greek Fairy 

Tales for My Children With Illus- 
trations. Extra cloth, gilt edges. 
(Gift-book Edition). Crown 8vo. 
7 ^*. 6d. 


**No ^English author has ever appeared In a more charming form, . . . This is 
not an Edition de Luxe^ but it is that much better thing for work-a-day readers, an 
edition of admirable taste and most pleasant use .” — Pall iMall Gazette. 


Now ready ^ on fine paper, complete in Kill. Vols. Globe Sz'o. 5s. e'ch. 

iBvcvslc^ BMtfon. 


CHARLES KINGSLEY’S NOVELS AND POEMS. 


WESTWARD HO ! 2 vols. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 2 vols. 
HYPATIA. 2 vols. 

POEMS. 


YEAST. I vol. 

ALTON LOCKE. 2 vols. 
HEREWARD. 2 vols. 

2 vols. 


MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON. 


CHARLES KINGSLEY; His Letters and Memoirs. Abridged 
Edition. 2 vols. 125. 6d. 

ALL SAINTS’ DAY, AND OTHER SERMONS. 7s. 6d. 
TRUE WORDS FOR BRAVE MEN. 2.?. 6d. 

KEGAN, PAUL, TRENCH, & CO., LONDON. 





MACMILLAN’S 6s. POPULAR 



BY WILLIAM BLACK. 


A PRINCESS OF THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA ; and other 
TS/Igs 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A 
PHAETON. Illustrated. 

GREEN PASTURES and PICCADILLY. 
MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustrated. 
WHITE WINGS. A Yachting Romance. 


THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH : 

THE FOUR MACNICOLS: 

THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS. 
SHANDON BELLS. 

YOLANDE. 

JUDITH SHAKESPEARE. 

THE WISE WOMEN OP INVERNESS ; 

A Tale ; and other Miscellanies. 

WHITE HEATHER. 

SABINA ZEMBRA. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 

THE HEAD OP THE FAMILY. 

MY MOTHERLAND I, Illustrated. 
THE OGILVIES. Illustrated. 


‘JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.” 


Illus- 


AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Illustrated. 
OLT VE. Illustrated. 

MISS TOMMY. A Mediaeval Romance. 
Illustrated . 

RING ARTHUR : Not a Love Story. 


BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. With Illustrations. 

LADY HESTER and THE DANVERS 


THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 
HEARTSEASE. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. 

THE TRIAL. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 vols. 
CLEVER WOMAN OP THE FAMILY. 
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S NEST. 

THE CAGED LION. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 

BY ANNIE 

CASTLE DALY. OLDBURY. I 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. ' 


PAPERS. 

THE THREE BRIDES. 

MAGNUM BONUM. 

LOVE AND LIFE. 

UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. 

STRAY PEARLS. 

THE ARMOURER’S PRENTICES. 
NUTTIE’S FATHER. 

THE TWO SIDES OF THE SHIELD. 
SCENES AND CHARACTERS. 
CHANTRY HOUSE. 

A MODERN TELEMACHUS. 

KEARY 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. 
A DOUBTING HEART. 


BY HENRY JAMES. 


THE EUROPEANS. 

THE AMERICAN. 

DAISY MILLER: AN INTERNATIONAL 
EPISODE: FOUR MEETINGS. 
RODERICK HUDSON. 

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE, 
and other Tales. 


WASHINGTON SQUARE : THE PEN- 
SION BEAUREPAS : A BUNDLE OF 
LETTERS. 

THE PORTRAIT OP A LADY. 
STORIES REVIVED. Two Series, 63. each, 
THE BOSTONIANS. 

THE PRINCESS CASAMASSIMA. 


BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 


HESTER. THE WIZARD’S SON. 

A BELEAGUERED CITY. 


SIR TOM. 

A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 


BY F. MARION CRAWFORD. 

A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH. 1 ZOROASTER. 


BY HUGH CONWAY. 

LIVING OR DEAD. I A FAMILY AFFAIR. 


JOHN INGLESANT. 


BY J, HENRY SHORTHOUSE. 

SIR PERCIVAL. : a Story of the Past 
and of the Present. 


TOM BROWN’S SCHOOL-DAYS. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By Lal 


Behari Day. 

VIRGIN SOIL. By Tourgenief. 

MISS BRETHERTON. By Mrs. Hum- 
phrey Ward. 

JILL. ByE. Dillwyn. 

BETHESDA. Bv Barbara Elbon. 

A MILLIONAIRE’S COUSIN. By the 
Hon. Emily Lawless. , 
MITCHELHURST place. By Mar- 
garet Veley. 


THE STORY OF CATHERINE. By 
Ashford Owen. 

NEiERA : A TALE OF ANCIENT 
ROME. By J. W. Graham. 

MY FRIEND JIM. By W. E. Norris. 

AUNT RACHEL. By D. Christie 
Murray. 

THE CCERULEANS. By H. S. Cun- 
ningham. 

THE WOODLANDERS. By Thomas 
Hardy. 


MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON. 



MACMILLAN^S TWO SHILLING NOVELS. 

BY THE AUTHOR QF “JOHN HALIFAX. GENTLEMAN." 

THE OGILVIES. OLIVE. 

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. AGATHA’S HUSBAND. 

TWO MARRIAGES. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. HE MAY. 

BY MRS. MACQUOID. 

PATTY. 

BY GEORGE FLEMING. 

A NILE NOVEL. MIRAGE. 

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. VESTIGIA. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “HOGAN, M.P." 

HOGAN, M.P. FLITTERS, TATTERS, AND 

THE HONOURABLE MISS THE COUNSELLOR : 

FERRARD. WEEDS AND OTHER 

SKETCHES. 

CHRISTY CAREW. 

BY FRANCIS H. BURNETT. 

HAWORTH’S. 

“LOUISIANA” and “THAT LASS O’ LOWRIES.” Two Stories, 

Illustrated. 

BY ANNIE KEARY. 

JANET’S HOME. 

A SLIP IN THE FENS. 

THE COLLECTED WORKS OP 

RALPH WALDO EMERSON. 

(Uniform with the Eversley Edition of Charles Kingsley’s Novels.) 

Globe 8vo. Price 5 s. each volume. 

1. Miscellanies. With an Introductory Essay by John Morley. 

2. Essays. 3. Poems. 4. English Traits : and Repre- 
sentative Men. 5. Conduct of Life : and Society and 
Solitude. 6. Letters : and Social Aims, etc. 

“The more we see of this edition the more we like it.’*— The Academy. 

“ Their great merits are careful editing and beautiful finish.’’— Rnttsft Quarterly 
Beview, ^ 

Charles Lamb’s Collected Works. Edited, with introduction 

and Notes, by the Rev. Alfred Ainger, M.A., Reader at the 
Temple. In 6 Vols. Globe 870. 5 s. each. 

I. Essays of Elia. II. Plays, Poems, and Miscellaneous 

Essays. III. Mrs. Leicester s School ! The Adventures of 

Ulysses, and other Essays. IV. Tales from Shakespeare. 
V. and VI. Letterr^ 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 



POPULAR EDITION, ONE SHILLING EACH. 


Popular Edition, now Publishing in Monthly Volumes (Volume I., January 1887), 

price each in Paper Covers, or in Cloth Bindings, is, 6 d. 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. 


EDITED BY JOHN MOBLEY. 

‘‘This admirable series /' — British Quarterly Review, 
“ Enjoyable and excellent little books,” — Academy, 


JOHNSON. By Leslie Stephen. 
SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 


GIBBON. By J. C. Morison. 
SHELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 
HUME. By T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. 
GOLDSMITH. By William Black. 
DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 
SPENSER. ByR. W. Church, Dean 
of St. Paul’s. 

THACKERAY. By Anthony Trol- 
lope. 

BURKE. By John Morley. 
MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 
HAWTHORNE. By Henry James. 
SOUTHEY. By Prof. Dowden 
BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 
CHAUCER. ByA. W. Ward. 
COWPER. By Goldwin Smith. 
POPE. By Leslie Stephen. 
BYRON. By John Nichol. 
DRYDEN. By George Saintsbury. 


LOCKE. By Thomas Fowler. 
WORDSWORTH. By F W. H. 
Myers. 

LANDOR. By Sidney Colvin. 

DE QUINCEY. By David Masson. 
CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. Alfred 
Ainger. 

BENTLEY. By Professor R. C. Jebb. 
DICKENS. ByA. W. Ward. 
GRAY. By Edmund Gosse. 

SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen. 
STERNE, By H. D. Traill. 
MACAULAY. By J. C. Morison. 
FIELDING. By Austin Dobson. 
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
ADDISON. By W. J. Courthope. 
BACON. By R. W: Church, Dean 
of St. Paul’s. 

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By J. A. 

Symonds. 

COLERIDGE. By H. D, Traill. 
KEATS. By Sidney Colvin. 


*** Other Volumes to follow^ 


MR. JOHN MORLEY’S 

A New Edition. In Ten Volum 

VOLTAIRE. One Vol. 

DIDEROT AND THE ENCYCLO- 
P/EDISTS, Two Vols. 

BURKE. 


COLLECTED WORKS. 

Globe 8vo. Price 5^. each, 

ROUSSEAU. Two Vols. 

ON COMPROMISE. One Vol. 
MISCELLANIES. Three Vols. 

One Vol. 


Now Ready ^ in Crown Svo, price 3s. Gd. each, 

“An important series of volumes on practical politics and legislation/'— Daily News. 
“ An admirable idea ." — British Quarterly Review. 

“ In this series the public have the means of acquiring a great deal of information, 
which It would be difficult to find in so convenient a form elsewhere.” — St, James's 
Gazette, 

ITbe lEnoUsb Cltisen: 

A SERIES OF SHORT BOOKS ON 


HIS RIGHTS AND RESPONSIBILITIES. 

Edited by HENRY CRAIK, C.B,, M.A. Oxon., LL.D. Glasgow. 

The following are the Titles of the Volu 7 nes 


Central Government, H. D. 

Traill, D.C.L. 

The Electorate and the Legis- 

lature. Spencer Walpole. 

Local Government M, D. Chal- 
mers. 

The .National Budget : The Na' 

tional Debt, Taxes, and Rates. A. 
J. Wilson. 

The State in its Relation to Edu- 
cation. HknryCraik, C.Bm M.A., 
LL.D. 

The Poor Law. Rev. T. w. Fowlf, 

M.A. 

The State in Kelation to Labour. 

W. Stanley Jevons, LL.D., M.A., 
F.R.S. 


The State in Relation to Trade- 

Sir T. H. Farrer, Bart. 

The State and the Church- Hon. 

A. D. Elliot, M.P. 

The Land Laws- Professor F. 

Pollock. 

Foreign Relations. Spencer 

Walpole. 

Colonies and Dependencies- Part 

I. INDIA. By J. S. Cotton, ISI.A. 
Part II. The Colonies. By E. J, 
Payne, M.A. 

Justice and Police* By F. W. 

Maitland. 

The Punishment and Prevention 

of Crime. By Colonel Sir Edmund 
F.Du Cane, K.C.B., R.E. 


MACMILLAN AND CC., LONDON. 


Bedford Street, Strakd, London, W,C. 

November y 1887. 


Macmillan dv Co.'s Catalogue of Works in the Depay't- 
ments of History^ JBiografhy^ Travels^ Critical a7id 
Literary Essays^ Politics, Political and Social Economy, 
Law, etc. ; and Works connected with Language. 


HISTORY, BIOGRAPHY, TRAVELS, &c. 


ADDISON.— essays of JOSEPH ADDISON. Chosen and edited by John 
Richard Green. M. A., LL.D. i8mo. /^s. ed. (Golden Treasury Series.) 

AGASSIZ (LOUIS): HIS LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE. Edited 

by Elizabeth Cary Agassiz. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. iBs> 

ALBEMARLE. — fifty years OF MY LIFE. By George Thomas, 

Earl of Albemarle. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6d. 

ALfFRED THE GREAT, — By Thomas Hughes, Q.C. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 
AMIEL. — THE JOURNAL INTIME OF HENRI-FRE^DERiC AMIEL. 

Translated, with an Introduction and Notes, by Mrs. Humphry Ward. In 2 
vols. Globe 8vo. t 7S. 

APPLETON.— A NILE JOURNAL. By T. G. Appleton. Illustrated by 

Eugene Ben.son. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

ARNOL#D (MATTHEW.) — Works by Matthew Arnold, D.C.L. 
ESSAYS IN CRITICISM. New Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo. 95*. 

HIGHER SCHOOLS AND UNIVERSITIES IN GERMANY. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vd. 6s. 


DISCOURSES IN AMERICA. Crown 8vo. 45. 6d. 

ARNOLD (T.)— THE SECOND PUNIC WAR. Being Chapters of THE 

HISTORY OF ROME. By the late Thomas Arnold, D.D., formerly Head 
Master of Rugby Scho > 1 . and Regius Professor of Modern History in the 
University ot Oxford. Edited, with Notes, by W. T. Arnold, M.A. With 8 
hlaps. Crown 8vo. Qs. 6d. 

ARNOLD (W. T.)— THI': ROMAN SYSTEM OF PROVINCIAL AD- 
MINISTRATION TO THE ACCESSION' OF CONSTANTINE THE 
GREAT. Being the Arnold Prize Essay for 1879. By W. T. Arnold, M.A., 
formerly Scholar of University College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 6s. 


ART . — THE YEAR’S ART: A concise Epitome of all Matters relating to the 
Arts of Painting, Sculpture, and Architecture, which have occurred during the 
Y ar 1880. t'igether With Information respecting the Events of the Year 1S81. 
C'Mupiled by Marcus B. Huish, Crown 8vo. 2^. 6d. 

THE SAME, 1879 — 1880. Crown 8vo, 2^. 6d. 

ARTEVELDE.— JAMES AND PHILIP VAN ARTEVELDE. By W. J. 

Ashley, B.A., late Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. Being the Lothian Prize 
Essay for 1882. Crown 8vo. 6.?. 

ATKINSON.— AN ART TOUR TO NORTHERN CAPITALS OF 

EUROPE, including Descriptions of the Towns, the I^Iviseums, and other Art 
T reasures of C .peniiagen, Christiana. St ockholm, Abo, Helsingfors, Wiborg, St, 
Petersburg, Mr-scow, and Kief. By J. Beavington Atkinson. 8vo. 12s. 


BACON (FRANCIS.)— an ACCOUNT OF HIS LIFE AND WORKS. 

By Edwin A. Abbott, D.D., formerly Fellow of St. John’s College, Cambridge. 
Demy 8vo. j^s. 


15. 1 1. 87. 
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MACMILLAN’S CATALOGUE OF WORKS IN 


‘^BACCHANTE,” 1879—1882, THE CRUISE OF H.M.S. 

Compiled from the Journals, Letters and Note-Books of Prince Albert Victor 
and Prince George of Wales. With Additions by the Rev. John Neale 
Dalton, Canon of Windsor. With Maps, Plans, and Illustrations. 2 vols. 
Medium 8vo. 52jr. td, 

BAKER (SIR SAMUEL W.) — Works by Sir Samuel Baker, Pacha 
M.A, , F. R. S., F.R.G S. : — • 

CYPRUS AS I SAW IT IN 1879. With Frontispiece. 8vo, 12^. td. 

ISMAILIA : A Narrative of the Expedition to Central Africa for the Suppression 
of the Slave Trade, organised by Ismail, Khedive of Egypt. With Portraits, 
Map, and numerous Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

THE ALBERT N'YANZA, Great Basin of the Nile, and Exploration of the Nile 
Sources. With Maps and Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

THE NILE TRIBUTARIES OF ABYSSINIA, and the Sword Hunters of the 
Hamran Arabs. With Maps and Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE EGYPTIAN QUESTION. Being Letters to the Tunes and the Pall 
Mall Gazette. With Map. Demy 8vo. 2^. 

BALFOUR.— the works of FRANCIS MAITLAND BALFOUR, 

M.A., LL.D., F.R.S., Fellow of Trinity College, and Professor of Animal 
Morph )lagy in the University of Cambridge. Edited by M. Foster, F.R.S., 
Professor of Physiology in the University of Cambridge, and Adam Sedgwick, 
M.A., Fellow and Lecturer of Trinity College, Cambridge. In 4 vols. 8vo. 
£6 6>s. 

Vol. I. Special Memoirs, Vols. 11 . and III, A Treatise on Comparative Embry- 
ology. Vcl. IV. Plates. 

*** Vols. L and IV. may be had separately. Price £2, ^3S. 6d, 

BANCROFT.—the history of the united states of 

AMERICA, FROM THE DISCOVERY OF THE CONTINENT. By 
George Bancroft. New and thoroughly Revised Edition. Six Vols. Crown 
8vo. 54^. 

BARKER (LADY). — Works by Lady Barker. 

A YEAR’S HOUSEKEEPING IN SOUTH AFRICA. By Lady Barker. 

With Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 
STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
LETTERS TO GUY. Crown 8 vo. 5^- 

BARNES.— THE LIFE OF WILLIAM BARNES, Poet and Philologist. 

By his Daughter, Lucy Baxter (‘^Leader Scott”)* Hon. Member of the 
Academy of Fine Arts, Florence; Author of “A Nook in the Apennines,” 
^‘I'he Renaissance in Italy,” &c. Crown 8vo. gs, 

BATH.— OBSERVATIONS ON BULGARIAN AFFAIRS. By the Mar- 

QUis OF Bath. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

BAZELY.— henry BAZELY, THE OXFORD EVANGELIST: A 

Memoir. By the Rev, E, L. Hicks, M.A., Rector of Fenny Compton; Hon. 
Canon of VA rcester; sometime Fellow and Tutor of Corpus Christi College, 
Oxford. With a Steel Portrait engraved by Stodart. Crown 8vo. 6.^. (Bio- 
graphical Series.) 

BECKER.— DISTURBED IRELAND, being the Letters Written during the 
Winter of iSSo — 1881. By Bernard H. Becker. Special Commissioner of The 
Daily Nci-vs. With Route Maps. Crown 8vo. 6.?. 

BEE 3 LY.— STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF ROME. By Mrs. 

Beeslv. Extra fcap. 8 vo. 24*. 6d. 

BERLIOZ, HECTOR, AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF, Member of the 

Institute of France from 1803-1865 ; comprising his Travels in Italy, Germany, 
Russia, and England. Translated entire from the second Paris Edition by 
Rachel (Scott Russell) Holmes and Eleanor Holmes. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

2i.y. 

BERNARD (ST.)— THE LIFE AND TIMES OF ST. BERNARD, 

Abbot of Clairvaux. By J. C. Mokison. M.A. New Rnition C^own 8vo. 6s 

(Biographical Scrius.) 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES. i 8 «; 2 — 187 «; r tt » ivr 

Editin' m- Autobiographical Sketch. Fifth 

iLQUion. ^rownbvo. 6s. (Bio^^raphical Series.) 

KIGHT HON. FRANCIS 

history teach ? Two Ed.nSurgh Lectt.res. 

IdinZrgh Gbbe 8vo al ef J.vver.ity of 

BLAKE_ — LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. With Selections from his Poems 

and other Writings. Illustrated from Blake’s own Works. By Alexander 

s 

ZOOLOGY OF ABYS- 

™S ■ oi^ny'svo,'' “““'Y. ts27-.s36. By Pauc 

HOUGHTON— ABBEY.— SKETCHING RAMBLES IN HOLLa^ND. 

fLS' A.R.A., and E. A. Abbev. Y^ith numerous lUustrationsd 

F ^ vO • 2I^« 

“ASSAYS. By the late George Brimley, M.A., Librarian of 
Trinity College, Cambr.dge. b dited by W. G. Clark, M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of 1 nmty Colleg^ Ca'nbr.dge. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 5s. 

Cc^TENTS. lennyson s Poems— Word.sworth’s Poems— Poetry and Criticism 

Carlyle s Life of Sterling— ‘‘Esmond ’’—“Westward Ho 1 "-^Vilson’s ‘‘Nwtes 
Ambrosianae’’— Comte’s “ Positive Philosophy,” &c. -^octes 

^^Wi^ By T. WemyssReid. 

With Illustrations. Third Eauion. Crown 8vo. 6s. (Biographical Seides.) 

BROOKE. 

K 

Jaco 


C B iTn^^iS.t-^K SARAWAK: an Account of Sir Limes Brooke. 

D ^ ® throu-n Letters or Journals. By Gertrude L 

icoB. With Portrait and Maps. Two Vols. 8vo. 255-. ’ 

BROWNE.— pal^.OLITHIC MAN IN NORTH-WEST MIDDLESEX- 

if' the Phy.sical Conditions under which he lived 

in Ealing and its ^elgbbourhood, lUusirated by the Condition and Culture 
presented by certain Existing Savages. By John Allen Browne, F.G.S., 

F.R.G.S. With I roniispiece and Eight Plates. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6c^. 

^^Zw, oiT?-' Professor of Civil 

"^cSwIf^vo^ EMPIRE. Eiglith Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 

1 R ANSCAUCASIA AND ARARAT: being notes of a Vacation Tour ?r» 

Map. Third Edition. Sown 

® NATIONAL INSTITUTIONS. A Short Sketch for 

Schools. By Anna Buckland. New Edition with Glossary. So ^ 

BUCKLEY.— A HISTORY OF ENGLAND FOR BEGINNERS Bv 

w'uflu^s. Globe SvT’ 3!“*" “““‘Y ^nttn-al Scicncc.>^ 
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BURGOYNE. — POLITICAL AND MILITARY LPISODBS 

THE FIRST HALF OF THE REIGN OF GEORGE III. Derived from the 
Life and Correspondence of the Right Hon. J. Burgoyne, Lieut. -Genetal- in- Ws 
Majesty^s Army, and M.P. for Preston. By E. B. de Fonblanque.- With- 
Portrait, Heliotype Plate, and Maps. 8vo, iSs, 


BURKE.— letters, TRACTS, AND SPEECHES ON IRISH 

AFFAIRS. By Edmund Burke. Arranged and Edited by Matthew 
Arnold, With a Preface. Crown 8 vo. 6s, 

CAMBRIDGE. — MEMORIALS OF CAMBRIDGE. Greatly Enlarged and 

partly Rewritten (1851 — 66). By Charles Henry Cooper, F.S.A, With 
Seventy-four Views of the Colleges, Churches, and other Public Buildings of the 
University and Town, engraved on steel by J. Le Keux, together with about 
Forty-five of those engraved on Copper by Stoker, and a few Lithographs, with 
Twenty additional Etchings on Copper by Rohert F arren. 8vo. 3 vols. £2 ^ 5 ^ 
Fifty copies of the Etchings, by R. Farren, from the “ Memorials of Cambridge,” 
proofs signed in portfolio. £2 3s. 

CAMERON.— OUR FUTURE HIGHWAY. By V. Lovett Cameron, 

C.B., Commander, R.N. With Illustrations. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 21s. 


CAMPBELL. — LOG-LETTERS FROM THE “CHALLENGER” By 

Lord George Campbell. With Map. Seventh and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6 j. 

CAMPBELL. — MY CIRCULAR NOTES ; Extracts from Journals ; Letters 

sent Home: Geological and other Notes, written while Travelling Westv/arJs 
round the World, from July 6th, 1874, to July 6th, 1875. By J. F. Campbell, 
Author of Frost and Fire.” Cheaper Issue. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

CARLES. — LIFE IN COREA. By W. R. Carles. With numerous Illus- 
trations. 8vo. \_ Itnihedia . tely , 

CARLYLE— CARLYLE PERSONALLY AND IN HIS 

WRITINGS. Two Lectures by David Masson, M.A., LL.D. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 2^. td . 

EARLY LETTERS OF THOMAS CARLYLE. Edited by Charles Eliot 

Norton. 2 vols. Vol. I. 1814-1821 ; 1821-1826. With two portraits. Crown 

CORRE^SPO NDENCE BETWEEN GOETHE AND CARLYLE. Edited 

hv Charles Eliot Norton. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

REMINISCENCES BY THOMAS CARLYLE. Edited by Charles Eliot 

Norton. A New Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 12J. 

CARPENTER. — THE LIFE AND WORK OF MARY CARPENTER. 

By J. Estlin Carpenter, M.A. With Steel Portrait. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
(Biographical Series.) 

CARR (J. COMYNS). — PAPERS ON ART. By J. Comyns Carr. 

Extra Crown 8vo. 85. 6 d . 

CARSTARES. — WIELIAM CARSTARES: a Character and Career of the 
Revolutionary Epoch (1649 — 1715). By Robert Story, Minister of Rosneath. 

8 vo . 12s . 

CASSEL.— MANUAL OF JEWISH HISTORY AND LITERATURE ; 

preceded by a Brief Summary of Bible History, by Dr. D, Cassel. Translated 
by Mrs. Henry Lucas. Fcap. 8vo. 2^. 6 d , 

CAUCASUS, NOTES ON THE. By Wanderer. 8vo. 9^- 
CHATTERTON : a BIOGRAPHICAL STUDY. By Daniel Wilson, 

LL.D., Professor of History and English Literature in University v^ollege, 
Toronto. Crown 8vo. 6 s . 6 : i . 

CHATTERTON : a STORY OF THE YEAR 1770. By Professor Masson, 
LL.D. Ci'own 8vo. 5^. 


hist6ry, biography, travels, etc 
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CHURCH fR. w.)— COLLECTED EDITION OF DEAN CHURCH'S 
MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS. Uniform with the Collected Works of 
R^ph Waldo Emerson, &c. In Five Volumes. Globe 8vo. To be published 
in Monthly Volumes. 


VoL I. 
Vol. 11 . 


Miscellaneous Essays. 

ihe Press, 

Dante. 


Vol. III. St. Anselm. 
Vol IV. Spenser. 
VoLV. Bacon. 


CICERO.— THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF MARCUS TULLIUS 

CICERO: being a New Translation of the Letters included in Mr. Watson's 
Selection. With Historical and Critical Notes, by Rev. G. E. Jeans, M.A., 
Fellow of Hertford College, Oxford, Assistant-Master in Haileybury College, 
8vo. loj. 6d, 


CLARK— memorials from JOURNALS AND LETTERS OF 

SAMUEL CLARK, M.A., formerly Principal of the National Society's Train- 
ing College, Battersea. Edited with Introduction by his Wife. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

CLASSICAL WRITERS, — Edited by John Richard Green. Fcap. 

8vo. Price xs, 6d, each, 

EURIPIDES. By Professor Mahaffy. 

MILTON. By the Rev, Stopford A. Brooke. 

LTW. By the Rev. W. W, Capes, M.A. 

VERGIL. By Professor Nettleship, M.A. 

SOPHOCLES. By Professor L. Campbell, M.A. 

DEMOSI'HENES. By Professor S. H. Butcher, M.A. 

TACITUS. By Rev. A. J. Church, M.A., and W. J. Brodribb, M.A. 

Other Volumes to follow. 

CLIFFORD (W. K.)- lectures and ESSAYS. Edited by Leslie 

Stephen and Frederick Pollock, with Introduction by F. Pollock. Two 

; ■ Portraits. 2 vols. 8vo. 25^. 

Popular Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. 8^. 6^/. 


COMBE.— the LIFE of GEORGE COMBE, Author of “The Constitution 

of Man," By Charles Gibbon. With Three Portraits engraved by Jeens. 
Two Vols. 8vo. 


COPE.— THE ORIGIN OF THE FITTEST: ESSAYS ON EVOLUTION. 

By Edward Cope, A.M., Ph.D., Member of the United States National 
Academy of Sciences, &c. Demy 8vo. i2f. ^d. 

CORNWALL, AN UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 

THROUGH. By the Author of “John Halifax, Gentleman.” With numerous 

Illustrations by C. Napier Hemy. Medium 4to. i2j. ()d. 

GOUES. NORTH AMERICAN BIRDS, KEY TO. Containing a Concise 

Account of every Species c f Living and Fossil Bird at present known from the 
C mtinent north of the Mexican and United States Boundary, inclusive of 
Greenland. Second Edition, revised to date, and entirely rewritten. With 
which are incorporated General Ornithology, an Outline of the Structure 
and Classification of Birds; and Field Ornithology, a Manual of Collecting, 
Preparing, and Preserving Birds. By Elliott Coues, M.A., M.D., Ph.D.| 
Member of the National Academy of Science, &c. &c. Profusely Illustrated. 

Demy 8vo. £2 2S. 

COX (G. V.)— RECOLLECTIONS OF OXFORD. By G. V. Cox, M.A.. 

New College, late Esquire Bedel and Coroner in the University of Oxford 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

CUNYNGHAME (SIR A. T.) — MY COMMAND IN SOUTH 

AFRICA,^ 1874 — 1878. Comprising Experiences of Travel in the Colonies of 
South Africa and the Independent States. By Sir Arthur Thurlow Cunyng- 
HAME, G.C. B., then Lieutenant-Governor and Commander of the Forces in South 
Africa. Third Edition. 8vo. 1.2s. 6d. 
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MACMILLAN’S GATALOaUE OF WORKSim 


“ DAILY NEWS."— THE DAILY NEWS' 

War between Russia and Turk^, to the fall of Kars. Including; the leidM of 
Mr, Archibald Forbes, Mr. J. E. McGahan, and other Special CotrefipOndents 
in Europe and Asia. Second Edition, Enlarged. Cheaper Edition. Qk)wn 
8vo. 6^. 

0 

FROM THE FALL OF KARS TO THE CONCLUSION OF PEACE. 

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 s, 

DARWIN.— CHARLES DARWIN: MEMORIAL NOTICE^ RE- 
PRINTED FROM “ NATURE.” By Thomas H. Huxley, F.R.S. ; G. J, 
Romanes, F.R.S. ; Archibald Geikie, F.R.S ; and W. T. Thiselton Dyer, 
F.R.S. With a Portrait engraved by C. H, Jeens. Crown 8vo. as, 6 d. 
Nature Series. 

DAVIDSON.— THE LIFE OF A SCOTTISH PROBATIONER; being a 

Memoir of Thomas Davidson, with his Poems and Letters. By James Brown, 
Minister of St. James's Street Church, Pai.sley. Second Edition, revised and 
enlarged, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6 d. 

DAWSON — ^^AUSTRALIAN ABORIGINES. The Language and Custom.? 

of Several Tribes of Aborigines in the Western District of Victoria, Australia. 
By James Dawson. Small 4to. 14^. 

DEAK.— FRANCIS DEAR, HUNGARIAN STATESMAN: A Memoir 
With a Preface, by the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff, M.P. With Por- 
trait. 8 VO. i2r. 6 d. 

DEAS. — THE RIVER CLYDE. An Historical Description of the Rise and 
Progress of the Harbour of Glasgow, and of the Improvement of the River 
from Glasgow to Port Glasgow. By J. Deas, M. Inst. C.E. 8vo. lo^. 6 d. 

DENISON.— A HISTORY OF CAVALRY FROM THE EARLIEST 

TIMES. With Lessons for the Future. By Lieut. -Colonel George Denison, 
Commanding the Governor-Generars Body Guard. Canada, Author of Modem 
Cavalr3^” With Maps and Plans. 8vo. iSs. 

DE VERE. — ESSAYS CHIEFLY ON POETRY. By Aubrey de Yeke, 

2 vols. Globe 8vo. 12s. 

Vol. I. CRITICISMS ON CERTAIN POETS. 

Vol. II. ESSAYS LITERARY AND ETHICAL. 

DE WINT.— THE LIFE OF PETER DE WINT. By Wat .TER Arm- 
strong. Illustrated with Twenty Photogravures from the Artist’s Pictures. 
Medium 4to. [/>/ preparation. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF PARIS, 1885. — (Fourth Year.) An 

Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. i8mo. Paper Cover, xs. 
V 'Cloth, IS. 6 d. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF LONDON, 1887.— (Ninth 

Year.) An Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c, i8mo. Paper 
Cover, IS. Cloth, 15 ". 6 d. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF THE THAMES, 1887.— An 

Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. Paper Cover, xs. Cloth, 
xs. 6 d. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF OXFORD. i8mo. paper cover, is. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITY 

OF CAMBRIDGE. i8mo paper cover, is. 

DICKENS’S DICTIONARY OF THE UNIVERSITIES 

OF Oxford and Cambridge. i8mo. doth. as. ed. 
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DIL#KE.~-GREATER BRITAIN. A Record of Travel in English-speaking 
Countries during 1866 — 67. (America, Australia^ India.) By the Right Hon. 
Sir Charles Wentworth Dilke, M.P. Eighth Edition, with Additions. 
Crown 8vo. 6 j. 


DILETTANTI SOCIETY'S PUBLICATIONS. lONA, ANTI- 

QUITIES OF. Vols. I. II. and III. £7. 7 s, each, or £s $s. the set. 

PENROSE.— AN INVESTIGATION OF THE PRINCIPLES OF ATHE> 
N IAN ARCHITECTURE ; or, The Results of a recent Survey conducted 
chiefly with reference to the Optical refinements exhibited in the construction of 
the Ancient Buildings at Athens By Francis Cranmer Penrose, Archt., 
M.A., &c. Illustrated by numer‘'>us Engravings, £j js. 

SPECIMENS OF ANCIENT SCULPTURE: Egyptian, Etruscan, Greek, 
and Roman. Selected from different Collections in Great Britain by the 
Society of Dilettanti. Vol. II. £s 5^- 

ANTIQUITIES OF IONIA. Part IV. FcHo, half-morocco, ^^3 13.^. 6d. 

DOLET. — ETIENNE DOLET: the ISfertyr of the Renaissance. A Biography. 
With a Biographical Appendix, containing a Descriptive Catal gue of the Boc ks 
written, printed, or edited by Dolet. By Richard Copley Christie, Lincoln 
College, Oxford, Chancellor of the Diocese of Manchester. With Illustrations. 

8vo. iSs*. 


DOYLE.— history of AMERICA. By J. A. Doyle. With Maps. i8mo. 

4^- [// istorical Course. 

DRUMMOND OF HAWTHORNDEN : THE STORY OF HIS 

LIFE AND WRITINGS. By Professor Masson. With Portrait and Vignette 
engraved by C. H, Jeens. Crown 8vo. los. 6d, 

DUFF, — Works by the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff. 

Nr)TES OF AN INDIAN JOURNEY. With Map. 8vo. loj. 6d. 
MISCELLANIES, POLITICAL AND LITERARY. 8vo. lo^. 6d. 


EADIE.— LIFE OF JOHN EADIE, D.D., LL.D, By James Brown, D.D., 

Author of “The Life of a Scottish Probationer.** With Portrait. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

EGYPT. — RECENSEMENT GENERAL DE L’EGYPTE, 15 Gamad 

Akhar 1299. 3 Mai, 1882. Direction du Recensement minist^re de Tlnterieur. 

Tome premier. Royal 410. £7 7S. 

ELLIOTT.— LIFE OF HENRY VENN ELLIOTT, of Brighton. By 

JosiAH Bate.man, M.A. With Portiait, engraved by Jeens. Third and 
Cheaper Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 


EMERSON.— the LIFE OF RALPH WALDO EMERSON. By J. L. 

CABOT, his Literary Executor. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. iSj. 

EMERSON. — THE COLLECTED WORKS OF RALPH WALDO 

EMERSON. (Uniform _with the Eversley Edition of Charles Kingsley’s 
Novels.) Globe 8vo. Price 5s. each volume. 


1. -.MISCELLANIES. With an In- 

ductory Essay by John Morley. 

2. ESSAYS. 

3. POEMS. 


4. ENGLISH TRAITS ; and REPRE- 

SENTATIVE MEN. 

5. CONDUCT OF LIFE; and SO- 

CIETY and SOLITUDE. 

6. LETTERS ; AND SOCIAL AIMS, 

&c. 


ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE, THE. Profusely 

Illustrated. Published Monthly, Number I., October 1883. Price Sixpence, 

Yearly Volume, 1883 — 1884» consisting of 792 closely-printed pages, and con- 
taining 428 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes. Bound in extra cloth, 
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 7^, 6d, 
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ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED M AG AZINB— continued. 


Yearly Volume, l 884 ”l 885 > consisting of 8^0 closely printed p£^es> and con- 
taining nearly 500 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes. Bound m cloth, 
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8^. 

Yearly Volume, l885“’^886, consisting of 832 closely printed pages,. apd con- 
taining upwards of 400 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes. Bound in extra 
cloth, coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8^. 

Yearly Volume, 1886-1887, consisting of 822 clo^ly printed pages, and con- 
taining nearly 400 Woodcut Illustrations of various sizes. Bound in extra cloth, 
coloured edges. Royal 8vo. 8r. 

Cloth Covers for binding Volumes, is. 6 ii. each. 

ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE. proof IM- 
PRESSIONS OF ENGRAVINGS ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN 
“THE ENGLISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE,” 1884. In Portfolio. 
4to. 21s. 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. — Edited by John Morley. 

A Series of Short Books to tell per pie what is best worth knowing as to the Life, 
Character, and Works of some of the great English Writers. In Crown 8vo. 
price 2S. 6d. each. 

I. DR. JOHNSON. By Leslie Stephen. 

II. SIR WALTER SCoTT. By R. H. Hutton. 

III. GIBBON. By J. Cotter Morison. 

IV. SHELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 

V. HUME. By Thomas H. Huxley, F.R.S. 

VI. GOLDSMITH. By William Black. 

VII. DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

VIII. BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

IX. SPENSER. By the Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's. 

X. d HACKERAY. By Anthony Trollope. 

XI. BURKE. By John Morley. 

XII. MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 

XTII. HAWTHORNE. By Henry Jame.s. 

XIV. SOUTHEY, by Professor Dowuen 

XV. BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 

XVI. CHAUCER. By Professor A. W. Wa-^d. 

XVII. COWPER. By Goldwin Smith. 

XVIII. POPE. By Leslie Stephen. 

XIX. BYRON. By Professor Nichol. 

XX. LOCKE. By Professor Fowler. 

XXI. WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. Myers. 

XXTT. DRYDEN. By G. Saintslury. 

XXIII. LANDOR. By Sidney Colvin. 

XXIV. DE QUINCEY. By Professor Masson. 

XXV. CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. Alfred Ainger. 

XXVI. BEN I'LEY. By Professor R. C. Jebb. 

XXVII. DICKENS. By Professor A. W. Ward. 

XXVIII. GRAY. By Edmund Gosse. 

XXIX. SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen, 

XXX. S I ERNE. By H. D. Traill. 

XXXI. MACAULAY. By J. Cotter Morison. 

XXXII. FIELDING. By Austin Dobson. 

XXXIII. SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oi.iphant. 

XXXIV. ADDISON, By W. J. Courthope. 

XXXV. BACON. By the Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul’s. 

XXXVI. COLERIDGE. By H. D. Traill. 

XXXVII. SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. By J. Addington Symonds. 

XXXVIII. KEATS. By Sidney Colvin. 

I71 Preparation : — 

ADAM SMITH. By Leonard H. Courtney, M.P. 

BERKELEY. By Tho.mas H. Huxley. 

Other Volumes to follow. 
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P opular Kdition^ One Shilling each» 

OF LFXTFRS. Edited by John Morley. 

publishing Monthly. Vols. I. to XI. ready. Paper covers, xs* each; doth 
binding, u. 6d. 

JOHNSOIST. By Leslie Stephen. 

SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 

GIBBON. By J. Cotter Morison. 

HUME. By T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. 

GOLDSMITH. By Wm. Black. 

SHELF.EY. By J. A. Symonds. 

DEFOE. By W. Minto. 

BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

SPENSER. By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, Dean of St. Paul's. 
THACKERAY. By Anthony Trollope. 

BURKE. By John Morley. 

MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 

*** And the rest of the series month by month in du course. 

POETS . SELECTIONS, with Critical Introductions by various 

Writers, and a General Introduction by Matthew Arnold, Edited by T. H. 

Ward, M.A., late Fellow of Erasenose College, Oxford. 4 vols, Crown 8vo. 
7J. td* each. 

Vol. 1 . CHAUCER to DONNE. 

Vol. II. BEN JONSON to DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON to BLAKE. 

Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH to ROSSETTI. 


Er^ G LI SBI STATES M EN,— -Under the above title Messrs. Macmillan 
and Co. beg to announce a series ot short biographies, not designed to be a 
complete roll of famous statesmen, but to present in historic order the lives and 
work of those leading actors in our affairs who by their direct influence have left 

an abiding mark on the policy, the institutions, and the pcsition of Great Britain 
among states. 

The following list of subjects is the result of careful selecJon. The great move- 
ments of national history are made to f *Uow one another in^a connected course 
and the series is intended to form a continuous narrative of English freedo.r/ 
order, and power. " ** 

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. By Edward A. Freeman, D.C.L., 

II. By Mrs. J. R. Gkeen. press. 

EDWARD I. 13 y Frederick Pollock. 

HENRY VII. ByJ. Cotter Morison. 

W( )LSEY. By Prof. M. Creighton. r/w thg ^ress 

ELIZABETH. By the Dean of St. Paul's. me press. 

OLIVER CROMWELTy. By Frederic Harrison. 

WILLIAM HI. By H. D. Traill. r/« 6ress 

WALPOLE. By Leslie Stephen. ^ repress. 

CHATHAM. ByJ. A. Froude. 

PITT. By John Morley. 

PEEL. By J, R. Thursfield. 

history of. By H. C. Maxwell Lytb, 

With numerous Illustrations by Professor Delamotte, Coloured Plates, 
aijd a Steel Portrait of the Founder, engraved by C. H. Jeeks, New and 
Cheaper Issue, with Corrections. Medium 8vo. Cloth elegant. 2xs> 

EUROPEAN HISTORY, Narrated in a Series of Histcrical Selections 

from the best Authorities. Edited and arranged by E. M. Sewell, and C M 

Yonge. First Series, Crc^n 8vo. 6s. ; Second Series. 1088-122S. Third Edition.’ 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 


MUSIC-STUDY IN GERMANY. From the Home Correspondence of 
Amy Fay, with a Preface by Sir George Grove, D. C L,, Direct. r of the Loyal 
College of Music. Crown 3 vo. 4^'. 6dt 
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FINCK. — ROMANTIC LOVE AND PERSONAL BEAUTY; Th«ir 

Development, Causal Relation, Histone and National Peculiarities, fey XIbi^v 
T. Finck. 2vo1s. Crown 8vo. i8^. 


FlSlQB. 

Crown 


FISKE. — EXCURSIONS OF AN EVOLUTIONIST. By John 

M.A., LL. B., formerly I^ecturer on Philosophy at Harvard University. 

8 VO. yj. 6^/. 

FISON AND HOWITT. — KAMILAROI AND KURNAI GROUP. 

Marriage and Relationship, and Marriage by Elopement, drawn chiefly from 
the usage of the Australian Aborigines. Also THE KURNAI TRIBE, their 
Cu.stoms in Peace and War. By Lori.mer Fison, M.A., and A. W. Howitt, 
F.G.S., w*th an Introduction by Lewis H. Morgan, LL.D., Author of “ System 
of Consanguinity,” “ Ancient Society,” &c. Demy 8vo. 15J. 

FORBES (ARCHIBALD). — SOUVENIRS OF SOME CON- 

TINENTS. by Archibald Forbes, LL.D. Crown 8vo. dr. 

FRAMJI. — HISTORY OF THE PAR STS: Including their Manners, 

Customs, Religion, and Present Positio.i. By Dosabhai Framji Karaka, 
Presidency Magistrate and Chairman of Her Majesty's Bench of Justice, 
Bombay, Feliow of the Bombay University, Member Bombay Branch of the 
Royal Asiatic Society, &c. 2 vols. Medium 8vo. With Illustrations. 36^. 


By Mrs. Oliphant. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 


FRANCIS OF ASSISL 

6s. (Biographical Series.) 

FRASER. — THE LIFE OF JAMES FRASER, Second Bishop of Man- 
Chester. A Memoir. 1818-1885, By Thomas Hughes, Q.C. 8vo. i6^. 

FREEMAN . — Works by Edward A, Freeman, D.C.L., LL.D., Regius 

Professor of Modern History in the University of Oxford : — 

THE OFFICE OF THE HISTORICAL PROFESSOR, An Inaugural 

Lecture, read in the Museum at Oxford, October 15, 1884. Crown 8vo. 25 -. 

THE GROV/TH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION FROM THE 
EARLIEST TIMES, Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo 

HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Fourth Edition. 8 vo. 105, 6d> 

Contents: — I. “The Mythical and Romantic Elements in Early English 
History;" IL “ The Continuity of English History ; " III. “ The Relations between 
the Crowns of England and Scotland;" IV. “St. Thomas of Canterbury and his 
Biographers; " V. “The Reign of Edward the Third;" VL “The Holy Roman 
Empire;" VII. “The Franks and the Gauls;" VIII, “The Early Sieges of 
Paris;" IX. “ Frederick the First, King of Italy;" X, “The Emperor Frederick 
the Second XI. “Charles the Bold; “ XII, “ Presidential Government.* 

HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Second Series. Second Edition, Enlarged. 8vo. 

I ay. 6d, 

The principal Essays are: — “Ancient Greece and Mediaeval Italy:" “Mr. 
Gladstone's Homer and the Homeric Ages : " “The Historians of Aihtns: " “The 
Athenian Democracy : " “Alexander the Great : " “ Greece during the Macedonian 
Period:" “Mommsen’s History of Rome:" “Lucius Cornelius SuUa:" “The 
Flavian Caesars." 

HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Third Series. 8vo. i2r. 

Contents: — “ First Impressions of Rome." “The Illyrian Emperors and their 
I^and," “ Augusta Trever^nim” “The GvOths of Ravenna." “Race and Lan- 
guage.*^ “ The Byzantine Empire." “ First Impressions of Athens.** “Mediaeval 
and Modern Greece," “The Southern Slaves." “Sicilian Cycles.** “The Nor- 
mans at Palermo.** 

COINIPARATIVE POLITICS. — -Lectures at the R-jyal Institution. To which is 
added the “ Unity of History,** the Rede Lecture at Cambridge, 1S72. 8vo. 14s, 

HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL StiETCHES : chiefly Italian. 
With Illustrations by the Autlior. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d. 

SUBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being a Companion 
Volume to “ H 'storical and Architectural Sketches.’* With Illustrations Crown 
8vo. lOJ. 6 d . 
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history, bi ography, travels, etc. 

PREEMAN-r^«*W. 

DISTRITO A Series of Addresses and Essays. 
Extra fcap.Vvo!* "'“It Eire Coloured Maps. New Edition. 

"ripStl^^f^rcJ^JSOEAL 

DlSESTABLTSH\fTrv'r AAT^ \;. ^ 3^-6^. 

Popular Edi i n. “cr”„l™ JISENDOWMENT: WHAT ARE THEY! 

Appendi.v on Imperi.al Fed-'-arlnn Two Lectures. With an 

THTP Af 'd T-Tj^z-vi-xr. ^^Q'-^ation, Crown Svo. 6d an 

;h.\inlvs™"oV r°£r,-n[fSlu^^^^ L«oture,. Read in 

the «:EEv;;;r.d'“ 

TT ■ .* P ^DS OF ROMAN^ T-T a?" c t 

under 'SLn mi?'!)!;; ^^saTorG^clt ^itfes 

METEOKOGRAPHrcA^''o'r’'jt '''^■^' ’ 

E^^oS^MEro? sS - t:- 

TECORD op FAMII.Y FACULTfPS ■ "”’ '''°- '* 

life HisVoR'^lr.e'^-" 55-oce-“- a^T.f - 

o&st*.ss 

labular Forms Fh^rfc ^r^-ri t? i ♦ Hua a Kecord of Illnessf^^ • 

Prenared by thefei„“1.f1f^c"l?e'i"iv1^^^^^^^^ 

ledica Assoc, atlon, and Edited bv F» . „5^L “A ?" .'r-”"'™;“SO of the 


EXhM.dVriAs;:;datio„“Ld"VSl!;f’=^ 

man of the Life Histtr^’q^th r Francis Galton, F R S Phllr 

Wools for Testing. 3- 0^ 

c™br.d^, a„d Hon. Foreign >'secretarrof^th1t;^'SS;;ic‘lLFeriil'^^ 

GEDDfs®LL.™lrSrFF“e?”™u™'l-Sy ^ »• 

°^,fKIE,-W„rhsbyAnc„.BannGH.K,E LL rp R ^O 

the Geo og.cal Survey of the United Kin^donT’FnH ^'/e'^tor-General of 

Practical Geology, London, formerK mSSroh P’ 

GKm OrarVr" Edinburgh, &c. of Geology and 


qK-p-rt-UTT'c. Lfomourgh, &c. 

THe'sCENFPV abroad. With illustra- 

IHK SCENERY OF ^POTt a>tt\ tr- , • 

GILBFRt"''''’ Hlustrations CrSr,;"8vT"'2!“6V'"'' 

for tl,e Blijd. ByFaFiS?UKS.FAmhoT?fSA"®F?''''h“"'* Work 
Portrait. Crown Svo. 6j. (Biographical SerL^) ^"^elique Arnauld.” Wtth 

and Place of Homer^^^By^thiS^fghf SSf W^F Gl ""fo the Time 

Svo. 6t. “o"- W. E. Gladstone, M.P. Crown 
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GOETHE AND MENDELSSOHN (1821 — 1831). 

the German of Dr. Karl Mendelssohn, Son of the Composer, by M. E- Von 
Glhhn, From the Private Diaries and Home Letters of Mendelssoha, with 
Poems and Letters of Goethe never before printed. Also with two New 
Original Portraits, Fac-similes, and Appendix of Twenty Letters hitherto 
unpublished. Second Edition, enlarged. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

GOETHE. — A LIFE OF GOETHE. By Heinrich Duntzer. Translated by 
T. W, Lvster, Assistant Librarian National Library of Ireland. With Illustra-* 
tions. Two vols. Crown 8vj. 21^. 

GOLDSMID. — telegraph and travel, a Narrative of the For- 

maiion and Development of Telegraphic Communication between England and 
India, under the orders of Her Majesty's Government, w th incidental Notices 
of the Countries traversed by the Lines. By C doiiel Sir Frederick Goldsmtd, 
C.B., K.C. S. I., late Director of the Government Ind --European Telegraph. 
With numerous Illustrati :)ns and Maps. 8vo. zjs. 

GORDON.— last letters from EGYPT, to which are added Letters 

from the Cape. By Lady Duff Gordon. With a Memoir by her Daughter, 
Mrs. Ross, and Portrait engraved by Jeens. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, gs . 

GORDON (CHARLES GEORGE), a SKETCH. By Reginald 

H. Barnes, Vicar of Heav.tree, and Charles E. Bkown, Major R.A. With 
Facs iviile Letter. Crown 8vo. is* 

GRAHAM. — KING JAMES I. An Historical Tragedy. By David Graham. 
Author of “Robert the Bruce." Globe 8vo. ys. 

GREAT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE: ST. LOUIS and 

CALVIN. By M. Guizot, Member of the Institute of France. CrawnSvo. 6r. 
(Biographical Series.) 


GREEN. — Works by John Richard Green, M.A., LL.D. : — 

THE MAKING OF ENGLAND. With Maps. Demy 8vo. i6r. 

THE CONQUEST OF ENGLAND. With Maps. Demy 8vo. i8r. 

HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. Vol. I.— Early England- 
Foreign Kings — The Charter — d he ParLament. With 8 Coloured Maps. 8vo. 
i6r. Vol. II. — The Monarchy, 1461 — 1540: d'hc Restoration, 1540 — 1603. 8vo. 
16s* Vol. III. — Puritan England, 1603 — 1660 ; The Revolution, 1660 — 1688. 
With 4 Maps. 8vo. i6s. Vol. IV, — 'Ihe Revolution, 1683 — 1760; Modern 
England, 1760 — 1815. With Maps and Index. 8vo. i6.y. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. With Coloured 
Maps, Genealogical Tables, and Chronological AnnaL. Crown 8vo. 6d. 
126th Thousand. 

STRAY STUDIES FROM ENGLAND AND ITALY. Crown 8vo. Ss. 6d. 
Containing : Lambeth and the Archbi^^hops — The Florence of Dante — Venice and 
Rome — Early History of Oxford — The District Visitor — Capri — Hotels in the 
Clouds — Sketches in Sunshine, &c. 

READINGS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. Selected and Edited by John 
Richard Green. In Three Parts. Fcap. 8vo. is, 6d. each. Part I. — From 
Hengest to Cressy. Part. II. — From Cressy to Cromwell, Part III. — From 
Cromwell to Balaklava. 

GROVE. — A DICTIONARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (a.d. 1450- 

1886). By Eminent Writers. English and Foreign. With Illustrations and 
Woodcuts. Edited by Sir George Grove D.C.L.. Director of the Royal 
Colfege of Music. 8vo. Pa^ts 1 . to XIV., XIX — XXI. ^s, 6d. each. Parts 
XV. and XVL ys. Parts XVII. and XVIII. 7^. 

Vols. I., II., and III. 8vo. 215. each. 

Vol. I. A to Impromptu.— Vol. II. Improperia fo Plain Song. — Vol, III. Planche 
to Sumer is Icumen In. 

Cloth cases for binding Vols. I., II., and III. i.s*. each. 

Part XXII. completes the DICTIONARY of MUSIC and MUSICIANS as 
originally contemplated; but an Appendix and a Full General Index are in the Press. 

GUEST. — LECTURES ON THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By M. J. 
Guest. With Maps. Crown 3 vo. 6,s. 
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CELTICAE (a Fragment) and other Contributions to 
MLfVr ^ ?y Edwin Guest, LL.D.. D.C.L., F.R.S., late 

FWfr!^^ ^ Gonville and Cams College, Cambridge. With Maps. Plans, and a 

J- Stodart. Twovols. Demy 8vo. 32^. 

HAMERTON.-w< As by P. G. HAM.Rro»:- 

Fofty-'igU MW 

"^hv^lin ^ Portrait of Leonardo da Vinci, etched 

Crow^Sv^^ art. New Edition, revised, with an Introduction. 

HUMAN INTERCOURSE. Third Thousand. Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d 

GEORGE FREDERICK HANDEL. By 

^ History of Music for Young Students.” With 
Crown^Svo^ iS Georgk Grove, D.C.L. With a Portrait. 

HARRISON.— THE CHOICE OF BOOKS; and other Literary Pieces 
By Frederic Harrison. Third Edition. Globe 8vo. 6 t. rary i^ieces. 

A Lnoice Ldition on large paper, 250 copies only printed. 8vo. 15^. 

METAPHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. By Thomas 

Pat-fr'^’r^f ^ each.— Vol. III., 

He,»mc» He™e. Tbabslaud 

HELLENIC STUDIES— louRXTAT of « « . r . ww 

Sa‘'"flll°'‘ 4to Atlas , f Illustrations, VoL^ 1 ^'^ with 4m' 

fto All orintS^^s’’ l"elr ^Vol’ iT' "t^- 

Vol. Vili., Par, I , Vsl.”” '='■ - 5 - 'Mh! 

0 fficLVa°p”!]?i 7 "‘ muse“S eacY 0^1 S.'” “■.“‘'i* “ *’« 

ni--THE ANCIENT EMPIRES OF 

EAST. Ldned. With Notes, Introductions, and Appendices bv A H 

p5riofog" ''iv'2'‘''’S “““■ ^ r..ru.y-Prof£Lr tTSaYpat ..^e 

'^ERPRESSURE IN HIGH SCHOOLS IN DENMARK 

Di,Si; ?;b!Gi^;EET‘i5i^'fEY‘ wiriSrdfe"by"sri‘‘? 

Browne, M.D., LL.D., F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6 d ^ 

Works by Octavia Hili.. 

Js. ed 

^^i^ENRY ^rdIobIS? Miscellaneous writings of vere 

Ladv Hob^rS 2 voll Demy 8vo." Sketch. Edited by Marv. 

^^P^e??n^ FRANCIS HODGSON. B.D.. Scholar 

Poet, and Divine. By nis son, the Rev. James T. Hodgson M A Containino- 

’rEENs"’’ Two"^? Portrait engraved by 

JEENS. 1 WO vuls. Crown 8vo. iSs* ^ 

STEMMA of the KINGS OF ENGLAND 

On Sheet ^ Cambridge. 

Compiled and Arranged by 
the Rev. Charles Hole, M.A. Second Edition. 181110. 4^. 6d ^ ^ 
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OKFR and ball.— morocco and the GREAT^a-j:^ 

&c. and John Ball. F.R.S. With an Appendix. Lncludinff i sh^k^^h? 
fvo fxs Maw, F.E.S., F G.S. With Illusfrations afd 








4 
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by L;eut.-Col. Henry M. Hozier late A<!<sJcta>if 

Military Secretary to Lord Napier of Maedala •— ’ ' ® Assistant 

• • 

ramble round THE WORLD IN 1871 Bv M Lh 

Herbekt. New and Cheaper Edhion. Widr numerous 

^ Hughes, Q.C, Author of “Torn Brown's 
MEMOIR OF A BROTHER. With Portrait of Geor'ie Hughes, after Watts 

Engraved by Jeens. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. m. watts, 

ALFRED THE GREAT. Crown 8vo. 6 s, ’ 

^F^S'^Th Portrait aftei Lowes Dickinson, 
EDITION^^^ x{ ^ ^ ^ Thousand. Crown 8vo. 4^. 6^/.-POPULAR 

'^CuiSi^riJnd'pYafeiu bvkhe^Boa of the Settlement founded on the 

t^umoerjana L^lateau by the Board of Aid to Land Ownership. With a renort 

Sm'itL?- t 'ilrl^LS M'sS.To/TeIe2-= ■ /£"" 

°c™™0.™6l; Tho.has' Hughes. 

Manchester. A Memoir. 

HUNT. — HISTORY OF ITALY. By the Rev W Hnw-r M A tj • u 
Fourth Volume of the Historical Courie for SchoS; F^.T^rJ^L^ir 

Freeman. D.C.L. New Edition, with Coloured Maps. i8mo. ^3^. 

HUTTON. Works by R. H. Hutton, M.A, 

ESSAYS THEOLOGICAL AND LITERARY. Cheaper issue. 

I o^« 

Contents of Vol. I. i The morcil sisriificsiiice oF AtTi<»icm— a#.!. * • t* 
AoglkanUm "** <'l>‘'rel>-Romanis:n, Protestantism, and 

-SheVey^PoedS? M”'iS.n-“ln“BrowniJ"!!^'S^^ S* 0'”'“® 

nawtfmme”"^'' -f Ma’tthew ArSgl^l^'n'y SOLI'S 

ESSAYS ON SOME OF THE MODFRM r'liiTAipo 

thought IN MATTERS OF F^raf'^GloteYvo 1 ^ ENGLISH 

T^hese essays deal with the following writers* Thoma*; ParKrl#^ i tat 

Matthew Arnold, George Eliot, and FrederS Newman, 

INGRAEI. 


2 vols. 8vo. 


BR.TA,Nl'l,g'fK°D': 

Inn, Barn.ster-.'it-Law, formerly Profess-r of Turi'^nrnHfsn^!- f 

Muha.nincda,, Law in the Presidency ColIege.Aaicutu. Demy 8vo. 

^^TIQUITIES of IONIA, see under DilettauH Ssciety-s 


HISTORY, BIOGRAPHY, TRAVELS, ETC. 



fo“L^ 

bou“ 5 .'‘U revised? Svo hll^! 

™NA.Li“(S?-' OU R TI M°E ‘'I’’' “h' ■«’ 

Match . 374 ?to the Oceu^.itL'f Ts?"' , 

« .n Ihe Press, hr.nging the work doS to JuSe d/y hupplement 

JAMES.— Works by Henry James : 

Ba^zTcI GeoiT sin?; f ' 

PORTRAITS OF PLACES. Crown 8 vo. js. 6cl. 

Grtk &ut.?e???t? •; Ct^jw " a^'o^ ’ ~ 

and journal of W STANIFV tfvomq 

Edited by his Wife. With Portrait. Demy 8 vo. ^ JEVONS. 

JOHNSON’S LIVES OF THE POETS Th^s c- ri,- <■ r • 

FoS”" MacaStyPs^l- lM"? 

ffir- Crowt 8 vo t 5“^“’ '“>’ AtthoLO. New Ld Popular 

KANT. — THE LIFE OF IMMANUEL KANT R.r T w c 
D.D., late Professor in Wittenburg College, Ohio. Wkh Por^kit 

REASON BY 

Introduction by Ludwig NoirR 2 vols. Demy 8vo i6^ each 
rrr o r Convenience of bludents these volumes are now sold separately. 

4 l-° Tb^^gh 

national“the common property of the whole world." ecome inter- 

^^xlfdThTutS’ NfwiSm “cToin 8 V 0 .'' "'i* a Portrait. 

^^W,VRL&°rCoSp^arUo^„'?The°4 

Buddha wi^ the Story, the Doctrine, and the Ethics ’of Christ Bv S 

Kellogg D.D., Professor m the Western Theological Seminar^r, Alle-Sny p?' 

U.S.A., eleven years Missionary to India, Corresponding Mek^Der ohEri’meri’ 
can Oriental Society, Author of “A Grammar of H;,ak: i 
Dialecis," &c. Crown 8vo. js. 6d ^“idi Language and 

KILLEN.— ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY OF TRET Avn .1 

mS!L?r Jo'lrf Ev^ri^ ^.feTon^of W^estin^S. ?F“ort.r W^oSs^bj; 

Theological and Belles Lettrks Catalogues ) ^ 

tiJ^^^J^.TMAS in the WEST INDIES. With nearly Fifty 

Illustrati.^n.s. New- Ldit on. Cr.wn 8 vo. 6s. m ueariy riity 


i6 


MACMILLAN’S CATALOGUE OF WORK-IN 


KING SLE Y! (CHARLES)-: — continued^ 

TEUTON. A Series of Lectures delivered tefo., 
rite University of Cambridge. New and Cheaper Edition, with Preface to 

Professor Max Muller. Crown 8vo. 6 s. oy 

^ PURITANS, and other Historical Essays. With Portrait of Sir 

Walter Raleigh. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 j. 

nnp Essay mentioned in the title, this volume contains other tivo— 

England Raleigh and his Time," and one on Froude’s “History of 

HIS 1 ORTCAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Crown 8vo 
SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS Crown 8vo 

ESSAYS Q-ow„8vl 6r '°’ 

^ ^'ECTURES. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Coloured 

Also a Presentation Edition in Ornamental Binding, gilt edges. Crown 8vo. ts. 6d, 

KINGSLEY (HENRY).— tales OF OLD TRAVEL Re-narrated by 

Henry IOngsley, F.R.G.S. With Eight Illustrations by Huard, Sixth 
JSQiuon. Crown 8vo. 5.?. 

LABBERTON.— AN HISTORICAL ATLAS. Comprising 141 Maps, to 

Which IS added besides an Explanatory Text on the period delineated in each 
Map, a carefully selected Bibliography of the English Books and Magazine 
Articles rearing on that period. By Robert H Labberton, Litt. Hum. 
Doctor. New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 410. 15.5*. 

LAMB, Works by Charles Lamb. Edited with Introduction and Notes by 
Alfred Ainger, M.A., Canon of Bristol. 

TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Globe 8vo. 5s, Golden Treasury Edition. 

T-cc AA/o Globe Read. ngs Edition fjr Schoois. Globe 8vo. 

ESSAYS OF ELIA. Globe 8vo. Si’. 

POEMS, PLAYS. AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. &c. Globe 8vo « 
MRS. LE^ESTER’S SCHOOL ; The Adventures of Ulysses ; and other 

Essays. Globe 8vo. 5^- 

LETI ERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 5;?. each. 

LANFREY.— history OF NAPOLEON I. By P. Lanfrey. A Trans- 

laiion made with the sanction of the author. New and Popular Edition a voIs 
Crown 8vo. 30^. ‘ ^ 

LECTURES ON ^-RT Delivered in support of the Society for Protection 
of Ancient Buildings. By Regd. Stuart Poole. Professor W B. Richmond, 
R. J. Royntek, K.A., J. T. Micklethwaite, and William Morris. Crown 

ovo. 4s. od. 

A SHORT MANUAL OF THE HISTORY OF 

INDIA, with an accoum of INDIA AS IT IS. The Soil, Climate, and Pro- 
diict^Ds : the People-their Races, Rel.gions, Public Works, and Industries; 

System of Administration. By Sir Roper Lethbridge, 
M.A OLE., Press Commissioner with the Government of India, late Scholar of 
Exeter College, &c. &c. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 55. 

LIECHTENSTEIN.— HOLLAND HOUSE. By Princess Marie Ltech- 

TENSTEIN. \Vith Five Steel Engravings by C. H. Jeens, after paintings by 

Watts and other celebrated Artists, and numerous Illustrations drawn bfPro. 

lessor P. H. Dklamotte, and engraved on Wood by J. D. Cooper, W. Palmer 

and JEWITT & Co., about 40 Illustrations by the Woodbury-type process, and 

India Proofs of the Steel Engravings. Two vols. Medium 4to., half morocco 
elegant. 4/. 4^*. ^ ’ 

LUBBOCK.— Works by Sir John Lubbock, Bart., M.P,, D.C.L., F.R.S. 

.ADDRESSES, POLITICAL AND EDUCATIONAL. 8vo. 8^ 6d 
FIFTY YEARS . OF SCIENCE. Being the address delivered ft York to the 

British Association, August, i88i. 8vo. 2^*. 6d, 

THE PLEASURES OF LIFE. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 35. 6d. 
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LYTE.— Works by H. C. Maxwell-Lyte, F.S.A, Deputy Deeper of the Public 

Kecords. 

ETON COLLEGE, HISTORY OF, 1440 — 1875, With Illustrations. New and 

cheaper issue. 8vo. 21s. 

A HISTORY OF THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. From the Earliest 

limes 10 the Year 1530. 8vo. 16s, 


MAC ARTHUR.— history OF SCOTLAND. By Margaret Mac 

ARTHUR. Being" the Third Volume of the Historical Course for Schools, Edited 

by Edward A. Freeman, D.C.L. Second Edition. i8mo. 25, 

McLKNNAN. — Works by John Ferguso.n McLennan. 

THE Patriarchal theory. Based on Papers of the late John Fer- 
guson McLennan- Edited and completed by Donald McLennan, of the 
Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law. 8vo. 14^*. 

STUDIES IN ANCIENT HISTORY. Comprising a Reprint of '‘Primitive 
Marriage: an Inquiry into the Origin of the Form of Capture in Marriaee 
Ceremonies.” A New Edition. 8vo. its. ^ 


MACMILLAN (REV. HUGH). — For other Works by same Author 

see Iheological and Scientific Catalogues. * 

HOLIDAYS ON HIGH LANDS; or. Rambles and Incidents in search of 
Alp.ne Plants. Second Edition, revised and enlarged. Globe 8vo. 6s, 

. — MEMOIR OF DANIEL MACMILLAN. 

By 1 HOMAS Hughes, Q.C., Author of “ Tom Brown’s Schooldays,” etc. With 
P jTtrait engraved on Steel by C. H. Jeens, from a Painting by Lowes 
Dickinson. Fifth Ihousand. Crown 8vo. 4^. 6<f.— POPULAR EDITION, 
Taper Covers, is. 


M ACRE AD Y. — MACREADY’S REMINISCENCES AND SELECTIONS 

FROM HIS DIARIES AND LETTERS. Edited by Sir F. Pollock, Bart., 
one of his Executors. With Four Portraits engraved by Jeens. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

MAHAFFY. Works by the Rev. J. P. Mahaffy, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin j 

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENANDER. Fifth 
Edition, revised and enlarged, with a new chanter on Greek Art. Crown 8vo. 
9-f 


GREEK LIFE AND THOUGHT FROM THE AGE OF ALEXANDER 
TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6 d. 

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. V/ith Map and Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. las. 6d. 


MARGARY.— the JOURNEY OF AUGUSTUS RAYMOND MAR- 
GARY FROM SHANGHAE TO BHAMO AND BACK TO MANWYNE. 

From his Journals and Letter.=, with a brief Biographical Preface, a concludin^r 
chapter by Sir Ruthekford Alcock, K.C.B., and a Steel Portrait engraved by 
Jeens, and Map. 8vo. los. 6d. 

MARTEL. — MILITARY ITALY. By Charles Martel. With Map. 

8vo. 125 . 6ci. 

MARTIN.— the history OF LLOYD’S, AND OF MARINE IN- 
SURANCE IN GREAT BRITAIN. With an Appendix containing Statistics 
relating to Marine Insurance. By Frederick Martin. Svo. 145. 

BIOGRAPHICAI^ sketches, 1B52-75. B'/ Harriet 
Martineau. With Four Additional Sketches, and Autobiographical Sketch. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s (Biographical Series.) 

(DAVID).— By David Masson, LL.D., Professor of Rhetoric 

and English Literature in the University of Edinburgh. For other Works by 
same Author, see Philosophical and Belles Lettres Catalogue, 
CHATTERTON; A Story of the Year 1770. Crown Svo. 55. 

THE THREE DEVILS: Luther’s, Goethe’s, and Milton's; and other Essays. 
Crown 8vo. 55. 

WURDSWOR^i H, SHELLEY, AND KEATS : and other Essays. Crown Svo. 55. 
CARLYLE PERSONALLY AND IN HIS WRITINGS, Two Lectures. Extra 
fcap. Svo, 25 . 6 d. 
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MATHEWS. —LIFE OF CHARLES J. MATHEWS, Chiefly Ajjtohw. 

graphical. With Selections from his Correspondence &nd Speeches. Edited by 
Charles Dickens. Two Vols. 8vo. 2ss. 

MAURICE.— LIFE OF FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE. Chiefly 

told in his own Letters. Edited by his Son* Frederick Maurice. With Two 
Portraits. 'I hird Edition. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 36^. 

Popular Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. i6.y. 

MAURICE.— the FRIENDSHIP OF BOOKS; AND OTHER LEG- 

TURES. By the Rev. F. D. Maurice. Edited with Preface, by Thomas 
Hughes, Q.C, Crown £vo. 4s. 6d, 

MAURICE. — LETTERS FROM DONEGAL IN i836. By a Lady 

“ Felon.’’ Edited by Colonel Maurice, Professor of Military History, Royal 
Staff College. Crown 8vo. is, 

MAXWELL. — PROFESSOR CLERK MAXWELL. A LIFE OF. With a 

Selection from his Correspondence and Occasi'>nat Writings, and a Sketch of his 
Contributions to Science. By LEWIS CAMPBELL, M.A., LL.D., Professor of 
Greek in the University of St. Andrews, and Professor WILLIAM GARNETT, 
M.A., Principal of Durham College of Science, Newcastle-upon-Tyne. New 
Edition, Abridged and Revised. Crown 8vo. 7.5*. 6d, 

MAYOR (J. E. B. ) — Works edited by John E. B. Mayor, M.A., Kennedy 

Professor of Latin at Cambridge : — 

CAMBRIDGE IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Part JI. Auto- 
biography of Matthew Robinson. Fcap. 8vo. 55. 6d. 

MELBOURNE. — MEMOIRS OF THE RT. HON. WILLIAM, SECOND 
VISCOUNT MELBOURNE. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. With Portrait 
after Sir T. Lawrence. Second Edition, Two Vols. 8vo. 32^’. 

MELDOLA. — report ON THE EAST ANGUAN EARTHQUAKE 

OF APRIL 22ND, 1884. Being Vol. I. of the Essex Field Club Special 
Memoirs, by Raphael Meldot-a, F.C.S., F.I.C., F R.A.S., etc., Profess r of 
Chemistry in the Finsbury 'l echnical College, City Guilds of London Institute, 
and William White, F.S.E. , Members of the GepRgists* Association. (Drawn 
up by R, Meldola, and read in abstract at the meeting of the Essex Field Club, 
February 28th, 1885.) With Maps and other Illustrations. Cheaper issue. Demy 
8vo. 3^. 6d, 

MIALL. — LIFE OF EDWARD MIALL, formerly M.P. for Rochdale and 
Bradford. By his Son, Arthur Miall. With a Portrait. 8vo. los-. 6d. 

MICHELET. — A SUMMARY OF MODERN HISTORY. Translated 

from the French of M. Michelet, and ccmt.nuedto the present time byM. C. M 
Simpson. Globe 8vo. 4s, 6d, 

MILLET. — ^JEAN FRANCOIS MILLET; P^acant and Painter. Trans- 
lated from the French of Alfred Sensier. With numerous Illustrations. 
Globe 4to. 16s. 

MILTON. — LIFE OF JOHN MILTON. Narrated in connection with the 
Political, Ecclesiastical, and Interary Hist ry of his 'I ime. By David Masson, 
M.A., LL.D., Profess( r of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. With Portraits. Vol, I. 1608 — 1639. New and Revised Edition. 
8vo, 215 *. Vol. II. 163S — 1643. 8vo. 165. Vol. HI. 1643 — 1649. iSs, 

Vols. IV. and V- 1649 — 1660. 32J. Vol. VI. i66c — 1674. \\ ith Portrait, ais 

[Jf/dejc Voin77ie hi preparation. 
This work is not only a Biography, but also a continuous Political, Ecclesiastical, 
and Literary History of England through Milton’s whole time. 

MITFORD (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. Mitford. 

Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. With upw'^-ds of 30 Illus- 
trations, drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists. N w and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6^. 
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MORLEY. — "Works by John Morlev. New Collected Edition. In to vols. 
Globe 8 VO. 5s. each. 

VOLTAIRE. I vot. 

ROUSSEAU. 2 vols. 

DIDEROT AND THE ENCYCLOPEDISTS. 3 vols. 

ON COMPROMISE, i vol. 

MISCELLANIES. 3 vols. 

BURKE. I vol. , [Immediately. 

BURKE. [English Men of Letters Series.") Crown 8vo. Library Edition, zs.iid. 
Popular Edition, sewed, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

ON THE STUDY OF LITERATURE, The Annual Address to the Students 
of the J.ondon Society for the extension of University Teaching. Delivered at 
the Mansion House, February 26th, 1887. Crown 8v>. is. 6d. 

MURRAY. — ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E. C. Grenville Murray. 
Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

MUSIC.— DICTIONARY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS (a.i>. 1450- 

j886). By Eminent Writers, English and Foreign. Edited by Sir OEtiRGE 
Grove, D.C.L.. Director of the Royal College of Music. Three Vols. 8 vo. 
With Illustrations and Woodcuts. Parts I. to XIV.. XIX. to XXII. Part 
XXII. concludes the Dictionary of Music and Mnsicians as originally con- 
templated. 3s. 6d each. Pans XV. and XVI., 7s. Parts XVII. and XVTII., 
ys. Vols. I., II., and III. 8vo. 21s. each. 

Vol. I. — A to Impromptu. Vol. II. — Improperia to Plain Song. Vol. III. Planche 

to Sumer is Icumen in. ^ 

Part XXI r. completes the “Dictionary of Music and Musicians as ori- 
ginally coniemplaied. But an Appendix and a Full General Index are in the Press. 


MYERS.— ESSAYS BY FREDERIC W. H, MYERS. 2 vols. i. Classical 

11 . Modern. Crown 8vo. 4^. ei/. each. 

NAPOLEON. — THE HISTORY OF NAPOLEON I. By P. Lanfrey. 

A Translation with the sanction of the Author. New and Popular Edition. 
Four Vols. Crown 8vo. 30^. 


NEWTON.— ESSAYS ON ART AND ARCHEOLOGY. By Charles 
Tho.mas Newton. C B., Ph.D., D.C.L., LL.D., Keeper of Greek and Roman 
Antiquities at the British Museum, &c. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


NICHOL.— TABLES OF EUROPEAN LITERATURE AND HISTORY, 

A.D. 200—1876. By J. Nichol, LL.D., Professor of English Language and 

Literature, Glasgow. 410. 6s. 6d. , 

TABLES OF ANCIEN l' LITERATURE AND HISTORY, b.c. 1500— a.d. 

200. By the same Author. 4to. 4-r. 6d. 

NORDENSKIOLD’S ARCTIC VOYAGES, 1858-79.— with 

?.Taps and numerous Illustrations. 8vo. i6j. 

VOYAGE OF THE VEGA. By Adolf Erik Nordenskiold. Translated by 
Alexander Leslie. With numerous Illustrations, Maps, &c. Popular and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

NORGATE.— ENGLAND UNDER THE ANGEVIN KINGS. By Katb 

Norg.ate. With Maps and Plans. 2 vols. 8vo. 32^. 


OLIPHANT (MRS.) . — Works by Mrs, Oliphant. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, and tbeir City. 
With numerous Illustrations from drawings by Professor Dei.amotte. and 
portrait of Savonarola, engraved by Jeens. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. TOJ. fid. 

THE MAKERS OF VENICE. With numerous Illustrations. Medium 8vo. 

21,?. \}nst 7 ‘eady. 

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE END OF THE 
EIGHTEENTH AND PiEGINNING OF THE NINETEENTH CEN- 
TURY. New Issue, with a Preface. 3 vols. Demy 8vo. 21^. 


OLIPHANT, — the duke and the scholar; and other Essays. 

By T. L. Kington Oliphant. 8vo. 7^. f>d, 

OLIVER. — MADAGASCAR: an Historical and Descriptive Account of the 
Island and its former Dependencies. Compiled by Captain S. Pasfield Oliver, 
F-S.A., F.R.G.S., late Royal Artillery. With Maps. 2 vols. Medium 8vo. 
£% i2S> 6d, 
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OTTE.— SCANDINAVIAN HISTORY. By E. C. Ottb. With Mapsi. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 


OWENS COLLEGE ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES.~By P«o- 

FESSORS AND LECTURERS OF OwENS COLLEGE, MANCHESTER. Published in 

Commemoration of the Opening of the New College Buildings, October 7th, 
X873. 8vo. 14^. 

)— THE HOUSE OF COMMONS; Illustrations 
of its History and Practice. By Rbginald F. D. Palgrave. Clerk Assistant 
of the House of Commons. New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo. zs, 6d, 

PALGRAVE (SIR F.)— HISTORY OF NORMANDY AND OF 

ENGLAND. By Sir Francis Palgrave, Deputy Keeper of Her Majesty's 
Public Records. Completing the History to the Death of William Rufus. 

4 Vols. 8 VO. 4/. 4f. 

PALGRAVE (W. G.) — ^Works by William Gifford Palgrave, H.M. 

Minister Resident in Uruguay. 

A NARRATIVE OF A YEAR'S JOURNEY THROUGH CENTRAL AND 
EASTERN ARABIA, 1862—3. Seventh Edition. With Maps, Plans, and 
Portrait of Author, engraved on steel by Jeens. Crown 8vo. dr. 

ESSAYS ON EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. lor. 6 d. 

DUTCH GUIANA. With Maps and Plans. 8vo. gs. 

ULYSSES ; OR, SCENES AND STUDIES IN MANY LANDS. 8vo. i2S.6d. 

PARKMAN. — Works by Francis Parkman. 

MONT CALM AND WOLFE. Library Edition. Illustrated with Portraits and 
MJPp.s. 2 vols. 8vo. i2r. 6 d. each. 

THE COLLECTED WORKS DF FRANCIS PARKMAN. Popular Edition. 

In 10 V ils. Crown 8vo. js. td- each, or complete i3f, 6rf. 

PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE NEW WORLD. 1 vol. 

TilE JLSUJTS IN NORTH AMERICA, i vol. 

J.A SALLE AND THE DISCOVERY OF THE GREAT WEST, i vol. 
'J HE (JKEGUN TRAIL. 1 vol. 

THE OLD KKC'.UIE IN CANADA UNDER LOUIS XIV. i vol. 

Count i r.jntenac and nev/ France under louis xiv. 

T ^•Ml. 

MONTCALM AND WOLFE. 2 vols. 

THE C(JNSPIRACY OF PONTIAC. 2 vols. 

PATTESON. — life and LETl'ERS OF JOHN COLERIDGE PAT- 

'I ESON, D.D., Missionary Bishop of the Melanes.an Islands. By Chari-OTTB 
M. VoNGE. Author of “The Heir of Kedclyffe.*’ With Portraits after 
Kicii.mom) and from Photograph, engraved by Jeens. With Map. New 
Edition. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. i2J. 

PATTIiSON. — MEMOIRS. By Mark Pattison, late Rcct:r of Lincoln 

Ccllrge, O..ford. Crown 8vo. 8^. 6 d. 

PAYNE.— A HISTORY OF EUROPEAN COLONIES. By E. J. Payne, 

M.A. With Maps. i8ino. [Historical Course /or Schools. 

PERSIA. — i:aS1'KRN PEP^STA. An Account of the Journeys of the Persian 
B tundary Cf imnission. 1870-1-2. — Vol. I. The Geography, with Narratives by 
I\Iajors St. J min, 1 >ovett, and Euan Smith, and an Introduction by Major- 
Ciencral Sir Kim nfhic Goldsmid, C.B., K.C.S.I., British Commissioner and 
Arbitral- r. lii iMa];s ruid Jllustraiions. — Yd. II. The Zoology and Geology. 
By W. T. Blanoi-ull, A.R.S.M., F R.S. With Coloured Illustrations. Two 
V^cls. Svo. 42,r. 

POLLOCK. — PERSONAL REMEMBRANCES OF SIR FREDERICK 

POLLOCK, second Baronet, sometime Queen’s Remembrancer. 2 vols. Crown 
Svo. [/ust ready. 

POOLE.— A EIISTORV OF THE HUGUENOTS OF THE DISPERSION 
AT THE RECALL OF THE EDICT UF NANTES. By Reginald 
Lane Pcoix. Crown cvo. ts. 
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PRICHARD. — THE ADMINISTRATION OF INDIA. Fr^m 1859 to 
j668. The First Ten Years of Administration under the Crown. By 1 . T. 
Prichard, Barrister-at-Law. Two Vols. Demy 8vo. With Map. qis, 

PROPERT.— A HISTORY OF MINIATURE ART. By J. Lumsden 

Propert. With numerous Illustrations. Super Royal 4to. £3 13J- 6d, 

Also a limited edition, bound in vellum. £^ 145^. 6d. 

REED (SIR CHAS.).— SIR CHARLES REED. A Memoir by Charles 
E. B. Reed, M.A. Crown 8vo. 4.^. 6d, 

ROGERS (JAMES E. THOROLD).— HISTORICAL GLEAN- 
INGS: — A Series of Sketches. Montague, Walpole, Adam Smith, Cobbett. 
By Prof. RotJERS. Crown Svo. 4^. 6d, Second Series. Wiklif, Laud, 
Wilkes, and Horne Tooke. Crown Svo. 6s, 

ROSSETTI.— DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI ; a Record and a Study. By 

William Sharp. With an Illustration after Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Crown 
Svo. 10s, 6d, 

ROUTLEDGE.— CHAPTERS IN THE HISTORY OF POPULAR 

PROGRESS IN ENGLAND, chiefly in Relat on to the Freedom of the 
Press and Trial by Jury, 1660— 1820. \\ ith application to later years. By J. 

Routledge. Svo. i6s. 

RUMFORD. — COUNT RUMFORD’S COMPLETE WORKS, with 

Memoir, and Notices of his Daughter. By George Ellis. Five Vols. Svo. 
4/. 14J. 6d^ 

RUSSELL.— NEW VIEWS ON IRELAND, OR IRISH LAND 
GRIEVANCES AND REMEDIES. By Charles Russell, Q.C., M.P. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. zs. 6d. 

SAINTSBURY.— A HISTORY OF ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. 

By George Saintsbury. Crown Svo. ys. 6d. 

SANDYS.— AN EASTERN VACATION IN GREECE. With lists of 

books on Greek Travel and Topography, and Tii^ Tablp cf Gre^ Railways 
and Steamers. By John Edwin Sandys, Litt. D., Fellow and Tutor of St. 
John’s College, and Public Orator in the University of Cambridge. With a Map 
of Greece and a Plan of ulympia. Crown Svo. 3^. 

SAYCE.— THE ANCIENT EMPIRES OF THE EAST. By A. H. Sayce, 
Deputy-Professor of Comparative Pnilobgy, Oxford; Hon. LL.D. Dublin. 

Crown 8 vo. 65, 

SCHILLER. — THE LIFE OF SCHILLER. ByHEiNRiCH Duntzer. Trans- 
lated by Percy E. Pinkerton. With Illustrations. Crown Svo. loj. 6:i. 

SCRATCHLEY— KINLOCH COOKE. — AUSTRALIAN DE- 
FENCES AND NEW GUINEA. Compiled from the Papers of the late 

Major-General Sir Peter Scra'chley, R.E., KC.M.G., Defence Adviser to the 
Australian Colonies, and Her Majesty’s SpecLal Commissioner for New Guinea. 
By C. Kinljch Cooke, B A., LL.M., of the Inner Temple, Barnster-at-Law. 

With Portrait and Maps. Demy Svo. 14^. 

SEELEY , — ^Works by J. R. Seeley, M.A., Regius Professor of hlodern History- 

in the University of Cambridge, Fellow of Conville and Cains College, FelLw 
of the Royal Historical Sjciety, and Honoraiy Member of the Historical Society 

THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two Courses of Lectures. Crown Svo. 

OUR COLONIAL EXPANSION. Extracts from “The Expansion of Eng- 

land." Crown Svo. is. 

LECTURES AND ESSAYS. Svo. 10s. 6d. 

Contents: — Roman Imperialism: i. 'ihe Great Roman Revolution, 2. llie 
Proximate Cause of the Fall oF the Roman Empire: The Later Empire.--]\iilt..n s 
Political Opinions -Milton’s Poetry— Elementary Prin iples in Art—Liberal Educa- 
tion m Universities - English in Schools— The Church as a 1 eacher of Morality Ihe 
Teaching of Politics : an Inaugural Lecture delivered at Cambridge. 
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SELBORNE.-— A DEFENCE OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAlTD" 

AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT. With an Introductory Letter to the 
Right Hon. W, E. Gi-adstone, M.P. By Ro undell, Earl of Selborne. 

Third Edition. Crown 8vo. js. 6d» 

SHELBURNE.— LIFE OF WILLIAM, EARL OF SHELBURNE, 

AFTERWARDS FIRST MARQUIS OF LANDSDOWNE. With Extracts 
from his Papers and Correspondence. By Lord Edmond Fitzmauricb. In 
Three Vols. 8vo. Vol. I, 1737— 1766, i2j. ; Vol* II. 1766 — 1776, 12s, ; Vol. 
III. 1776 — 1805. j6j. 

SIB SON.— COLLECTED WORKS OF FRANCIS SIBSON, M.D., Lond., 

Fellow of the Royal Society, Honorary M.D. Trinity College, Dublin, and 
D.C.L. Durham, Fellow of the R >yal College of Physic ans, &c. Edited by 
William M. Ord, M.D. With Illustrations. Four Volumes. 8vo- 3/. 3J. 

SIME.— history OF GERMANY. By James Si vik. M.A. iSmo. 35. 

Being Vol. V. of the Historical Course for Schools. Edited by Edward A. 
Free.man, D.C.L. 

SMITH (GOLDWIN). — THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN. ACouise 

of Lectures on the Political History of England. By Goldwin Smith, M.A., 
D.C.L. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

SPINOZA. — SPINOZA: a Study of. By James Martineau, LL.D., D.D., 

Fellow of Manchester New College, London. With Portrait. Second Edison. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. (Biographical Senes). 

ST. ANSELM. — By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, M. A., Dean of St. Paul's. 
New Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. (Biographical Series). 

STATESMAN’S YEAR-BOOK, THE.— a Statistical and Histo- 
rical Annual of the States of the Civilised World for the Year 1887. Twenty- 
fourtli Annual Publication. Revised after Official Returns. Edited by J, 
Scot r Keltie. Crown Svo. 10s . 6 ci . 


STATHAM.— blacks, BOERS, AND BRITISH: A Three-Cornered 

Problem. By F . R. Statham. Crown Svo. 6s. 

STEPHEN. — the STORY OF NUNCOMAR AND THE IMPEACH- 
I\IENT OF SIR ELIJAH IMPEY. By Sir James Fitzjames Stephen, 
K.C S.I., D.C.L., a Judge of High Court of Justice, Queen’s Bench Division. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo. 15s. 

STEVENSON.— HOUSE ARCHITECTURE. By J. J. Stevenson, 

Fellow of the Royal Institution of British Architects. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Royal 8yo. 2 Vols. i8.y. each. Vol. I. Architecture. Vol, II. House 
Planning. 

ST. JOHNSTON, — CAMPING AMONG CANNIBALS. By Alfred 

St. Johnston. Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. 

STRANGFORD, — EGYPTIAN SHRINES AND SYRIAN SEPUL- 
CHRES, including a Visit to Palmyra. By Emily A. Beaufort (Viscountess 
Strangford), Author of "‘The Eastern Shores of the Adriatic" New Edition. 
Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

TAIT. — AN ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH HISTORY, based upon Green's 
Short History of the English People." By C. W, A. Tait, M.A., Assistant 
Master, Clifton College. Crown Svo. 3^. 6d. 

TAIT. — CATHARINE AND CRAUFURD TAIT, WIFE AND SON OF 
ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY: a 
Memoir, Edited, at the request of the Archbishop, by the Rev. W. Benham, 
B.D., Rector of St. Edmund-ihe King and St. Nicholas Aeons, One of the Six 
Preachers of Canterbury Cathedral. With Two Portraits engraved by Jeens. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6 s. (Biographical Series.) 

Abridged Edition. Crown Svo. 2.?. 6d. 

TAIT.— THE LIFE OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL TAIT, Archbishop ot 
Canterbury. By the Very Rev. the Dean of WiNDSOSt and Rev. W. Benham, 
B.D. 2 vols. 8vo. [In the press. 
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TERESA.— THE LIFE OF ST. TERESA. By Maria Trench. With 

Portrait engraved by Jeens. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8 s. 6 d. 

% 

THOMPSON.— HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By Edith Thompson 

Being Vol. II. of the Historical Course for Schools, Edited hy Edward A 
Freeman, D.C.L. New Edition, revised and enlarged, with Coloured Mars 
i8mo. 2^. td. 


THOMPSON. — PUBLIC OPINION AND LORD BEACONSFIELD, 

1875-1880. By Geo. Carslake Thompson, LL.M., of the Inner Temple, 
Barrlster-at-Law. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 36jr. 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION.— New 

and Popular Edition. Crov\n 8vo. 6 d. 


TODHUNTER. — THE CONFLICT OF STUDIES; AND OTHER 
ESSAYS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH EDUCATION. By Isaac 
Todhunter, M.A., F.R.S., late Fellow and Principal Mathematical Lecturer 
of St. John’s College, Cambridge. 8vo. 10s. 6 d, 


TROLLOPE. — A HISTORY OF THE COMMONWEALTH OF 
FLORENCE FROM THE EARLIEST INDEPENDENCE OF THE 
COMMUNE TO THE FALL OF THE REPUBLIC IN 1831. By T. 
Adolphus Trollope. 4 Vols. 8vo. Cloth, 21s. 

TURNER.- “SAMOA. A Hundred Years ago and long bef re, together with 
Notes on the Culls and Customs of Twenty-three other Islands in the Pacific, By 
Ge'rge Turner, LL.D., cf the London M is. ionary Society. With a Preface 
by E B. Tylor, F.R.S. Wiih Jalaps. Crown Svo. gs, 

TYLOR. — anthropology : an Introduction to the Study of Man and 
Civilisation- By E. B. Tylor, D.C.L. , F.R.S. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. 75. 6 d. 

UNKNOWN COUNTRY, AN. — (THE RECORD OF A JOURNEY 

TN IRELAND.) By the Author of Ifallfax, Gentleman.” With 

Illustrations by F. Noel Paton. Royal Svo, 7.^, 6 d. 

UPPINGHAM BY THE SEA. — a NARRATIVE OF THE YEAR 

AT BORTM. By J. H. S. Crown Svo. 3.^. 6 d. 

VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING OF ITALY. 

By G. S. Godkin. New Edition. Crown Svo. ts. (Biographical Series.) 

WALLACE.— THE MALAY ARCHIPELAGO: the Land of the Orang 

Ulan and the Bird of Paradise. By Alfred Russel Wallace. A Narra- 
tive of Travel with Studies of Man and Nature. With Map.s and numerous 
Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown Svo. 7^. 6 d. 

WALLACE (D, M.) — EGYPT : r^nd the Egyptian Ques'i n. By D. Mac- 
kenzie Wallace, M.A., Author of “Russia: a Six Years* Residence,** &c, 
Svo. 14.9. 


WARD.— A HISTORY OF ENGLISH DRAMATIC LITERATURE TO 
THE DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE. By A. W. Ward. M.A., Professor of 
History and English Literature in Owens College, Manchester. Two Vols. 
Svo, 32.y. 

WARD (J.)— EXPERIENCES OF A DIPLOMATIST. Being recollections 

of Germany founded on Dianes kept during the y^ears 1840 — 1870. By John 
Ward, C. B., late H.M. Minister-Resident to the Hanse Towns. Svo. ics. 6 d. 

WARD.— ENGLISH POETS. Selections, with Critical Introductions by 
various writers, and a General Introduction by Matthew Aknoj.d. Edited 
by T. H. Ward, M.A. 4 vi Is New Edition. Crown Gvo. js, 6 d, each. 

Vol. I. CHAUCER to DONNE. 

Vol. II. BEN JONSON to DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON to BLAKE. 

Vol. IV, WORDSWORTH to ROSSETTI. 
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WATERTON (C.)— WANDERINGS IN SOUTH AMERICA. THE 
NORTH-WEST OF THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES 

IN 1812, 18 r6. 1820. and 1824. With Original Instructions for the perfect Preser- 
vation of Birds, etc., f *r ('aliinets of Natural History. By Charles Waterton. 
New Edition, edited with Biographical Introduction and Explanatory Index 

by tlie Rev. J. G. Wood. M.A. With 100 Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

rEjpLE’s Illustrated Edition, Demy 410. 6d. 

WATSON.— A VISIT TO WAZAN, THE SACRED CITY OF MOROCCO. 

Ry Rorekt Spence Watson. With Illustrations. 8vo. los. Cd. 

WATSON (ELLEN. )~A RECORD OF ELLEN WATSON. Arranged 

and Edited by Anna Buckland. With Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
(Ibograpliical Series.) 

WESLEY.— JOHN WESLEY AND THE EVANGELICAL REACTION 

of tlie Eighteenth Century, iiy Julia Wedgwood. Crown 8vo. 8j. 6d. 

WHEELER. — Works hy J. Talboys Wheeler, late Assistant-Secretary to 
the Government of Jndia, Foreign Department, and late Secretary to the 
Government of British Burma. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF INDIA, AND OF THE FRONTIER STATES 
OF AFGHANISTAN, NEPAUL. AND BURMA. With Maps and Tables. 

Crown 8vo. 12s. 

INDIA UNDER BRITISH RULE FROM THE FOUNDATION OF THE 
EAST INDIA COMPANY. Demy 8vo. 12s. (id. 

WHEWELL.— WILLIAM WHEWELL, D.D., late Master of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. An account of his Writings, with Selections from his 
Literary and Scientific correspondence. By I. Todhunter, M.A., F.R.S. 
Two Vols. 8vo. 255. 

WHITE.— THE NATURAL HISTORY AND ANTIQUITIES OF SEL- 

BORNE, By Gilbert White. Edited, with Alemoir and Notes, by Fkanic 
Bucicland, a Chapter on Antiquities by Lord Selborne. and numerous Il- 
lustrations by P. H. Delamotte. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Also a I.arge Paper Edition, containing, in a.ddition to the above, upwards of 
Thirty Woodburyiype Illustrations from Drawings by Prof. Delamotte. Two 
Vols. 4to. Half morocco, elegant. 4/. 4^-. 

WILSON.— A MEMOIR OF GEORGE WILSON, M.D., F.R.S.E., Regius 

Professor of Technology in the University of Edinburgh. By his Sister. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

WILSON (DANIEL, LL.D,) — ^Works by Daniel W11.SON, LL.D., 

Professor of HistvU'v and English Literature in University College, Toronto ; — 
PREHISTORIC ANNALS OF SCOTLAND. New Edition, with numerous 
Illustrati ns. 'J'w > Vols. Demy 8vo. 36^. 

PREHISTORIC MAN : Researches into the Origin of Civilization in the Old 
and New World. New Edition, revised and enlarged throughout, with numerous 
Illustrations and Two Coloured Plates. Two Vols. 8vo. 365’. 
CHATTERTON : A Biographical Study. Crown Svo. 6s. 6d. 

VONGE (CHARLOTTE M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge, 

Author of the “ Heir of Redclyffe,'' &c. &c. : — 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to Edward II. Extra 
Fcap. Svo. Third Edition. 5^. 

fKJOND Series, THE WARS IN FRANCE. E.xtra fcap. 8vo. Third 

Li^dition. 55 ‘. 

Third Series, THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Foui^th Series, REFORISIATION TIMES. Extra fcap. Svo. ss. 

Fifth Series, ENGLAND AND SPAIN. Ex, la fcap Svo. ^s. 

Sixth Series, FORTY YEARS OF STUART RULE (1603— 1643). Extra 
fcap. Svo. ss. 

HISTORY OF FRANCE. I\Iaps. iSmo. 3^. 6d. 

\H{sto7‘2cal Com s€ for Schools. 
HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN NAMES. New Edition, Revised. Cr. Svo. js. 6d. 
IHE VICTORIAN HALF CENTURY. With a nev^ Portrait of the Queen 
Crown Svo. sewed, is. ; clcth, is. 6d. 
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POLITICS, POLITICAL AND SOCIAL ECONOMY, 

LAW, AND KINDRED SUBJECTS. 


ANGLO-SAXON LAW, — ESSAYS IN. Contents : Law Courts— Land 

and Family Laws and Legal Procedure generally. With Select Case« 
Medium 8vo. iSs. 

ARNOLD. — THE ROMAN SYSTEM OF PROVINCIAL ADMINIS- 
TRATION TO THE ACCESSION OF CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 
Being the Arnold Prize Essay for 1879. By W. T. Arnold, M.A, Crown 

8vo. 6^. 

BERNARD. — FOUR LECTURES ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH 
DIPLOMACY. By Montague Bernard, M. A., Chichele Professor ot 

International Law and Diplomacy, Oxford. 8vo. ps. 

BIGELOW.— history of PROCEDURE IN ENGLAND, FROM 

THE NORMAN CONQUEST. Hie Norman Period, 1066-1204. By 
Melville Madison Bigelow, Ph.D., Harvard University. 8vo. i6j. 

BIRKBECK.— HISTORICAL SKETCH OF THE DISTRIBUTION OF 

LAND IN ENGLAND. With Suggestions for some Improvement in the Law. 
Bv William Llovd Birkbeck, M.A., Master of Downing College, and 
Downing Professor of the Laws of England in the University of Cambridge. 

Crown 8vo. 4.s- 6rf. 

bright (JOHN, M.P. ). — Works by the Right Hon. John Bright, 

SEECHES ON QUESTIONS OF PUBLIC POLICY. Edited by Professor 

Thorold Rogers. Author’s Popular Edition. Globe 8vo. 3J. 6a. 

Library Edition. Two Vols. 8vo. With Portrait. 25J. 

PUBLIC ADDRESSES. Edited by J. Thorold Rogers, 8vo. 14^- 


BUCKNILL.— THE CARE OF THE INSANE, AND 'THEIR LEGAL 

CONTROL. By J. C. Buckntll, M.D., F.R.S.> late Lord Chancellor s Visitor 
of Lunatics. Cr^^wn 8vo. 3^“. 

CAIRNES.— Works by J. E. Cairnes, M.A., sometime Professor of Political 
Econoniy in University College, London. 

SOME ut^DmC^'pRINCI^ POLITICAL ECONOMY NEWLY 

EXPOUNDED. 8vo. 14^. 

CLARKE.— SPECULATIONS FROM POLITICAL ECONOMY. By C. B. 
Clarke, F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

COBDEN (RICHARD).— SPEECHES ON QUESTIONS OF PUBLIC 
POLICY. By Richard Cobden- Edited By the Right Hon. John Bright, 


M.P., and J. E. Thorold Rogers, Popular Edition. 8vo. 


COSSA.— GUIDE TO THE STUDY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY By 
Dr T tiiGT CossA Professor of Political Economy in the University of Pavia. 

Sthe Second Italian Edition. With a Preface by W. STAttLEV 

Jevons, F.R S. Crown 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

DICEY.— Works by A. V. Dicey, B.C.L., of the Inner Temple ; BarrLter-at- 
Law- Vinerian Professor of English Law in the Univers.ty of Oxford ; Fellow 

LECxil'Es’ m riSoUCTORY ’TO^rn's STUDY OF THE LAW OF 

THE CONSTITUTION. Second Ed. tion. Demy 8vo. T.2S.6d 
THE PRIVY COUNCIL. Being the Arnold Essay for i860. Crown ovo. 35'. oa. 
LETTERS ON UNIONIST DELUSIONS. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

FAWCETT. — Works by Right Hon. Henry Fawcett M A.. F.R.S., late 

Fellow of Trinity Hall, and sometime Professor of Political Economy mthe Uni- 

MANUAL ^OF^POLITICAL ECONOMY. Sixth Edition, revised, with .a 
Chapter on State Socialism and the Nationalisation of the Land, and an Index, 

etc. Crown 8 vo. 12^. 
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FAWCETT — continued. , 

SPEECHES ON SOME CURRENT POLITICAL QUESTIONS. 8vo. 

los. 6d~ 

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION: an Inquiry into the. Causes which have 
retarded the general adoption of Free Trade since its introduction into England. 
Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8 vo. sr. 6d. 

INDIAN FINANCE. Tnree Essays, with Introduction and Appendix. 8 vo. 

7 ^. 6d, 

FAWCETT (MRS.) — Works by MiLLiCENT Garrett Fawcett. 
POLITICAL ECONOMY FOR BEGINNERS. WITH QUESTIONS. New 

Edition. i 8 mo. 2s. 6d. 

TALES IN POLITICAL ECONOMY. Crown 8 vo. 3^- 

FISKE.— AMERICAN POLITICAL IDEAS VIEWED FROM THE 
STANDPOINT OF UNIVERSAL HISTORY. Three Lectures delivered 
at the Royal Instituriou of Great Britain. By John Fiske, Author of 
“Darwinism: and other Essays,'* “Excursions of an Evolutionist^" &c. 
Crown 8 vo. 4s, 

GOSCHEN. — REPORTS AND SPEECHES ON LOCAL TAXATION. 

By George J. Goschen, M.P. Royal 8 vo. ss. 

GUIDE TO THE UNPROTECTED, in Every Day Matters Relating 

to Property and Income. By a Banker's Daughter. Fifth Edition, Revised. 
Extra fcap. 8 vo. 3s. 6d. 

HARWOOD. — Works by George Harwood. M.A. 

DISESTABLISHMENT: a Defence of the Principle of a National Church. 

8vO. J2S, 

THE COMING DEMOCRACY. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

HILL . — Works by Octavia Hill : — 

OUR COMMON LAND; and other Short Essays. Extra fca]). 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
Contents: — Our Common Land. District Visiting. A more E.xcellent Way of 
Charily. A Word on Good Citizenship. Open Spaces. Eflectual Charity. The 
Fuitire cf our Commons. 

H )M ICS OF THE LONDON POOR. Popular Ed.tiou. Cr. Gvo. Sewed, is. 
HOLLAND. — THE TREATY RELATIONS OF RUSSIA AND TURKEY 

FROM 1774 TO 1853. A Lecture dtlivered at Oxfurd. April 1877. By T. E. 
Holland, D.C.L., Professor of International Law and Diplomacy, Oxford. 

Crown 8 VO. 2S* 

HOLMES. — THE COMMON LAW. By O. W. Holmes, jun. Demy 8vo. 

1 

HORTON.— THE SILVER POUND AND ENGLAND’S MONETARY 

POLICY since the Restoration, together with a History of the Guinea, illu.-i- 
trated by contemporary documents. By the Hon. S Dana FIokton, a Delegate 
of the United States to the International Monetary Conferences of 1878 and 1881. 

8vo. i4.y. 

JiliVONS. — \Vorks by \V. Stanlev Jevons, LL.D., F.R.S. (Fur ^hei 

Works by the same Author, see Educational and Philosophical Cata- 

THE THEORY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Second Edition, revised, with 

new Preface and Appendices. 8vo. lOi'. 6 d. 

PKIMER <')F POLITICAL ECONOMY. 181110. is. 

METH- )DS OF SOCIAL REFORM, and other Papers. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d 

INVESTIGATIONS IN CURRENCY AND FINANCE. Edited, with an 
IntroductiMi. by H. S. Foxwell, M.A.. Feli.w and Lecturer of St. John’s 
C'-llege, Cambridge, and Professor of Politic-J • conumy at University College, 
London. Illustraied by 20 Diagrams. Dem 8vo. 21s. 

LIGHTWOOD.— THE NATURE OF POSITIVE LAW. By John M. 

Lightwood, M.A., of Lincoln’s Inn, Barristcr-at-La\v, Fellow of Trinity Hall, 
Cambridge. Demy 8vo. 121-. 6 d. 

LOWELL. — DEMOCRACY; and other Addresses. By James Russell 
Lowell. Crown 8vo. sr. 

LUBBOCK.— ADDRESSES. POLITICAL AND EDUCATIONAL. By 

Sir John LunnocK, Bart.. M.P. , .Uc,, &c. 8vo. 8^. 6d. 
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MACDONELL.^the land question, with special 

REFERENCE TO ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND. By John Macdonell, 
Barrister-at-Law. 8vo. ro^. 6d. 


MAITLAND.— PLEAS OF THE CROWN FOR THE COUNTY OF 
GLOUCESTER, BEFORE THE ABBOT OF READING AND HIS 
FELLOW JUSTICES ITINERANT, IN THE FIFTH YEAR OF THE 
REIGN OF KING HENRY THE THIRD AND THE YEAR OF 
GRACE, 1221. Edited by F. W. Maitland. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


MARSHALL.— THE ECONOMICS OF INDUSTRY. By A. Marshall, 

M.A., Professor of Political Economy in the University of ('ambndge, late 
Principal of University College Bristol, and Mary Paley Marshall, late 
Lecturer at Newnham Hall, Cambridge. Extra fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 


MONAHAN. — THE METHOD OF LAW: an Essay on the Statement and 
Arrangement of the Legal Standard of Conduct. By J. H. Monahan, Q-C. 
Crown 8vo. 6s^ 


PATERSON. — Works by James Paterson, M.A., Barrister-at-Law, sometime 
Commissioner for English and Irish Fisheries. &c. ^ 

THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBIECT AND THE LAWS OF ENGLAND 
RELATING TO THE SECURITY OF THE PERSON. Commentaries on. 
Cheaper issue. Crown 8vo. 21^. 

THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, OF SPEECH, AND OF PUBLIC \/ 0 R- 

SHIP. Being Commentaries on the Liberty of the Subject and the Laws of 
England. Crown 8vo. 12^-. 


PHILLIMORE.— PRIVATE LAW AMONG THE ROMANS, from the 

Pandects. By John George Phillimore, Q.C. 8vo. 165. 

POLLOCK (F.).— ESSAYS IN JURISPRUDENCE AND ETHICS. By 

Frederick Pollock, M.A., LL.D., Corpus Chnsti Professor of Jurisprudence 
in the University of O.xford ; late Fellow of Trinity College, Camb. Bvo. loi. 6d. 

PRACTICAL POLITICS. — ISSUED BY THE NATIONAL LIBERAL 

FEDERATION. Complete in one volume. 8vo. 6s. Or 
1 . THE TENANT FARMER: Land Laws and Landlords. By Ja.mes Howard. 

8vo. IS. 

IT. FOREIGN POLICY. By Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff. M.P. 8vo. if. 

III. FREEDOM OF LAND. By G. Shaw Lefevre, M.P. 8vo. 2f. 6d. 

IV. BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. By Sir David Wedderburn, Bart., 
M.P. 8vo. IS. 

PRICE. — INDUSTRIAL PEACE: Its Advantages, Methods, and Difficulties. 
A Report of an Inquiry made f-T the Toynbee Trustees. By L L. F. R. Price, 
formerly Scholar of Trinity College, Oxford. With a Preface by Alfred 
Marshall, Professor of Political Economy in the University of Cambridge. 
With Portrait of Arnold Toynbee. Medium 8vo, 6s. 

RICHEY. — THE IRISH LAND LAWS. By At,exander G. Richey. Q-C., 
LL.D.. Deputy Regius Profe.ssor of Feudal and English Law m the University 
of Dublin. Crown 8vo. 3f. 6d. 


SIDGWICK. — Works by Henry Sidgwick, M.A., LL.D., Knightbridge 
Professor of Moral Phdosophy in the Un.vers.ty rf Cambridge, &c. : 

THE PRINCIPLES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Second Edition, Re- 
vised. !3emy8v:). i6s. 

THE METHODS OF ETHICS. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
Demy 8vo. 14^ 

A SUPPLEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION. Containing all the 

Important Additions and Al:crati ns in the 'Third Edition. Demy 8vo. 6s. 

THE SCmPE AND MhTTHoD OF ECONOMIC SCIENCE. An Address 

delivered to the Econ 'mic Science and Statistics Sectiunof the British Association 
at Ai'crdcen, iS::-5. Cr .wn Evo, 2.? 

OUTITNES OF THE HIS'iORY OF ETHICS FOR ENGLISH 
READERS. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6^3?. 


STATESMAN'S YEAR BOOK, THE: a STATISTICAL AND 

HISTORICAL ANNUAL OF THE STATES OF THE CIVILIZED 
WORLD, FOR THE YEAR 1887. Twenty-fourth Annual Publication. 
Revised after Official Returns. Edited by J. Scott Keltic. Crown Svo. 10s. 6J, 
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STEPHEN (C. E.)— THE SERVICE OFTHEPOOR; Bein^ an butiM 

into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of Religious Sisterhood 
for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. 6 d > 

STEPHKN. — Works by Sir James FnrzjAMEs Stephen. K.C.S.Lp D.C.Lb 

A Judge of the High Court of Justice, Queen's Bench Division, 

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF EVIDENCE. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6 s . 
A HISTORY OF THE CRIMINAL LAW OF ENGLAND. Three Vols. Demy 

8vo. 48^*, 

A DIGEST OF THE CRIMINAL LAW. (Crimes and Punishments.) Fourth 
Edition. 8vo. 16^. 

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF CRIMINAL PROCEDURE IN INDICT- 
ABLE OFFENCES. By Sir James F. Stephen, K.C-S. I., a Judge of the 
High Court of Justice, Queen’s Bench Division, and Herbsrt Stephen. 
IjL.M , of the Middle 'Jemple, I3arrister*at-Law. 8v'o, 12s. 6 d. 

LE1.1ERS ON THE ILBERT BILL. Reprinted from 'I'he Times. 8vo. ar. 

STEPHEN (J. K.). — INTERNATIONAL LAW AND INTERNA- 

TIONAL RELA'JJONS: an Attempt to Ascertain the Best Method of 
Discuss. ng the J opjcs of International Law. By J. K. Stephen, B.A., of the 
Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo. 63. 

^VILLAGE POLITICS. Addresses and Sermons on the Labour 
Question, By C. W, Stubbs, M.A., Vicar of Granborough, Bucks. Extra 

fcap. 8 VO. 3^. td. 

THOMPSON. — PUBLIC OPINION AND LORD BEACONSFIELD, 

1875-1880. By Geo. Carslake Thompson, LL.AI,, of the Inner Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols. Derny 8v o. 36^. 

THORNTON, Works by W. T. Thornton, C.B., Secretary for Public 

Works in the India Orhce : — 

A PLEA FOR PEASANT PROPRIETORS: With the Outlines of a Plan for 

their Esiahlishment in Ireland. New Edition, revised. Crown 8vo. is. 6 d 

INDIAN PUBLIC WORKS AND COGNATE INDIAN TOPICS. With 

Map of Indian Railways. Crown 8vo. 8^. 6 d. 

^ • CAV/N'P ')RE. By the Right Honourable Sir George O. 
Trevelyan, Bart., M.P., Author of “The Competition Wallah." New Edition. 
Crown 8 VO. 6 s. 


WALLACE. BAD TIMES. An Essay on the present Depression of Trade, 
tracing it to its Sources in enor uoun Foreign Loans, excessive War Expenditure, 
the increase of Speculation and of Millionaires, and the Depopulatim of the 
Rural Districts. With suggested Remedies. By Alfred RusIel WalLce 
Crown 8vo. 2^. 6 d, 


WALKER. — Works by F. A. Walker, M.A., Ph.D., Professor of Political 

Economy and History, Yale College. 

THE WAGES QUESTION. A Treatise on Wages and the Wages Class. 8vo. 

14^*. 

MtjNEY. 8vo. j6s. 

MONEY IN ITS RELATIONS TO TRADE AND INDUSTRY. Crown Svo. 

js. 6 d. 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. Svx icxr. 6 d. 

LAND AND I I S REN J'. Fcap. 8 0. 35-. 6 d. 

A BRIEF TEXT-BuOK OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Crown Svo. 6 s. ej. 

— FACTS AND FALLACIES. A Popular 

Consideration of some Legal Points and Principles. By Sydney E. Willia.ms. 
Barnster-at*Law. Globe Svo. 6 d. * 
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WORKS CONNECTED WITH THE SCIENCE OR THE 

HISTORY OF LANGUAGE. 

ABBOTT. — A SHAKESPERIAN GRAMMAR: An Attempt to illustrate 

some of the Differences between Elizabethan and Modern English. By the 
Rev. E. A. Abbott, D.D., Head Master cf the City of London School. New 
and Enlarged Edition. Extra fcap. 8 vo. 6s. 

BREYM ANN.— A FRENCH GRAMMAR BASED ON PHILOLOGICAL 

PRINCIPLES. By Hermann Breymann. Ph. D., Professor of Philology m 
the Univers'ty of Munich, Lecturer on French Language and Literature in 
Owens College, Manchester. Extra fcap. 8 vo. 45 . 6d. 

ELLIS. — PRACTICAL HINTS ON THE QUANTITATIVE “PRO- 
NUNCIATION OF LATIN, FOR THE USE OF CLASSICAL 
TEACHERS AND LINGUISTS. By A. J. Ellis, B.A., F.R.S., &c. 
Extra fcap. 8 vo. 4 ^. 6d. 

FASNACHT. — Works by G. Eugene Fasnacht, Author of “ Macmillan’s 
Progressive French Course,’* Editor of “ Macmillan’s Foreign School 
lassies See 

THE ORGANIC METHOD OF STUDYING LANGUAGES. I. French. 

Crow'n 8 vo. 3 ^*. 6d. 

A SYNTHETIC FRENCH GRAMMAR FOR SCHOOLS. Crown 8 vo. 
3 ^. 6d, 

FLEAY.— A SHAKESPEARE MANUAL. By the Rev. F. G. Fleay. 

M.A., Head Master of Skipton Grammar School. Extra fcap. 8 vo. 4 ^. 
GOODWIN, — Works by W. W. Goodwin, Professor of Greek Literature in 

Harvard University. 

SYNTAX OF THE GREEK MOODS AND TENSES. New Edition. 

Crown 8 v'i. 6 .y. 6d. 

A SCHOOL GREEK GRAMMAR. Cro\vn 8 vo. 3 ^. 6d. 

A GREEK GRAMMAR. Crown 8 vo. 6s, 

GREEK TESTAMENT.— the NEW TESTAMENT IN THE 
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